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A  N 

EPISTLE 

To   Mrs.    C  L  I  V  E. 

M  A  D  A  M, 

IF  addreires  of  this  nature  (notwithftanding  the 
bafe  purpofes  to  which  they  have  been  perverted) 
were  originally  intended  to  exprefs  the  gratitude  of 
the  author  for  fome  favour  received,  or  to  celebrate 
the  merit  of  fome  particular  friend  s  I  think  you  have 
a  very  juft  title  to  this. 

Dedications,  and  indeed  mod  panegyricks,  have 
been  generally  confined  to  perfons  in  high  life;  not 
that  good  qualities  are  foj  but  as  the  praife  which 
moft  authors  bellow  comes  not  from  the  heart,  nor 
is  the  effecl  of  their  gratitude  for  pad  fiivours,  but 
of  their  neceffity  of  future,  it  is  not  fo  much  their 
bufinefs  to  inquire  who  beft  deferves  praife,  as  who 
can  befl  pay  for  it.  And  thus  vv^e  often  fee  an  Epiftle 
crammed  with  fuch  grofs,  falfe,  and  abfurd  flattery, 
as  the  poet  ought  to  be  afham'd  of  writing,  and  the 
patron  of  accepting. 

But  while  I  hold  the  pen,  it  will  be  a  maxim  with 
me,  that  vice  can  never  be  too  great  to  be  lafhed, 
nor  virtue  too  obfcure  to  be  commended  j  in  other 
words,  that  fatire  can  never  rife  too  high,  nor  pa- 
negyrick  ftoop  too  low. 

It  is  your  misfortune  to  bring  the  greateft  genius 

for  a6ling  on  the  ftage,  at  a  time  when  the  fAdions 

and  divifions  among  the  players  have  confpired  with 

the  folly,  injuftice,  and  barbarity  of  the  town,  to 
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finilTi  the  ruin  of  the  ftage,  and  facrifice  our  own 
native  entertainments,  to  a  wanton  afFe6ted  fondiiefs 
for  foreign  mufic ;  and  when  our  nobility  feem  ea- 
gerly to  rival  each  other,  in  diftingiiifhing  them- 
feives  in  favour  of  Italian  theatres,  and  in  the  neglet^ 
of  our  own. 

However,  the  few  who  have  yet  fo  much  Englifh 
tafte  and  good-nature  left,  as  fometimes  to  vifit  that 
ftage  where  you  exert  your  great  abiliti-es,  never 
fail  to  receive  you  with  the  approbation  you  deferve ; 
nay,  you  extort,  by  the  force  of  your  merit,  the  ap- 
plaufe  of  thofe  who  are  languifhing  for  the  return 
of  Cuzzoni. 

And  here  I  cannot  help  refiec^ing  with  fome  plea- 
fore,  that  the  town,  that  part  of  it  at  lead  which  is 
not  quite  Italianized,  have  one  obligation  to  me, 
who  made  the  firft  difcovery  of  your  great  capacity, 
and  brought  you  earlier  forward  on  the  theatre,  than 
the  ignorance  of  fome  and  the  envy  of  others  would 
have  otherwife  permitted.  I  fhall  not  here  dwell  on 
any  thing  fo  well  known  as  your  theatrical  merit, 
which  one  of  the  finefl  judges,  and  the  greateft  man 
of  his  age,  hath  acknowledged  to  exceed  in  humour 
that  of  any  of  your  predecefTors  in  his  time. 

But  as  great  a  favourite  as  you  at  prefent  are  with 
the  audience,  you  would  be  much  more  fo,  were 
they  acquainted  with  your  private  charaderj  could 
they  fee  you  laying  out  great  part  of  the  profits 
which  arife  to  you  from  entertaining  them  fo  well, 
in  the  fupport  of  an  aged  father;  did  they  fee  you, 
who  can  charm  thern  on  the  ftage  with  perfonating 
the  foolifh  and  vicious  charaders  of  vour  fex,  adlino- 
in  real  life  the  part  of  the  belt  wife,  the  bcH  daugh- 
ter, the  bell  fiRer,  and  the  beft  friend. 

The 
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The  part  you  have  maintain'd  in  the  prefent  dif- 
pute  between  the  players  and  the  patentees,  is  (o 
full  of  honour,  that  had  it  been  in  higher  life,  ic 
would  have  given  you  the  reputation  of  the  greateft 
heroine  of  the  age.  You  looked  on  the  cafes  of  Mr. 
Highmore  and  Mrs.  Wilks  with  compafTionj  nor 
could  any  promifes  or  views  of  intereft  fway  you  to 
defert  them  -,  nor  have  you  fcrupled  any  fatigue  (par-, 
ticularly  the  part  which  at  fo  fliort  a  warning  you 
undertook  in  this  farce)  to  fupport  the  caufe  of  thofe 
whom  you  imagin'd  injur'd  and  diftrefs'd  ;  and  for 
this  you  have  been  fo  far  from  endeavouring  to 
exact  an  exorbitant  reward  from  perfons  little  able 
to  afford  it,  that  I  have  known  you  offer  to  aft  for 
nothing,  rather  than  the  patentees  fhould  be  injur'd 
by  the  difmiflion  of  the  audience. 

In  fliort,  if  honour,  good-nature,  gratitude,  and 
good  fenfe,  join'd  with  the  mod  entertaining  hu- 
mour, wherever  they  are  found,  are  titles  to  public 
efteem,  I  think  you  may  be  fure  of  it  j  at  lead,  I 
arn  fure  they  will  always  recommend  you  to  the  fin-' 
cere  friendfnip  cf, 

M  A  D  A  M, 
Your  mofl  obliged  humble  fervanf, 

HENRY   FIELDING. 


T  O 

Mr.    FIELDING, 

Cccafioned    by    the    revival     of    the 
Author's   Farce. 

Sent  to  the  Author  by  an  unknown  hand. 

WHI,LE  wir,  like  perfecution,  reigns,  and  all 
Muft  in  t!ie  furious  inquifition  fall, 
Untry'd,  ur.heard  :  while  guildefs  crouds  expire. 
Martyrs  to  fpleen  !  in  each  poetick  fire  j 
Nor  characters,  nor  worth,  nor  lex,  nor  age. 
Nor  facred  majeily  efcapes  her  rage  j 
Againft  example  vvho  Ihall  dare  commend  ? 
Avow  good-nature,  or  confefs  the  friend  ! 

Hard  is  the  taflc,  in  fuch  a  foil,  to  raife 
From  her  decay  the  long-loft  art  of  praife  ; 
Where  the  fllarp  thiftle  fprings  t'implant  the  corn. 
Or  graft  the  role  upon  the  fpiny  thorn. 

Willing,  yet  weak,  and  fearful  of  the  fight. 
In  vain  I  mourn  the  abufe  I  cannot  right  \ 
Yet  this  remains with  cheerful  warmth  to  pay- 
To  real  worth  this  tributary  lay. 

Accept,  then.  Fielding  !  from  a  heart  fincere> 
A  gift  commended  by  its  being  rare, 
Unfcign'd  applaufe  !  by  no  mean  motive  fway'd,. 
Nor  yet  to  thee,  but  to  thy  merit,  paid. 

Long  have  I  feen,  with  forrow  and  furprife, 
Unhelp'd,  unheeded,  thy  ftrong  genius  rife. 
To  form  our  manners,  and  amend  our  laws. 
And  aid,  with  artful  hand,  the  publick  caufe. 

When  modern  crimes,  to  elder  times  unknowny 
With  worfe  than  Sodom's  guilt  pollute  this  town, 

Ty^d 
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Ty'd  to  old  rules,  tho'  Weftminrter  muft  aid. 
The  fhame  and  fcandal  of  the  nuptial  bed^ 
Thy  equitable  mufe  aflVrts  her  claim, 
To  mark  the  monfter  with  eternal  fhamej 
The  brute  appears,  in  thy  moft  juftxiecrce. 
Triumphant  only  in  his  infamy. 

But  fee  !  the  politician  mounts  the  ftage. 
The  bane  and  weaknefs  of  oor  clime  and  age  ! 
Who  can  unmov'd  behold  th'  inltruftive  fcene  ^ 
indulge  his  laughter  ?  or  contain  his  fpleen  ? 
When  he  refle6ts  that  fuch  grave  heads,  fo  late 
Control'd  our  ienate,  and  intlam'd  our  flate  1 

Oh  !  had  the  mufe  a  due  attention  found, 
Her  Rights  encourag'dj  and  her  labours  crown'd  i 
Each  bufy  knave  had  felt  her  vengeful  hand, 
And  laughter  branded  whom,  the  laws  fbouid  brand  I 

Tn  vain  we  wiHi  ! and  the  compliant  bard. 

The  publick  tafte  muft  fway,  that  muft  reward  ; 
To  that  conforming,  he  muft  fill  the  fcene, 
With  puppets,  players,  Henley,   harlequin  j 
Farce,  mafque,  and  opera,  Grubftreet,  and  the  courtj 
Link'd  of  nonfenfe  muft  club  to  make  us  fport. 

Yet  here, even  here,\vhatfenfe!  withhowmuch  art. 
He  courts  the  head,  fince  we  deny  the  heart ; 
Mark,  in  his  mirth  how  innocent  he  plays  ! 
And  while  he  mimes  themimick*  hurts  not  Bayes — > 
Tho'  much  provok'd.  no  bafe  ill-nature  ftains. 
With  murd'rous  dye,  his  unpolluted  ftrainsi 

Proceedj    even   thus  proceed,  blefs'd  youth !  to 
charm, 
Divert  our  heatSj  and  civil  rage  difarm. 
Till  Fortune,  once  not  blind  to  merit,  fmile 
On  thy  defert,  and  fecompenfe  thy  toil  : 
Or  Walpole^  ftudious  ftill  of  Brirain's  fame, 
Proted  thy  labours,  and  prefcribe  the  theme, 
On  which,  in  eafe  and  affluence,  thou  may'ft  raifg 
More  noble  trophies  to  thy  country's  praife» 
B4 
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Upon  the  revival  of  the  Author's  Farce. 

Spoken  by  Mrs.  CLIVE. 

/t  S  when  fome  ancient  hcfpitahle  feat. 

Where  flenty  oft  has  giv^n  the  jovial  treaty 
Where  in  full  howls  each  welcome  guefl  has  drowned 
All  forr  owing  thoughts,  while  mirth  and  joy  went  round. 
Is  hy  fome  wanton  w  or  thief s  heir  defiroy'dj 
Its  once  full  rooms  grown  a  defsrted  void  -, 
WithfighSy  each  neighbour  views  the  mournful  flace  \ 
With  fighs,  each  recolle5Is  what  once  it  was. 

So  dees  our  wretched  theatre  appear  ; 
For  mirth  and  joy  once  kept  their  revels  here, 
lierey  the  Beau-monde  in  crowds  repaired  each  day. 
And  went  well  pleas' d  and  entertained  away. 
While  Oldfield  here  hath  charmed  the  lifi'ning  age. 
And  IVilks  adorn  di  and  Booth  hathfiiFd  the  Jtage  i 
Soft  eunuchs  warbled  in  fuccefsl-fs  flrain. 
And  tumblers  fJjew^d  their  little  tricks  in  vain. 
'Thofe  boxes  fill  the  brighter  circks  were, 
triumphant  toafls  receiv'd  their  homage  there. 

But  now,  alas  !  how  altered  is  our  cafe  I 
I  view  with  tears  this  poor  deferted  place  ;   • 
I^one  to  cur  boxes  now  in  pity  fir  ay. 
But  poets  free  o'  tU  houfe,  and  beaux  who  never  pay. 
1\'0  longer  now  we  fee  our  crowded  door 
6  end  the  late  co.mer  back  again  at  four. 

At 
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Jt  feven  now  into  our  empty  pit 

Drops  from  his  counter  fame  old  prudent  cit. 

Contented  with  twehe-pennyworth  of  wit. 

Our  author  J  of  a  generous  foul  poffefs'  d^ 
Hath  kindly  a'md  to  fuccour  the  difirefs'd  \ 
To-night  what  he  fhall  offer  in  our  catife 
Already  hath  been  blefs'd  with  your  applaufe. 
2^et  this,  his  wufe  maturer  hath  revis'd, 
And  added  more  to  that^  which  oyice  fo  much  you  prized. 
JVefue,  not  mean  to  make  a  partial  friend. 
But  without  prejudice  at  leajl  attend. 
If  we  are  dulU  e'en  cenfure  \  but  we  truft^ 
Satire  can  ne^er  difpleafe  you  when  'tis  juft. 
Nor  can  we  fear  a  brave,  a  generous,  town 
IVill  join  to  crtijh  us^  when  we're  alnioji  down. 


Dramatis  Perfon^* 


M  E  N. 

GOODALL,  Mr.  JONES. 

Valentine,  Mr.  Stoppelaer. 

Lord  Pridej  Mr.  Hewson. 

Lord  Puff,  Mr.  Charles  Jones, 

Colonel  Bluff,  Mr.  Macklin. 

Oldcastle^  Mr.  Norris. 

Rakeit,  Mr.  Mullart. 

Marquis,  Madamoifelle  Grognet, 

Slap,  Mr.  Topham. 

Trick,  Mr.  Hallam. 

Security,  Mr.  Giles. 

WOMEN. 

Mrs.  HiGHMAN,  Mrs.  Mullart. 

Charlotte,  Mrs.  Atherton* 

Lettice,  Mrs.  Clive. 

Ladies,  Conftables,  Servants,  &c.t 
SCENE,     LONDON. 
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A  C  T     I.       S  C  E  N  E  .   I. 

SCENE,     C  O  V  E  N  T  -  G  A  R  D  E  N.  ' 

Mrs.  HIGHMAN,    LETTICE, 

Mrs.  Hi  g  h  m  a  n. 

OH  1  Mrs.  Letticc,  is  It  you  ?  I  am  extremely- 
glad  to  Tee  you  1  you  are  the  very  perfon  I 
would  meet. 

Let.  I  am  much  at  your  fervice.  Madam. 

Mrs.  High.  Oh  I  Madam,  1  know  very  well 
that;  and  at  every  one's  lervice,  I  dare  fwear,  that 
•will  pay  you  for  it.  But  all  the  fervice.  Madam, 
that  I  have  for  you  is,  to  carry  a   meiTage  to  your 

mafter 1  defire.  Madam,  that  you  will  tell  him 

from  me,  that  he  is  a  very  great  villain,  and  that  I 
intreat  him  never  more  to  come  near  my  doors;  for 
if  I  find  him  within  'em,  I  will  turn  my  niece  out  of 
them. 

Let.  Truly,  Madam,  you  muft  fend  this  by  an- 
other meffenger ;  but  pray,  what  has  my  mafter 
done,  to  deferve  it  fliou'd  be  fent  at  all  ? 

Mrs.  High.  He  has  done  nothing  yet,  I  believe; 
1  thank  Heaven,  and  my  own  prudence  :  but  I  know 
what  he  wou'd  do. 

Let.  He  wou'd  do  nothing  but  v/hat  becomes  a 
gentleman^  I  am  confident. 

5  Mrs, 
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Mrs.  High.  Oh  !  I  dare  fwear,  Madam,  debauch- 
ing a  voung  lady  is  afting  like  a  very  fine  gentleman ; 
but  I  Ihali  keep  my  niece  out  of  the  hands  of  fuch 
fine  gentlemen. 

Let.  You  wrong  my  matter.  Madam,  cruelly ;  I 
know  his  defigns  on  your  niece  are  honourable. 

Mrs.  High.  You  know! 

Let.  Yes,  Madan?,  no  one  knows  my  matter's 
heart  better  than  I  do.  I  am  fure,  were  his  defigns 
otherwife,  I  would  not  be  accefiary  to 'em:  I  love  your 
r»iece  too  much,  Madam,  to  carry  on  an  amour  in 
which  ttie  fhould  be  a  lofer.  But  as  I  know  that  my 
matter  is  heartily  in  love  with  her,  and  that  fhe  is 
heartily  in  love  with,  my  matter  j  and  as  1  am  cer- 
tain they  will  be  a  very  happy  couple,  I  will  not 
leave  one  ftone  unrurn'd  to  bring  them  together. 

Mrs.  High.  Rare  impudence  I  Hutty,  I  have 
another  match  for  herj  Ihe  Ihall  marry  Mr.  Old- 
cattle. 

Let.  Oh  1  then,  I  find  it  is  you  that  have  a  dif- 
honourable  defign  on  your  niece. 

Mrs.  High.  How,  faucinefs  ! 

Let.  Yes,  Madam,  marrying  a  young  lady,  who 
is  in  love  with  a  young  fellow,  to  an  old  one  whom 
fhe  hates,  is  the  fureft  way  to  bring  about  I  know 
what,  that  can  pofiibly  be  taken. 

A  I  R    L     Soldier  Laddy. 

When  a  virgin  in  love  with  a  brifk  jolly  lad. 
You  match  to  a  fpark  miore  fin  for  her  dad, 
'Tis  as  pure,  and  as  lure,  and  fecure  as  a  gun. 
The  young  lover's  bufinefs  is  happily  done  : 
Tho'  it  feems  to  her  arms  he  takes  the  wrong  rout. 
Yet  my  life  for  a  farthing, 

Purfuing, 

His  wooing, 
The  young  fellow  finds,  t:ho'  he  go  round  about. 

It's  only  to  come. 

The  nearett  way  home. 
t  Mrs 
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Mrs.  High.  I  can  bear  this  no  longer.  I  wou'd 
advife  you,  Madam,  and  yonr  mafter  both,  to  keep 
from  my  houfe,  or  I  Ihall  take  meafures  you  won't 
like.  [Exit. 

Let.  I  defy  you  ;  we  have  the  ftrongefi:  party, 
and  I  warrant  we'll  get  the  better  of  you.  But  here 
comes  the  young  lady  herfelf, 

SCENE     IL 
LETTICE,    CHARLOTTE. 

Charl.  So,  Mrs.  Lettice ! 

Let.  'Tis  pity  you  had  not  come  a  little  fooner. 
Madam  ;  your  good  aunt  is  but  juft  gone,  and  has 
left  pofitive  orders  that  you  lliould  make  more  fre- 
quent vifits  at  our  houfe. 

Chart..  Indeed  ! 

Let.  Yes,  Madam  j  for  flie  has  forbid  my  mafi:er 
ever  vifiting  at  yours,  and  I  know  it  will  be  impof- 
fible  for  you  to  live  withoiit  feeing  him. 

CHARL.IalTureyou!  Do  you  think  me  fo  fond  then? 

Let..  Do  I  ?  I  know  you  are  -,  you  love  nothing 
elfe,  think  of  nothing  elfe  all  day;  and,  if  you  will 
confefs  the  truth,  I  dare  lay  a  wager  that  you  dream 
of  nothing  elfe  ail  night. 

Charl.  Then  to  Ihew  you.  Madam,  how  v/ell  you 

know  m.e the  devil  take  me if  you  are  not  in 

the  right. 

Let.  Ah  I  Madam,  to  a  woman  praclis'd  in  love, 
like  me,  there  is  no  occafion  for  confefTion  :  for  my 
part,  I  don't  want  words  to  aiTure  me  of  what  the 
eyes  tell  me.  Oh  !  if  the  lovers  wou'd  but  confulc 
the  eyes  of  their  miftreiles,  we  fliou'd  not  have  luch 
fighing,  languifiiing,  and  delpairing,  as  we  have. 

AIR    II.     Bufliof  Boon. 

What  need  he  trufl  your  words  precife. 

Your  foft  defires  denying. 
When,  Oh  !  he  reads  within  your  eyes 

Your  tender  heart  complying  ? 

Your 
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Your  tongue  may  cheat. 

And  with  deceit 
Your  fo/ter  vvifhes  .cover  j 

But,  Oh  !  your  eyes 

Know  no  difguife. 
Nor  ever  cheat  your  lover. 

SCENE    III. 

LETTICE,  CHARLOTTE,  VALEN- 
TINE. 

Val.  My  dearefb  Charlotte !  this  is  meeting  my 
wifhes,  indeed  !  for  I  was  coming  to  wait  en  you. 
'     Let.  It's  very  lucky  that  you  do  meet  her  here  ; 
for  her  houfe   is  forbidden  ground  :  you  have  ictn 
your  lafl  of  that,  Mrs.  Highman  fvvears. 

Val.  Ha !  not  go  where  my  dear  Charlotte  is  ? 
What  danger  could  deter  me  ?  What  difficulty  pre- 
vent me  ?  Not  cannon,  nor  plagues,  nor  all  the  moft 
frightful  forms  of  death,  fliould  keep  me  from  her 
arms. 

Charl.  Nay,  by  what  I  can  find,  you  are  not 
to  put  your  valour  to  any  proof;  the  danger  is  to 
be  mine  :  I  am  to  be  turn'd  out  of  doors,  if  ever  you 
are  feen  in  them  again. 

•  Val.  The  apprehenfions  of  your  danger  wouM, 
indeed,  put  it  to  the  fevered  proof.  But  why  will 
my  dearcll  Charlotte  continue  in  the  houfe  of  one 
who  threatens  to  turn  her  out  of  it  ?  W^hy  will  flie 
not  know  another  home,  one  v/here  ilie  would  find  a 
protecT:or  from  every  kind  of  danger  ? 

Charl.  How  can  you  pretend  to  love  me,  Valen- 
tine, and  afK  me  that,  in  our  prefent  defperate  cir- 
cumftances  ? 

Let.  Nay,  nay,  don't  accufe  him  wrongfully.  I 
won't  indeed  infift  that  he  gives  you  any  great  in- 
llance  of  his  prudence  by  it ;  but  I'll  fwear  it  is  a 
very  ftrong  one  of  his  love ;  and  fuch  an  inftance,  as 
^hen  a  man  has  once  Ihewn,  no  woman  of  any  honefty, 

or 
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or  honour,  or  gratitude,  'can  refufe  him  any  longer. 
For  my  part,  if  I  had  ever  found  a  lover  who  had 
not  wicked  mercenary  views  upon  my  fortune,  I 
Ihould  have  married  him,  whatever  he  had  been. 

Charl.  Thy  fortune  ! 

Let.  My  fortune  !  Yes,  Madam,  my  fortune.  I 
was  worth  fifty-fix  pounds  before  I  put  into  the  lot- 
tery;  what  it  will  be  now,  I  can't  tell  j  but  you 
know  fomebody  mufl:  get  the  great  lot,  and  why 
not  I  ? 

Val.  Oh,  Charlotte  !  wou'd  you  had  the  fame 
fentiments  v/ith  me!  For,  by  Heavens !  I  apprehend 
no  danger  but  chat  of  lofing  you  j  and  believe  me, 
love  will  fufliciently  reward  us  for  all  the  hazards  we 
run  on  his  account. 

AIR    III.     Fanny,  blooming  fair,  &c. 

Let  bold  ambition  lie 

Within  the  warrior's  mind; 
Falfe  honours  let  him  buy, 

With  flaughter  of  mankind  : 
To  crowns  a  doubtful  right. 

Lay  thoufands  in  their  grave; 
W^hile  wretched  armies  fight 

Which  matter  Ihall  inflave. 

Love  took  my  heart  with  ftorm. 

Let  him  there  rule  alone, 
In  Charlotte's  charming  form. 

Still  fitting  on  his  throne. 
How  will  my  foul  rejoice. 

At  his  commands  to  fly. 
If  fpoken  in  that  voice. 

Or  look'd  from  that  dear  eye  | 

To  univerfal  fway 

Love's  title  is  the  befl; 
Well,  fhall  we  him  obey. 

Who  makes  his  fubjedls  bled: 
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If  Heaven  for  human  good 

Did  empire  firft  defign. 
Love  muft  be  underftood 

To  rule   by  right  divine. 

Let.  Hift !  hid !  get  you  both  about  your  bufi- 
nefs.  Mr.  Oldcaftle  is  jufi:  turn'd  the  corner  j  and 
if  he  Ibou'd  fee  you  together,  you  are  undone. 

[Exeunt  Valentine  and  Charlotte. 
Now  will  I  banter  this  old  coxcomb  fevcrely  :  for  I 
think  it  is  a  mod  impertinent  thing  in  thefe  old 
fumblers  to  interpofe  in  young  people's  fport. 

SCENE    IV. 
LETTICE,    OLDCASTLE. 

Old.  Hem,  hem  I  I  profefs  it  is  a  very  feverc 
eafterly  wind-,  and  if  it  was  not  to  fee  a  miflrefs,  I 
believe  I  fliculd  fcarce  have  ftirred  abroad  all  day. 

Let.  Mr.  Oldcaftle,  your  very  humble  fervant. 

Old.  Your  humble  fervant.  Madam  :  I  afl<.  your 
pardon  i  but  1  profefs  I  have  not  the  honour  of  know- 
ing you. 

Let.  Men  of  your  figure,  Sir,  are  known  by 
more  than  they  are  themfelves  able  to  remember.  I 
am  a  poor  handmaid  of  a  young  lady  of  your  ac- 
quaintance, Mifs  Charlotte  Highman. 

Old.  Oh!  your  very  humble  fervant,  Madam.  I 
hope  your  lady  is  well. 

Let.  Hum  !  fo,  ^o.  She  fent  me,  ^ir,  of  afmall 
meffage  to  you. 

Old.  I  am  the  happieft  man  in  the  world. 

Let.  To  defire  a  particular  favour  of  you. 

Old.  She  honours  me  with  her  commands. 

Let.  She  begs,  if  you  have  the  lead  affedion  for 
her,  that  fhe  may  never  fee  you  here  again. 

Old.  What !  What ! 

Let, 
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Let.  She  is  a  very  well-bred,  civil,  good-riatur'd 
lady,  and  does  not  care  to  fend  a  rude  meffage  5 
therefore  only  bids  me  tell  you,  fhe  hates  you.,  fcorns 
you,  detefts  you  more  than  any  creature  upon  the 
earth  ;  that,  if  you  are  refolv'd  to  marry,  flie  wou'd 
recommend  to  you  a  certain  excellent  dry  nurfe,  who 
might  poffibly  be  brought  by  your  money  to  do  any 
thing,  but  go  to  bed  with  you  ;  and  laftly,  ihe  bids 
me  tell  you,  in  this  cold  weather  never  to  go  to  bed 
without  a  good  warm  poflet,  and  never  to  lie  with- 
out, at  leaft,  a  pair  of  flannel  lliirts. 

Old.  Hold  your  impertinent  faucy  tongue  ! 

Let.  Nay,  Sir,  don't  be  angry  with  me,  I  only 
deliver  my  melTage  j  and  that  toq  in  as  civil  and  con- 
cife  a  manner  as  pofTible. 

Old.  Your  miftrefs  is  a  pert  young  huffy,  and  I 
fliall  tell  her  mother  of  her. 

Let.  That  vv^ill  never  do;  you  had  better  truft  to 
her  ow^n  good-nature  3  'tis  I  am  your  friend,  and  if 
we  can  get  over  three  little  obftacles,  I  don't  defpair 
of  marrying  you  to  her  yet. 

Old.  What  are  thofe  obftacles  ? 

Let.  Why,  Sir,  there  is  in  the  firfl:  place,  your 
great  age  j  you  are  at  lead  fome  fixty-fix. 

Old.    It's    a  lie,    I   want  feverai months 

of  it. 

Let.  If  you  did  not,  I  think  we  may  get  over 
this  :  one  half  of  your  fortune  makes  a  very  fufficien: 
amends  for  your  age. 

Old.  We  fhan't  fall  out  about  that. 

Let.  Well,  Sir ;  then  there  is,  in  the  fecond 
place,  your  terrible,  ungenteel  air;  this  is  a  grand  ob- 
llacle  with  her,  who  is  dotingly  fond  of  every  thing 
that  is  fine  and  foppifh  ;  and  yet  I  think  we  may  get 

over  this  too,  by  the  other  half  of  your  fortune- • 

And  now  there  remains  but  one,  whicii,  if  you  can 
find  any  thing  to  fet  afide,  I  believe  I  may  proniife 
vou,  you  fhali  have  her;  and  that  is.  Sir,  that  hor- 

VoL.  in.  C  rible 
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rible  face  of  yours,  which  it  is  impoffible  for  any  one 
to  fee  without  being  frighten'd. 

Old.  You  impudent  baggage  !  I'll  tell  your  mif- 
trefs,  I'll  have  you  turn'd  off. 

Let.  That  will  be  well  repaying  me  indeed,  for 
all  the  fcrvices  I  have  done  you. 

Old.  Services  1 

Let.  Services!  yes.  Sir,  fervices;  and  to  let  you 
fee  I  think  you  fit  for  a  hufband,  I'll  have  you  my- 
felf  1  Who  can  be  more  proper  for  a  hufband,  than 
a  man  of  your  age  and  tarte  ?  for  I  think  you  cou'd 
not  have  tlie  confcience  to  live  above  a  year,  or  a 
year  and  half  at  mo(t  :  and  I  think  a  good  plentiful 
jionture  wou'd  make  amends  for  one's  enduring  you 
as  long  as  that ;  provided  we  live  in  fepar.ite  parts 
of  the  houfe,  and  one  had  a  good  handibmc  groom 
of  the  chambers  to  attend  one. 

AIR   IV.     Hark,  hark,  the  cock  crows. 

When  a  lover  like  you. 

Does  a  woman  purfue. 
She  muft  have  little  wit  in  her  brain.  Sir  j 

If  for  better  and  worfe. 

She  takes  not  the  purfe, 
Alas,  with  her  fighing  poor  fwain.  Sir; 

Tho'  hugg'd  to  her  wiflies, 

Amidfh  empty  difhcs. 
Much  hunger  her  ftomach  may  prove,  Sirj 

But  a  pocket  of  gold. 

As  full  as  'twill  hold. 
Will  (Uli  find  her  food  for  her  love.  Sir. 

Old.  You  are  an  impertinent,  impudent  baggage  I 

and  I  have  a  mind  to 1  am  out  of  breath  with 

pafTionj  and  I  Ihall  not  recover  ic  this  half  hour. 

[Exil. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    V. 
LETTICE,    RAKEIT, 

Let.  a  very  pretty  lover  for  a  young  lady,  in- 
deed. 

Rak.  Yourfervant,  Mrs.Lettice;  what  have  you 
and  the  great  fquire  Oldcaftle  been  entertaining  one 
another  with  ? 

Let.  With  his  pafTion  for  your  young  miftrefs, 
or  rather  herpafTion  for  hinn.  I  have  been  bantering 
him  'till  he  is  in  fuch  a  rage,  that  I  adually  doubt 
whether  he  will  not  beat  her  or  no. 

Rak.  Will  you  never  leave  off  your  frolicks,  fince^ 
we  mud  pay  for  them.  You  have  put  him  out  of 
humour  J  now  will  he  go  and  put  my  lady  out  of 
humour  i  and  then  we  maybe  all  beaten,  for  aught 
I  know. 

Let.  Well,  firrah  !  and  do  you  think  I  had  not 
rather  twenty  fuch  as  you  fhould  be  beaten  to  death, 
than  my  mailer  Ihou'd  be  robb'd  of  his  miftrefs  ? 

Rak.  Your  humble  fervant.  Madam  i  you  need 
not  take  any  great  pains  to  convince  me  of  your 
fondnefs  for  your  mafter.  I  believe  he  has  more 
miitreffes  than  what  are  in  our  houfe  j  but  hang  if, 
1  am  too  polite  to  be  jealous ;  and  if  he  has  done 
me  the  favour  with  you,  why,  perhaps,  I  may  return 
it  one  day  with  fomebody  elie.  I  am  not  the  firfl: 
gentleman  of  the  party-colour'd  regiment,  who  has 
been  even  with  his  mafter. 

Let.  Not  with  fuch  gentlemen  as  Mr.  Valen- 
tine. Indeed,  with  your  little,  pert,  fkipping  beaux, 
I  don't  know  what  may  happen.  Such  matters  and 
their  men  are  often,  both  in  drefs  and  behaviour.  To 
very  like  one  another,  that  a  woman  may  be  inno- 
cently falfe,  and  miftake  the  one  for  the  other.  Nay, 
I  don't  know  whether  fuch  a  change  as  you  men- 
tion, may  not  be  fometimes  for  the  better, 

C  2  AIR 
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AIR   V.     As  down  in  a  meadow,  &c. 

See  John  and  his  mafter  as  together  they  pafs. 
Or  fee  them  admiring  thcmfelves  in  the  glafs: 
Each  cocks  fierce  his  hat,  each  ftruts  and  looks  big. 
Both  have  lace  on  their  coat,  and  a  bag  to  their  wig. 
Both  fwear,  and  both  rattle,  both  game,  and  both 

drink,       * 
When  neither  can  write,  or  can  read,  or  e'er  think. 
Say  then  where  the  difference  lies  if  you  can. 
Faith  !  widows,  you'd  give  it  on  the  fide  of  the 

man. 

Rak.  Bur,  my  dear  Lettice,  I  do  not  approve 
this  match  in  our  families. 

Let.  Whyfo? 

Rak.  You  know  how  defperate  his  circumflances 
are,  and  fhe  has  no  fortune. 

Let.  She  hath  indeed  no  fortune  of  her  own  5 
but  her  aunt  Highman  is  very  rich. 

Rak.  She  will  be  little  the  better  for't. 

Let.  Then  there's  the  chance  of  both  her  bro- 
thers death  :  befides  an  uncle  in  Yorkfhire,  who  hath 
but  five  children  only,  one  of  which  hath  never  had 
the  fmall-pox  :  nay,  there  are  not  above  fixteen  or 
feventeen  between  her  and  an  Irifli  barony. 

Rak.  Ay,  this  lady  wou'd  make  a  fine  fortune, 
after  two  or  three  good  plagues.  In  fhort,  I  find 
there  is  but  little  hopes  on  our  fide,  and  if  there  be 
no  more  on  yours 

Let.  Oh,  yes,  there  are  hopes  enough  on  ours. 
There  is  hopes  of  my  young  mafter's  growing  bet- 
ter, for  I  am  fure  there  is  no  pofiibility  of  his  grow- 
ino-  worfe.  Hopes  of  my  old  mafter's  ftaying  abroad. 
Hopes  of  his  being  drown'd  if  he  attempts  coming 
home.     Hopes  of  the  ftars  falling 

Rak.  Dear  Mrs.  Lettice,  do  not  jeft  with  fuch  fe- 

rious  things  as  hunger  and  thirft.     Do  you  ferioufly 

o  think 
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think  that  all  your  mafter's  entertainments  are  at  an 
end? 

Let.  So  far  from  it,  that  he  is  this  day  to  give 
a  grand  entertainment  to  your  mjftrefs,  and  about  a 
dozen  more  gentlemjcn  and  ladies. 

Rak.  My  chops  begin  to  water.  I  find  your 
mailer  is  a  very  honeft  fellow,  and  it  is  poffible  may 
hold  out  two  or  three  v/eeks  longer. 

Let.  You  are  miftaken.  Sir,  there  will  be  no 
danger  of  his  giving  any  more  entertainments;  for 
there  is  a  certain  gentleman  call'd  an  Upholfterer, 
who,  the  moment  that  the  company  is  gone,  is  to 
make  his  entrance  into  the  houfe,  and  carry  every 
thing  out  on't. 

Rak.  a  very  good  way,  faith,  of  furnidiing  a 
houfe  to  receive  a  wife  in  ;  your  mafter  has  kt  me  a 
very  good  pattern  againil  you  and  I  marry,  Mrs. 
Lettice, 

Let.  Saucebox  !  Do  you  think  I'll  have  you  ? 

Rak.   Unlefs  I  can  provide  better  for  myfelf. 

Let.  Well,  that  I  am  fond  of  thee  I  am  certain, 
and  what  I  am  fond  of  I  can't  imagine;  unlefs  it  be 
thy  invincible  impudence. 

Rak.  Why,  faith,  I  think  I  have  the  impudence 
of  a  gentleman,  and  there  is  nothing  better  to  fuc- 
ceed  with  the  ladies. 

AIR     VI. 

When  modefly  fues  for  a  favour. 

What  anfwers  the  politick  lafs  ? 
Let.     That  Hie  mightily  likes  his  behaviour^ 

And  thinks  in  her  heart  he's  an  afs; 

And  thinks  in  her  heart  he's  an  afs, 
Rak.    But  when  bolder  impudence  rufhes. 

And  manfully  feizes  her  charms? 
Let.     Lard  !  you're  rude.  Sir,  flie  cries,  then  flje 
bluHies, 

And  folds  the  brifk  youth  in  her  arms  s 

And  folds,  &c.  lExeinU. 

C  a  S  C  L  N  E 
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SCENE     VI. 
VALENTINE,  TRICK. 

Val,  You  fay  I  owe  you  500/.  principal  and  in- 
terefh  ? 

Trick.  Yes,  Sir;  you  will  pleafe  to  cafl:  it  up 
yourfclf,  and  I  believe  our  accounts  will  correfpond, 

Val.  ril  take  your  word  for  it,  Sir ;  and  if  you 
pleafe  to  let  me  have  5C0  more,  I  fliall  owe  you 
icoo. 

TricKc  Sir,  the  money  was  none  of  my  own,  I 
had  it  from  another  j  and  it  muil  be  paid,  Sirj  he 
Iiath  called  it  in. 

Val.  He  may  call  as  long  as  he  plcafes ;  but  till 
I  call  it  in,  it  will  fignify  not  much.  Sir.  I  have 
thought  of  an  expedient,  if  the  money  you  lent  me 
was  another's,  and  he  be  impatient  for  it;  you  may 
pay  him  off;  lay  me  down  the  other  ^00,  and  take 
the  whole  debt  upon  yourfelf. 

Trick.  I  am  quite  out  of  cafh.  Sir,  or  you  know 
you  might  command  me;  and  therefore  I  hope  you 
will  not  put  off  the  payment  any  longer. 

Val.  I  am  extremely  bufy  to-day,  and  beg  you 
would  call  another  time. 

Trick.  I  have  called  fo  often,  that  I  am  quite 
weary  of  calling;  and  if  I  am  not  paid  within  thefe 
three  days,  I  Ihall  fend  a  lawyer  for  my  money — and 
fo  your  fervant.  [£;<•//, 

SCENE  VII. 
VALENTINE,  TRUSTY. 

Val.  So,  honed  Trufly,  what  fuccefs  ? 

Trusty.  I  wen:  to  the  jeweller's  with  the  ring 
which  your  honour  told  me  coft  an  hundred  pound, 
but  he  refus'd  to  give  me  any  more  than  fifty  for  it, 
{0  1  e'en  took  that. 

Val.  Very  well. 

Trusty.  As  for  the  old  filver  bowl  which  your 
father  valu'd  at  fourfcore  pounds,  Mr.  Whiting  faid, 

there 
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there  was  fo  much  reckon'd  for  the  fafhion  ;  and 
that  it  was  fo  old  and  ungenteel,  that  he  offer'd  me 
but  twenty  :  but  I  kqew  your  honour  wanted  mo- 
ney, and  fo  I  took  it. 

Val.  Very  well. 

Trusty.  The  gold  repeating  watch  I  carried  to 
the  maker,  and  told  him  he  had  received  fifty  odd 
guineas  for  it  two  years  agoj  but  he  faid  it  was 
much  the  worfe  for  wearing;  and  that  the  nobility 
and  gentry  run  fo  much  into  Pinchbeck,  that  he  had 
not  difpos'd  of  two  gold  watches  this  month.  How- 
ever he  faid  he  would  give  half;  and  I  thought  that 
better  than  nothing,  fo  I  let  him  have  it. 

Val.  Very  well. 

Trusty.  But  this  was  nothing  to  that  rogue  in 
Monmouth-ftreet,  who  offer'd  me  but  16/.  for  the 
two  fuits  of  fine  clothes,  that  I  dare  fwear  flood  your 
honour  in  above  100/.  I  flew  into  a  great  paffion 
with  him,  and  have  brought  them  back  again. 

Val.  You  fliou'd  have  taken  the  money. 

Trusty.  One  piece  of  furprizing  good  fortune 
was  the  faving  of  your  medals,  which  as  I  was  juft 
going  to  difpofe  of,  a  gentleman  whifper'd  in  my 
ear,  that  a  certain  knight  that  wou'd  be  in  town  in 
a  fortnight,  wou'd  give  fix  times  as  much  for  them. 

Val.  a  fortnight  !  what  of  a  fortnight  ?  A  fort- 
night's an  age.  I  wou'd  not  give  a  Ihilling  for  the 
reverfion  of  an  eftate  fo  long  to  come.  Here,  give 
me  what  money  you  have  brought,  and  go  and  dif- 
pofe of  the  reft  immediately. 

Trusty.  But,  Sir,  I  wifli  your  honour  would 
confider ;  for  my  parr,  I  dread  my  old  mafter's 
coming  home;  and  yet  if  he  does  not,  what  you 
will  do  any  longer.  Heaven  knows. 

Val.  Don't  trouble  thyfelf  about  that;  but  go. 
execute  my  commands.  l£^r  Trufty, 


C  4  AIR 
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A  I  R    VII.     Excufe  me. 
Let  mifers  with  forrow  to-day. 
Lay  up  for  to-morrow's  array. 
Like  Tantalus  thirfty,  who  craves. 
Drink  up  to  his  chin  in  the  waves. 
But  Fortune,  like  women,  to-day  may  be  kind. 

And  yield  to  your  mind. 
To-morrow  fiie  goes, 
And  on  others  beftows 

The  bleffing. 
The  lover  who  yields  to  the  fair  one's  delays. 

Oft  lofes  the  day. 
Then  fly  to  her  arms. 

For  we  are  fure 
Of  her  charms 
When  polTc fling. 

SCENE     VIII. 

Enter  S  E  R  V  A  N  T. 

■     Serv.  Sir,  a  gentleman  in  mourning  deiires  to  fee 
you. 

Val.  Shew  him  in.  [Exit  Servant.]  VVou'd  my 
dear  Charlotte  were  here. 

SCENE     IX. 
VALENTINE,   SLAP. 

Val.  Your  mod  obedient  fcrvant.  Sir  ;  I  have  not 
the  honour  of  knowing  you,  Sir. 

Slap.  I  believe  you  do  not.  Sir;  I  afl<  pardon, 
but  I  have  a  fmall  writ  againfl:  you. 

Val.  a  writ  againfl  me! 

Slap.  Don't  be  uncafy.  Sir  j  it  is  only  for  a  trifle. 
Sir  ;  about  200/. 

Val.  What  mufti  do.  Sir? 

Slap.  Oh,  Sir  !  whatever  you  pleafe  ;  only  pay 
the  money,  or  give  bail,  which  you  pleafe. 

Val.  I  can  do  neither  of  them  this  inftant,  and  I 
cxpe6l  company  every  moment.  I  fuppofe.  Sir,  you'll 
take  my  word  till  to-morrow  morning. 

Slap. 
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Slap.  Oh,  yes.  Sir;  with  all  my  heart.  If  you 
will  be  lb  good  as  to  ftep  to  my  houfe  hard  by,  you 
fnall  be  extremely  well  us'd,  and  I'll  take  your  word. 

Val.  Your  houfe  !  'fdeath,  you  rafcal ! 

Slap.  Nay,  Sir,  'tis  in  vain  to  bully. 

Val.  Nay, then  ! who's  there my  fervants. 

lEnter  Servants.]  Here,  kick  this  fellow  down  ftairs. 

Slap.  This  is  a  refcue,  remember  that, — a  rcfcuc, 
Siri  I'll  have  my  lord  chief  juftice's  warrant. 

[Slap  is  fore' d  cffhy  the  fervants, 

SCENE    X. 
VALENTINE,   CHARLOTTE. 

Charl.  Oh  Valentine!  what's  the  matter  ?  lam 
frighten'd  to  death.  Swords  drawn  !  Oh  my  heart ! 
you  are  not  hurt  ? 

Val.  By  none  but  you,  my  love 3  I  have  no 
wounds  but  thofe  you  can  cure. 

Charl.  Heaven  be  prais'd  !  But  v/hat  was  the 
occafion  of  this  buftle  ? 

Val.  Nothing,  my  dear,  but  a  couple  of  fencing- 

mafters 1  happen'd  to  turn  about,  and  one  of 

them  cut  me  on  the  back;  that's  all. 

Charl.  You  fee  the  dangers  I  run  on  your  ac- 
count ;  fhould  my  aunt  know  of  my  being  here,  I 
fhould  be  undone  for  ever.  Nay,  and  what  the  reft 
of  the  company  will  think  when  they  fee  me  here  be- 
fore them,  ]  dread  to  imagine. 

Val.  You  know  you  have  it  in  your  power  to 
filence  the  tongues  of  the  world  whenever  you  pleafe  : 
and.  Oh  Charlotte!  I  wifh  you  would  this  day  con- 
fent  to  make  this  houfe  your  reputable  home. 

Charl.  Prefs  me  not,  Valentine  :  for  whatever 
be  the  confequence,  if  you  fhould,  I  feel,  I  cannot 
deny  you. 

AIR    VIII.     Spring's  a  coming. 

Virgins  wary 
Wou'd  ne'er  mifcarry. 
If  lovers  wou'd  take  a  denial  or  two : 

If 
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If  he  piirfues  her  ftill. 
Can  {he  refufe  him  ftill, 
What  flie  herfelf  hath  a  mind  to  do  ? 

Val.    Turtles,  tho'  with  each  other  they  die, 
3hall  be  lefs  conftant  and  fond  than  1 : 
For  April's  fofc  fhowers. 
Nor  June's  fweet  flowers. 
In  foftnefs  and  fweetnefs  with  thee  can  vie. 
Charl.     Turtles,  tho',  &c. 

Charl.  Cou'd  I  be  aiTurM  of  your  condancy  ; 
cou'd  I  find  you  always  fond  apd  endearing  as  now  j 
believe  me,  it  wou'd  not  be  in  the  power  of  fortune 
to  make  me  miferable. 

Val.  If  thou  canft  place  any  confidence  in  vows, 
I  know  not  how  to  bind  myftlf  fatter  to  you  than  I 
have  done  already  i  but  you  have  a  better,  which  is 
in  your  own  merit.  Believe  me,  Charlotte,  men  are 
more  conftant  than  you  imagine.  He  that  marries 
for  money,  is  conftant  to  the  love  of  his  wife's  money. 
He  that  marries  for  beauty,  is  commonly  conftant 
while  that  beauty  lafts  j  and  a  love  that's  iix'd  on 
merit,  as  mine,  will  be  conftant  while  that  endures. 

Charl.  Well,  we  muft  all  run  a  rifk,  believe  me  ; 
as  to  the  point  of  fortune,  it  is  the  leaft  of  my 
thoughts.  A  woman,  who  can  carry  her  prudence 
fo  far  as  that,  cheats  you  when  ftie  pretends  to  love. 
Love  reigns  alone  in  every  breaft  it  inhabits,  and,  in 
my  opinion,  makes  us  amends  for  the  abfence  of  Ma- 
dam Prudence,  and  all  her  train. 

Val.  Thou  deareft  girl,  this  night  fliall  make  m»e 
thine. 

AIR    IX.     Polworth  on  the  green. 

Come,  Charlotte,  let's  be  gay. 
Let's  enjoy  ourfelves  to-day  ; 
To-morrow's  in  the  hands  of  the  powerS;, 
To-day  alone  is  ours. 

Let  fools  for  wealth, 

Spend  time,  and  health  j; 

While 


The  Intriguing  Chambermaid,  27 

While  we,  more  happvj  try. 

In  each  foft  kifs, 

Tran (porting  blifs. 
Which  treafures  ne'er  can  buy. 

Charl.    Let  age  grave  lefibns  preach, 
'Gainlt  what  fne  cannot  reach; 
Let  prudes  condemn  what  they  cHieem, 
All  fools  our  joys  impeach. 

Both.  Let  fools,  &c. 

A  C  T    IF.       S  C  E  N  E     L 

VALENTINE  r,rj  company,  fcated  as  after 
dinner, 

Valentine. 

CALL  in  the  dancers.  I  hope,  ladies,  your 
good-nature  will  make  you  as  kind  to  this  part 
of  the  entertainment  as  as  it  hath  to  the  other. 

Marq,.  Je  vous  felicite  de  votre  gout  raviflanr, 
Monfieur  Valentine,  mais  allons !  dancons  nous 
mefmes. 

Val.  My  father  arriv'd,  fay  you  ? 

Let,  Yes,  Sir,  and  will  be  here  inftantly, 

Val.  Death  and  hell  !  what  fhall  I  do,  Lettice  ? 
I  muft  truft  to  the  contrivance  of  thy  brain,  or  I  am 
undone. 

Let,  Well,  I  will  do  the  befl:  I  can  for  you  ;  in 
the  mean  time  be  not  chagrined,  enjoy  your  friends, 
and  take  no  notice  of  it.  I  will  lie  perdue  for  him, 
and  meet  him  at  the  door.  Be  fure  to  keep  clofe  gar- 
j-ifon,  and  after  I  am  gone  out,  open  the  doors  to  none. 

Val.  Send  thee  good  luck,  my  befl;  wench.  Come, 
gentlemen  and  ladies,  what  fay  you,  are  you  for  cards 
pr  hazard  ? 

All.  Hazard,  hazard, 

Marq^  Hazard  \  ma  voix  ed  tousjours  pour 
hazard !  \Exeunt, 

SCENE 
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SCENE    II. 

GOODALL,    LETTICE,    and fervant  with 
a  ■portmanteau. 

Good.  This  curfed  flage-coach  from  Portfmouth, 
hath  fatigii'd  me  more  than  my  voyage  from  the 
Cape  of  Good-Hope  :  but,  Heav'n  be  prais'd,  I 
am  once  more  arriv'd  within  fight  of  my  own  doors. 
I  cannot  help  thinking  how  pleas'd  my  fon  will  be  to 
fee  me  returned  a  full  year  fooner  than  my  intention. 

Let.  He  would  be  much  more  pleafed  to  hear 
you  were  at  the  Cape  of  Good-Hope  yet.        \^Afide» 

Good.  I  hope  I  ITiall  find  my  poor  boy  at  home, 
I  dare  fwear  he  will  die  with  joy  to  fee  me. 

Let.  I  believe  he  is  half  dead  already  j  but  now 
for  you  my  good  mafter.  \_/Jfide, 

Blefs  me  !  what  do  I  fee  ?  an  apparition  ? 

Good.  Lettice ! 

Let.  Is  it  my  dear  mader  Goodall  returned,  or  is 
it  the  devil  in  his  fhape  ?  Is  it  yoUj  Sir  ?  is  it  pofi- 
lively  you  yourfelf  ? 

Good.  Even  fo.     How  do  you  do,  Lettice  ? 

Let,  Much  at  your  honour's  fervice.  I  am  hear- 
tily glad  to  fee  your  honour  in  fuch'good  health. 
Why,  the  air  of  the  Indies  hath  agreed  vaftly  with 
you.     Indeed,  Sir,  you  ought  to  have  ftay'd  a  little 

longer  there  for  the  fake  of  your  health and  our 

quiet.  [AJide. 

Good.  Well,  but  how  does  my  fon  do  ?  And  how 
hath  he  behaved  himfelf  in  my  abfence  ?  I  hope  he 
hath  taken  great  care  of  my  affairs. 

Let.  I'll  anfwer  for  him,  he  harh  put  your  affairs 
into  a  condition  that  will  furprife  you,  take  my  word 
for  it. 

Good.  I  warrant  you,  he  is  every  day  in  the  alley. 
Stocks  have  gone  juil  as  I  imagined  5  and  if  he  fol- 
lowed 
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lowed  my  advice,  he  muft  have  aaiaffed  a  vafl  fuin 
of  money. 

Let.  Not  a  farthing.  Sir. 

Good.  How,  how,  how  ! 

Let.  Sir,  he  hath  paid  it  out  as  fad  as  ic  came  in. 

Good.  How  ! 

Let.  Put  it  out  I  mean.  Sir,  to  intered,  to  in- 
tereft,  Sir  j  why,  our  houfe  hath  been  a  perfeft  fair 
ever  fince  you  v/ent,  people  coming  for  money  every 
hour  of  the  day. 

Good.  That's  very  well  done,  and  I  long  to  fee 
my  dear  boy.  [To  Lettice.]  Knock  at  the  door. 

Let.  He  is  not  at  home,  Sir — and  if  you  have 
fuch  a  defire  to  fee  him 

SCENE    in. 
SECURITY,  GOODALL,  LETTICE. 

Sec.  Your  fervant,  MrSo  Lettice. 

Let.  Your  fervant,  Mr.  Security. Here's  a 

rogue  of  a  ufurer,  who  hath  found  a  very  proper 
time  to  afk  for  his  money  in. 

Sec.  Do  you  know,  Mrs.  Lettice,  that  I  am 
weary  of  following  your  mafter  day  after  day  In  this 
manner,  without  finding  him  i  and  that  if  he  does 
not  pay  me  to-day,  I  Hiall  fue  out  an  execution  di- 
reflly.     A  thoufand  pounds  are  a  fum— — 

Good.  What,  what,  what's  this  I  hear  ? 

Let.  I'll  explain  it  to  you  by  and  byj  Sir, 

Good.  Does  my  fon  owe  you  a  thoufand  pounds  ? 

Sec  Your  fon.  Sir  ! 

Good.  Yes,  Sir,  this  v/oman's  young  mafter,  who 
lives  at  that  houfe,  Mr.  Valentine  Goodall,  is  my  fon. 

Sec.  Yes,  Sir,  he  does;  and  I  am  very  glad  you 
are  returned  to  pay  it  me. 

Good.  There  go  two  words  tho'  to  that  bargain. 

Let.  I  believe,  Sir,  you  v/ili  do  it  with  a  great 

deal 
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deal  of  joy,  when  you  know  that  his  owing  this  mo-* 
ney  is  purely  an  etfeft  of  his  good  condud. 

Good.  Good  condud  !  Owing  money  good  con- 
dud: ! 

Let.  Yes,  Sir,  he  hath  bought  a  houfe  of  the 
price  of  two  thoufand  pounds,  which  every  one  fays 
is  worth  naore  than  four  j  and  this  he  could  not 
have  done  without  borrowing  this  thoufand  pounds* 
I  am  fure,  Sir,  I  and  he,  and  Truliy,  run  all  over 
the  town  to  get  the  money,  that  he  might  not  lofe 
fo  good  a  bargain. — I  believe  there  will  not  go  many 
words  to  the  payment  on't  now.  [.Jfide. 

Good.  I  am  overjoy'd  at  my  fon's  behaviour. 

Sir,  you  need  give  yourfelf  no  pain  about  the  money  j 
return  to-morrow  morning,  and  you  fliall  receive  it. 

Sec.  Sir,  your  word  is  fufficient  for  a  much 
greater  fum  j  and  I  am  your  very  humble  fervant. 

{Exit, 

Good.  Well,  but  tell  me  a  little,  in  what  pare 
of  the  town  hath  my  fon  bought  tliis  houfe  ? 

Let.  In  what  part  of  the  town  ? 

Good.  Yes,  there  are,  you  know,  fome  quarters 
better  than  other* as  for  example,  this  here— — 

Let.  Well,  and  it  is  in  this  that  it  ftands. 

Good.  What  not  the  great  houfe  yonder,  is  it  ? 

Let.  No,  no,  noi  do  you  fee  that  houfe  yonder 
where  the  windows  Icem  to  have   been  juft 
^cleaned  ? 

Good.  Yes. 

Let.  It  is  not  that and  a  little  beyond,  you 

fee  another  very  large  houfe  higher  than  any  other 
in  the  fquare. 

Good.  I  do. 

Let.  But  it  is  not  that Take  particular  notice 

of  the  houfe  oppofite  to  it,  a  very  handfome  houfe, 
is  it  not  ? 

Good.  Yes,  indeed  is  it. 

Let.  That  is  not  the  houfe but  you  may  ((te 

one  with  great  gates  before  it,  almoU  oppofite  to 

another 
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another  that  fronts  a  ftreet,  at  the  end  of  which  (lands 
the  houfe  which  your  Ton  hath  bought. 

Good;  There  is  no  good  houfe  in  that  ftreet,  as  I 
remember,  but  Mrs.  Highman's^ 

Let.  That's  the  very  houfe. 

Good.  That  is  a  very  good  bargain,  indeed;  but  how 
comes  a  woman  in  her  circumftances  to  fell  her  houfe  ? 

Let.  It  is  impofTible,  Sir,  to  account  for  people's 
aclions  j  befides,  fiie  is  out  of  her  fenfes. 

Good.  Out  of  her  fenfes ! 

Let.  Yes,  Sir,  her  family  hath  taken  out  a  com- 
mifllon  of  lunacy  againft  her ;  and  her  fon,  who  is 
a  moft  abandoned  prodigal,  hath  fold  all  flie  had  for 
half  its  value. 

Good.  Son  !  why,  fhe  was  not  marry'd  when  I 
went  away. 

Let.  No,  Sirj  but  to  the  great  furprize  of  every 
one,  and  to  the  great  fcandal  of  all  our  fex,  there 
appeared  all  of  a  fudden  a  very  luRy  young  fellow, 
of  the  age  of  three  and  twenty,  whom  fhe  owned  to 
have  been  her  fon,  and  that  his  father  was  a  grenadier 
in  the  firfl  regiment  of  guards. 

Good.  Oh,  monftrous  1 

Let.  Ah,  Sir  1  if  every  child  in  this  citv  knew 
his  own  father ;  if  children  were  to  inherit  only  the 
cliates  of  thofe  who  begot  them,  it  would  caufe  a 
great  confufion  in  inheritances. 

A  I  R   X.     Pierot's  dance. 
Were  all  women's  fecrets  knov/n. 
Did  each  father  know  his  own. 
Many  a  fon  now  bred  to  trade. 
Then  had  fhin'd  in  rich  brocade  j 

Many  cits 

Had  been  wits. 
In  eftate,  tho'  not  in  fenfe  j 

Many  beaux 

Birth-day  clothes 
Had  not  worn  at  cits  expencc. 

2  For 
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For  did  our  women,  wife,  indeed. 
Contrive  no  way  to  mend  the  breed. 
Our  fparks  fuch  pretty  mafters  grow. 
So  fpruce,  fo  taper,  and  fo  low ; 

From  Britons  tall. 

Our  heroes  fhall 

Be  Lilliputians  all. 

Good.  Well,  but  I  ftand  here  talking  too  long: 
knock  at  the  door. 

Let.  What  fhall  I  do  ?  [J/ide, 

Good.  You  Teem  in  a  confternation  !  No  accident 
hath  happened  to  my  Ton,  I  hope  ! 

Let.  No,  Sir,  but 

Good.  Bur,  but  v/hat  ?  Hath  any  one  robbed  me 
in  my  abfcnce  .? 

Let.  No,  Sir  j  not  abfolutely  robbed  you,  Sir, 
. What  fhall  I  fay  ? 

Good.  Explain  yourfelf;  fpeak. 

Let.  Oh,  Sir  !  I  can  withhold  my  tears  no  longer. 

Enter  not,  I  befeech  you.  Sir,  your  houfe.  Sir; 

your  dear  houfe,  that  you  and  I,  and  my  poor  young 
mafter,  lov'd  fo  much,  within  thefe  fix  months — 

Good.  What  of  my  houfe  within  thefe  fiK  months  ? 

Let.  Hath  been  haunted,  Sir,  with  the  mod 
terrible  apparitions  that  were  ever  heard  or  beheld  ! 
You'd  think  the  devil  himfelf  had  taken  poflefiion 
of  it !  Nay,  I  believe  he  hath  too  :  all  the  wild  noifes 
in  the  univerfci  the  fqueal^ing  of  pigs,  the  grinding 
of  knives,  the  whetting  of  fliws,  the  whiltling  of 
winds,  the  roaring  of  feas,  the  hooting  of  owls,  the 
howling  of  v/olves,  the  braying  of  affes,  the  fqualling 
of  children,  and  the  fcolding  of  wives,  all  put  toge- 
ther, make  not  fo  hideous  a  concert.  This  I  myfelf 
have  heard ;  nay,  and  I  have  feen  fuch  fights  !  One 
with  about  twenty  heads,  and  a  hundred  eyes,  and 
mouths  and  nofes  in  each. 

Good,  Heyday  !  the  wench  is  mad.     Scand  from 

before 
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before  the  door:  I'll  fee  whether  ths  devil  can  keep 
me  out  from  my  own  houfe.     Haunted,  indeed! — 

Let.  Sir,  I  have  a  friendlliip  for  you  :  and  you 
fliall  not  go  in. 

Good.   How  !  not  go  into  my  own  houfe  ? 

Let.  No,  Sir,  not  till  the  devil  is  driven  out 
on't :  there  are  two  priefts  at  work  upon  him  now. 
Hark,  I  think  the  devils  are  dancing.  Nay,  Sir,  you 
may  liften  yourfelf,  and  get  in  too,  if  you  can. 

[^Laughing  within. 

Good.  Ha!  by  all  that's  gracious,  I  hear  a  noife. 

Let.  I  have  nothing  but  his  monfcrcus  fuperfti- 
tion  to  rely  on.  [^Skriek  'within. 

Good.  Oh,  Heavens  I  what  monftrous  fqualling 
is  that  ? 

Let.  V/hy,  Sir,  I  am  furpriz'd  you  fliou'd  think 
I  would  impofe  upon  you,  lafliirevou,  your  houfe 
is  haunted  'by  a  whole  legion  of  devils.  Your  whole 
family  hath  been  driven  out  of  it ;  and  this  was  one 
reafon  why  your  fon  bought  Madam  Highman's 
houfe,  not  being  able  to  live  any  longer  in  this. 

Good.  I  am  in  a  cold  fweat !  What,  my  fon  left 
this  houfe  1 

Let.  Oh,  Sir  !  I  am  fure,  had  you  known  the  ter- 
rors we  underwent  for  a  whole  fortnight,  efpecially 
poor  I,  Sir,  who  lay  every  night  frightned  Vv'ith  the 
fight  of  the  mod  monfcrous  large  things,  fearing 
every  minute  what  they  v;ould  do  to  me— — 

Good.  Can  all  this  be  true,  or  are  you  impofing 
on  me  ?  I  have,  indeed,  heard  of  fuch  things  as  ap- 
paritions, on  juft  caufes,  and  believe  in  them  j  but 
why  they  fhou'd  haunt  my  houfe,  I  can't  imagine. 

Let.  V/hy,  Sir,  they  tell  m.e,  before  you  bought 
the  houfe,  there  was  a  murder  committed  in  it. 

Good.  I  mull  inquire  into  all  thefe  things  ;  but, 
in  the  m.ean  time,  1  mufl:  fend  this  portmanteau  to 
my  fon's  new  houje. 

Let.  No,  Sir^  that's  a  little  improper  at  prefent. 
Vol.  in.  D  Good, 


.34  The  Intriguing  Chambermaid. 

Good.  What,  is  that  houfe  haunted  ?  Hath  the 
devil  taken  poilefilon  of  that  houfe  too  ? 

Let.  Noj  Sir,  but  Madam  Highman  hath  not 
yet  quitted  pofilffion  of  it.  I  told  you  before.  Sir, 
that  (ht  was  out  of  her  fenfes  ;  and  if  any  one  does 
but  mention  the  fale  of  her  houfe  to  her,  it  throws 
her  into  the  moft  violent  convuUions. 

Good.  Weil,  well,  I  fhali  know  how  to  humour 
her  madnefs. 

Let.  I  v/ilh.  Sir,  for  a  day  or  two • 

Good.  You  throw  me  out  of  all  m^anncr  of  pa- 
tience.    I  am  reii">lvVt  I  will  go  thither  this  inftant. 

Let.  Here  fne  is  herfelf :  but  pray  remxember  the 
condition  flie  is  in,  and  don't  do  any  thing  to  cha- 
grin her. 

SCENE     IV. 

LETT  ICE,    GOO  DALE,  Mrs.  H  I  G  H- 
Mi^N. 

Mrs.  ri.GH.  What  do  I  fee!  Mr.  Gcodall  re- 
turn'd  ? 

Let,  Yes,  P*dadam,  it  is  him  ;  but  alas  !  he's  not 

himfelf he's  diflra<5led ;  hjs  lofies  in  this  voyage 

have  turn'd  his  brain,  and  he's  become  a  downright 
lunatic. 

Mrs.  EIigh.  I  am  heartily  concerned  for  his  mif- 
fortune.     Poor  gentleman  ! 

Let.  If  he  fhould  fpeak  to  you  by  chance,  have 
no  regard  to  what  he  fays ;  we  are  going  to  fliuc 
him  up  in  a  madhoufe  with  all  expedition, 

Mrs.  FLgh.  \_/l/icie.']  He  hath  a  ftrangewand'ring 
in  his  countenance. 

Good.  \_/J/ide.'\  How  miferably  flie  is  alter'd  1  She 
harh  a  terrible  look  with  her  eyes  ! 

Mrs.  High.  Mr.  Goodall,  your  very  humble  fer- 
vant.  I  am  glad  to  fee  you  return'd,  tho'  I  am  forry 
for  your  misfortune. 

Good, 
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Good.  I  muft  have  patience,  and  truft  in  Heaven, 
and  in  the  power  of  the  priefLS,  who  are  now  endea- 
vouring to  lay  thofe  wicked  fpirits,  Vy-ich  which  my 
houfe  is  haunted. 

Mrs.  High.  His  houfe  haunted  !  poor  mnn  !  Bat 
I  mull  not  contradi6l  him  ;  that  wou'd  make  him 
worfe. 

Good.  In  the  mean  time,  Mrs.  Highman,  I  fhou'd 
be  oblig'd  to  you,  if  you  v/ou'd  let  me  order  my 
portmanteau  to  your  houfe. 

Mrs.  High.  My  houfe  is  at  your  fervice  ;  and  I 
defire  you  wou'd  ufe  it  in  the  fame  manner  as  your 
own. 

Good.  I  wou'd  nor,  Madam,  on  any  account, 
infult  your  unfortunate  condition — Lettice,  this  lady 
does  not  carry  any  marks  of  madnefs  about  her. 

Let.  She  has  fome  lucid  intervals^  Sir;  but  her 
fit  will  foon  return. 

Good.  I  am  extremely  forry  for  your  misfortune, 
Mrs.  Highman  ;  which,  indeed,  had  I  not  been  fo 
well  alTur'd  of,  I  cou'd  not  have  believ'd.  But  I 
have  known  fome  in  your  way,  who,  during  the  in- 
tervals of  their  fits,  have  talk'd  very  reafonably  : 
therefore,  give  me  leave  to  afk  you  the  caufe  of  your 
phrenzy.  For  I  much  queftion,  v/hether  this  com- 
mifTion  of  lunacy  that  has  been  taken  out  againfi: 
you,   be  not  without  fuflicient  proof. 

Mrs.  High.  A  commilTion  of  lunacy  againfc  me  I 
Me! 

Good.  Lettice,  I  fee  (he  is  worfe  than  I  imagin'd. 

Mrs.  High.  However,  if  you  are  not  more  mif- 
chievous  than  you  at  prefent  feem,  I  think  it  is  wrong 
in  them  to  confine  you  in  a  madhoofe. 

Good.  Confine  me  !  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  This  is  turn- 
ing the  tables  upon  me,  indeed  1  But  Mrs.  High- 
man,  I  wou'd  not  have  you  be  uneafy  that  your  houfe 
is  fold  J  at  leafb,  it  is  better  for  you  that  my  fon  hath 
bought  it  than  another  j  for  you  (hall  have  an  apart- 
D  2  ment 
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ment  in  it  Hill,  in  the  fanr.e  manner,  as  if  it  wae-ililT 
your  own,  and  you  were  in  your  knfes. 

Mrs.  High,  What's  ail  this  ?  As  if  I  was  ftill 
in  w.y  fenfes  !  Let  nrie  tell  you,  Mr.  Goodall,  you 
are  a  poor  diftrafted  wretch,  and  ought  to  have  an 
apartment  in  a  dark  room,  and  clean  ilraw. 

Good,  Since  you  come  to  that.  Madam,  I  ihall 
fhew  you  the  nearefl:  way  out  of  doors  ;  and  I  give 
you  warning  to  take  away  your  things  ;  for  I  fhall 
fill  all  the  rooms  with  goods  within  thefe  few  days. 

S  C  E  N  E     V. 

LETTICE,    GOODALL,    iV/r.^  HIGH- 
MAN,     SLAP,     CONSTABLE,     and 

JJfiJtants, 

Slap.  That's  the  door,  Mr.  Conftable. 

Let.  What's  to  be  done  now,  1  wonder  ? 

Const.  Open  the  door,  in  the  king's  namie,  or  I 
fnail  break  it  open. 

Good.  Who  are  you.  Sir,  in  the  devil's  name  ? 
And  what  do  you  want  in  that  houfe  ? 

Slap.  Sir,  I  have  a  prifpner  there  ;  and  I  have 
my  lord-chief-juftice's  warrant  againft  him. 

Good.  For  what  fum.  Sir  ?  Are  you  a  j.uiliee  of 
peace  ? 

Slap.  I  am  one  of  his  maiefty-s  officers,  Sirj  and 
this  day  I  arrefled  one  Mr.  Valentine  Goodall,  who 
lives  in  this  houfe,  for  two  hundred  pounds  :  his  fer- 
vants  have  refcu'd  him  3  and  1  have  a  judge's  warrant 
for  the  refcue. 

Good.  What  do  I  hear  1  But  hearkee,  friend,  that 
houfe  you  are  going  to  break  open  is  haunted  ;  and 
there  is  no  one  in  it  but  a  couple  of  priells,  who  are 
laying  the  devil. 

Slap.  I  warrant  you,  I  lay  the  devil  better  than 

all  the  priefts  in  Europe.    Come,  Mr.  Conftable,  do 

8  your 
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your  office;  I  have  no  time  to  lofe.     Sir,  I  have  fe- 
veral  other  writs  to  execute  before  night. 

Let.  I  have  defended  nay  pafs  as  long  as  I  can ;  and 
now  I  think  it  is  no  cowardice  to  fteal  off.       [Exit, 

SCENE     VI. 

Colonel  BLUFF,   Mojifieur  la  MARQUESS, 
SLAP,  GOODALL,  CONSTABLE. 

Col.  What,  in  the  devil's  name  is  the  meaning 
of  this  riot  ?  What  is  the  reafon,  fcoundrels,  that 
you  dare  difturb  gentlemen,  who  are  getting  asdrunl^ 
as  lords  ? 

Slap.   Sir,  we  have  authority  for  what  we  do. 

Col.  Damn  your  authority.  Sir  !  If  you  don't  go 
about  your  bufinefs,  I  fhall  fhew  you  my  authority, 
and  lend  you  ail  to  the  devil. 

Slap.  It  is  he  !  I  have  a  warrant  againft  him  too. 
I  v/ifh  it  was  in  my  pocket. 

Const.  Mr.  Slap,  fhall  we  knock  him  down  ? 

Slap.  Sir,  I  defire  you  wou'd  give  us  leave  to  enter 
the  houfe,  and  feize  our  prifoner. 

CoL,  Not  I,  upon  my  honour.  Sir. 

MoNs.  Que  veut  due  cette  bruit  quelle  vilain  An- 
glois  !  quelle  poufcon  ventre  bleu  !  Allons !  Mon- 
lieur  le  Colonel  !  allons  !  frappons  ! 

Slap.  If  you  oppofe  us  any  longer,  I  fliall  pro- 
ceed CO  force. 

Col.  If  you  love  force,  I'll  Ihew  you  the  way, 
you  dogs.  [Colonel  drives  them  off. 

Good.  1  find  I  am  diftractedl  I  am  ftark  raving 
mad  1  I  am  undone,  ruin'd,  cheated,  impos'd  on  ! 
But,  pleafe  Heaven,  I'll  go  fee  what's  in  my  houfe. 

Col.  Hold,  Sir^  you  muft  not  enter  here. 

Good.  Not  enter  into  my  own  houfe.  Sir? 

Col,  No,  Sir;  if  it  be  yours,  you  muft  not  come 
within  it. 

MoNs,  II  ne  faut  pas  entrcr  icy. 

D  2  GooDi 
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GcGD.  Gentlemen,  1  only  beg  to  Ipeak  with  the 
mailer  of  the  houfe. 

Col.  Sir,  the  mailer  of  the  houfe  defires  to  fpeak 
with  no  fuch  fellows  as  you  are  :  you  are  not  fit  com- 
pany for  any  of  the  grntlcmen  in  this  hcufe. 

Good.   Sir,  the  mafter  of  this  houfe  is  my  fon. 

Col.  Sir,  your  moft  obedient  humble  fervant : 
I  am  overjoy'd  to  fee  you  return'd.  Give  me  leave. 
Sir,  to  introduce  you  to  this  gentleman.  Monfieur 
le  Marquis,  Quelque  Chofe,  le  pere  de  Monfieur 
Valentine. 

McNS.  Ah,  Monfieur,  que  je  fuis  ravi  de  vous 
voir. 

Good.  Gentlemen,  your  mod  obedient  humble 
fervant. 

Col.  Give  me  leave  to  tell  you,  Sir,  you  have  the 
honour  of  being  father  to  one  of  the  fineit  gentle- 
men of  the  age  :  a  man  fo  acccmplifh'd,  fo  v/ell- 
bred,  and  fo  generous,  that  I  Relieve  he  never  wou'd 
part  with  a  gueft  while  he  had  afhilling  in  his  pocketj 
TiOr,  indeed,  v/hile  he  cou'd  borrow  one. 

Good.  I  believe  it,  indeed,  Sir  j  therefore  you 
can't  wonder  if  1  am  impatient  to  fee  him. 

Col.  Be  not  in  fuch  hafle,  dear  Sir ;  I  v/ant  to 
talk  with  you  about  your  affairs.  I  hope  you  have 
had  good  luccefs  in  the  Indies i  have  cheated  the  com-. 
pany  handfomely  -,  and  made  an  immenfe  fortune. 

Good.  I  have  no  realbn  to  complain. 

Col.  I  am  glad  cii't.  Sir,  and  fo  will  your  fon,  I 
dare  fwear :  and  let  me  tell  you,  it  will  be  very  op- 
portune i  he  began  to  w^nt  it.  You  can't  imagine. 
Sir,  what  a  fine  life  he  has  ^ed  fince  you  went  away.- 
}t  wou'd  do  your  heart  good,  if  you  was  but  to  know 
what  an  equipage  he  has  kept,  what  balls  and  en- 
teriainments  he  has  made  :  he  is  the  talk  of  the  whole 
town.  Sir  5  a  man  wou'd  xvork  with  pleafure  for  fuch 
a  fon.  He  is  a-  Rllow  with  a  foul,  damn  me  1  Your 
fortune  won't  be  thrown  away  upon  him  ;  for  get  as 
much  as  you  pleafe,  rny  life  he  Ipcnds  every  farthing. 

Good. 
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Good.  Pray,  gentlemen,  let  me  fee  this  miracle 
of  a  Ton  of  mine. 

Col.  That  you  (hou'ci.  Sir,  long  ago  ;  but  really 
Sir,  the  houfe  is  a  little  out  of  order  at  prtfrnc ;  there 
is  but  one  room  furnifli'd  in  it  j  and  that  is  fo  full  of 
company,  that  I  am  afraid  there  would  be  a  rm.all  de- 
ficiency of  chairs.  You  can't  imagine.  Sir,  how  op- 
portune you  are  come  i  there  was  not  any  one  thing 
left  in  the  houfe  to  raife  any  money  upon. 

Good.  V/hat,  all  my  piftures  gone  ? 

Col.  He  fold  them  firft.  Sir  :  he  was  oblig'd  to 
fell  them  for  the  delicacy  of  tafte  :  he  certainly  is  the 
modefteft  young  fellow  in  the  world,  and  has  com- 
piain'd  to  me  an  hundred  times  of  the  indecent  liberty 
painters  take  in  expofmg  the  breafis  and  limbs  of  wo- 
men ;  you  had  indeed.  Sir,  a  very  fcandalous  col- 
lection, and  he  was  never  eafy  while  they  were  in 
the  houfe. 


SCENE     VII. 

VALENTINE,     COLONEL,    GOOD- 
ALL,    MONSIEUR. 

Val.  My  fluher  return'd  !  Oh,  let  me  throw  my- 
felf  at  his  feet;  and  believe  me.  Sir,  I  am  at  once 
overjoy'd  and  alharn'd  to  fee  your  face. 

CoL.  I  told  you,  Sir,  he  was  one  of  the  modeileft 
young  fellows  in  England. 

Good,  You  may  very  well  be  aOiam'd ;  but  come, 
let  me  fee  the  infide  of  my  houfe  j  let  me  fee  that 
both  fides  of  my  walls  are  (landing. 

Val.  Sir,  I  have  a  great  deal  of  company  within, 
of  the  firft  fafnion,  and  beg  you  yould  not  expofe 
me  before  them. 

Good.  Oh,  Sir!  I  am  their  very  humble  fervant; 
I  am  infinitely  oblig'd  to  ail  the  perfons  of  fafnion, 
that  they  will  fo  generoufly  condefcend  to  eat  a  poor 
■iizen  our  of  his  houfe  and  home, 

D  4  Col. 
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Col.  Harkye,  Val,  (hall  we  tofs  this  old  fellow  in  ' 
a  blanket  ? 

Val.  Sir,  I  truft  in  your  good-nature  and  for- 
givenefs;   and  will  wait  on  you  in. 

Good.  Oh,  that  ever  I  fhou'd  live  to  fee  this  day  ! 

MoNS.  Fardie  voila  homme  extraordinaire. 

SCENE     Vill.    Admng-rocm. 
Lord  PRIDE,  Lord  PUFF,  2cc. 

L.  Pride.  I  told  you,  my  lord,  it  would  never 
hold  long  i  when  once  the  chariot  difappear'd,  I 
thought  the  mafter  wou'd  foon  follow. 

I..  Puff.  I  help'd  him  on  v/ith  a  fmall  lift,  the 
other  day,  at  piquet. ' 

L.  PiiiDE.  Did  you  do  any  thing  confiderable  ? 

L.  Puff.  A  mere  trifle,  my  lord :  it  wou'd  not 
have  been  worth  mentioning,  if  it  had  been  of  any 
other ;  but  I  fancy,  in  his  prefent  circuQ-jftances,  it 
cut  pretty  de«rp. 

L.  Pride.  Damn  me!  there's  a  pleafure  in  ruin- 
ing thefe  little  mechanical  rafcals,when  they  prefume 
to  rival  the  extravagant  expences  of  us  men  of 
quality. 

L.  Puff.  That  ever  fuch  plebeian  fcoundrels, 
who  are  oblig'd  to  pay  their  debts,  Ihou'd  prefume 
to  engage  with  us  men  of  quality,  who  are  not ! 

SCENE    IX. 

GOODALL,  VALENTINE,  CHAR- 
LOTTE, COLONEL,  MONSIEUR, 
Lord  PRIDE,  Lcrd  PUFF,  &c. 

Val.  Gentlemen  and  ladies,  my  father  being  jufb 
arriv'd  from  the  Indies,  defires  to  make  one  of  this 
good  company,    • 

Good* 
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Good.  My  good  lords  (that  I  may  affront  none^ 
by  calling  him  beneath  his  title),  I  am  highly  fenfible 
of  the  great  honour  you  do  myfelf  and  my  fon,  by 
filling  my  poor  houfe  with  your  noble  perlbns/  and 
your  noble  perfons  with  my  poor  wine  and  provi- 
fions.  I  dare  fwear  you  have  been  ail  highly  inftru- 
mental  in  the  extravagancies  of  my  fon  ;  for  which 
I  am  very  much  oblig'd  to  you,  and  humbly  hope 
vhat  I  fhall  never  fee  him,  or  any  of  your  faces 
a^^ain. 

o 

L.  Pride.  Brother  Puff,  what  does  the  fellow 
mean  ? 

L.  Puff.  Curfe  me,  if  I  knov/. 

Good.  1  am  very  glad  that  my  fon  hath  ruin'd 
himfelf  in  fo  good  a  company  j  that  when  I  difmheric 
him,  he  can't  fail  of  being  provided  for.  I  promife 
inyfelf,  that  your  intereft  will  help  him  to  places  and 
preferments  in  abundance. 

L.  Pride.  Sir,  any  thing  in  my  power,  he  may 
always  command. 

L.  Puff.  Or  mine. 

L.  Pride.  But  let  me  whifper  a  word  in  your  ear, 
■ Your  fon  is  a  very  extravagant  fellow. 

Good.  That's  very  true.  Sir-,  but  I  hope  you  will 
confider  you  alfiflcd  him  in  it  5  and  therefore  will 
help  his  neceffities  with  a  brace  of  thoufands. 

L.  Pride.  I  don't  underfland  you.  Sir. 

Good.  Why  then.  Sir,  that  you  niay  underfland 
me,  I  muft  tell  you  in  plain  v/ords,  that  he  owes 
his  ruin  to  entertaining  fuch  fine  gentlemen  as  your- 
felr". 

L.  Pride.  Me,  Sir  !  Rat  me  !  I  would  have  you 
know,  I  think  I  do  you  too  m.uch  honour  in  entering 
into  your  doors  :  but  I  am  glad  you  have  taught  me 
at  what  diftance  to  keep  fuch  mechanics  for  the  fu- 
ture. Come,  Puff,  let's  to  the  opera  :  1  fee,  if  a  man 
hath  not  good  blood  in  his  veins,  riches  won't  teach 
him  to  behave  like  a  gentleman. 

L.  Puff.  Cannille  !  [^Exeunt  L.  Pride  arui  L,  Puff. 

Good, 
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Good.  'Sbodikins !  lam  in  a  rage;  that  ever  a 
feliow  Tnou'd  upbraid  me  with  good  blood  in  his 
veins,  when,  Odilieart !  the  bed  blood  in  his  veins 
hath  run  through  my  bottles. 

1  Lady.  My  lord  Pride  and  my  lord  Puff  gone  ! 
Come,  my  dear,  the  alTemibly  is  broke  up  3  let  us 
make  hafte  away,  or  ws  ihall  be  too  late  for  any 
other. 

2  Lady.  With  all  my  heart,  for  I  am  heartily  fick 
of  this. 

3  Lady.  Co^T^f^a  come,  comci  away,  away  ! 

\_Exeunt  ladies. 

MoNS.  Allons,  quittons  le  bourgion. 

CoL.  Sir,  you  are  a  fcrub  j  and  if  I  had  not  a 
friendfiiip  for  your  fon,  Pd  fliew  you  how  you  ought 
to  treat  people  of  fafliion. 

\_Exeiint  Col.  ^^(iMonfieur. 

Charl.  Poor  Valentine  1  how  tenderly  I  feel  his 
misfortunes! 

Good.  Why  don't  you  follow  your  companions, 
Sir  ? 

Val.  Ah  !  Sir,  I  am  fo  fenfible  of  what  I  have 
done,  that  I  could  fly  into  a  defart  from  the  appre- 
henfions  of  your  juft  wrath  j  nay,  I  will,  unlels  you 
can  forgive  me. 

Good.  Who  are  you.  Madam,  that  (lay  behind 
the  reft  of  your  company  ?  There  is  no  more  mil- 
chief  to  be  done  here,  fo  there  is  no  more  bufinefs  for 
a  fine  lady. 

Charl.  Sir,  I  ftay  to  intreat  you  to  forgive  your 
poor  unhappy  fon,  who  will  otherwife  fink  under  the 
weight  of  your  difpleafure. 

Good.  Ah,  Madam,  if  that  be  all  the  bufinefs, 
you  may  leave  this  houfc  as  foon  as  you  pleafe  •,  for 
him  I  am  determin'd  to  turn  dircclly  out  on't. 

Charl.  Then,  Sir,  I  am  determin'd  to  go  with  him. 
Be  comforted,  Valentine,  I  have  fome  fortune  which 
my  aunt  cannot  prevent  me  from  ;  and  it  will  make 
ws  happvj  for  a  while  at  leaftj  and  1  prefer  a  year,  a 

month, 
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month,  a  day,  with  the  man  I  love,  to  a  whole  ftupid 
age  withour  him. 

Val.  O,  my  dear  love  I  and  I  prefer  an  hour 
with  thee,  to  all  that  Heaven  can  give  me.  Oh  !  I 
am  To  bled,  that  fortune  cannot  make  me  miferable* 

AIR   XI.     ThelafsofPatie'smill. 

Thus  when  the  temped  high 

Roars  dreadful  from  above. 
The  conftant  turtles  fly 

Together  to  the  grove : 
Each  fpreads  it  tender  wings. 

And  hovers  o'er  its  mate ; 
They  kifs,  they  cooe,  and  fmg. 

And  love  in  fpite  of  fate. 

AIR    XII. 

My  tender  heart  me  long  beguil'd, 

I  now  firft  my  paflions  prov'di 
Had  fortune  on  you  ever  Imil'd, 

I'd  known  not  how  I  lov'd. 
Bafe  paffions,  like  bafe  metals,  cold. 

With  true  may  feem  the  fame  ! 
But  wou'd  you  know  true  love  and  gold, 

Still  try  them  in  the  flime. 


SCENE    X. 


„.   CHAR- 
Mrs,  HIGH- 
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GOODALL,  VALENTINE, 
LOTTE,  OLDCASTLE,  M 

MAN. 

Old.  Here,  Madam,  now  you  may  trufl  yout' 
own  eyes,  if  you  won't  believe  mine. 

Mrs.  High.  What  do  I  fee  !  My  niece  in  rhe 
very  arms  of  her  betrayer,  and  his  father  an  abettor 

of 


44  The  Intriguing  Chambermaid, 

of  the  injuftice  ! ^Sir,  give   me  leave  to  tell 

yo'j,  your  madnefs  is  a  poor  excufe  for  this  beha- 
viour. 

Good.  Madanij  I'afk  your  pardon  for  what  I  faid 
to  you  to-day.  I  was  impos'd  on  by  a  vile  wretch, 
who,  I  dare  fwear,  mifreprefented  each  of  us  to  the 
other.  lalTure  you,  I  am  not  mad,  nor  do  1  believe 
you  fo. 

Mrs.  High.  Thou  vile  wretch,  thou  diflionour 
of  thy  family  1  how  doft  thou  dare  to  appear  before 
my  face  ? 

Charl.  Madam,  I  have  done  nothing  to  be 
afliam'd  of:  and  I  dare  appear  before  any  one's  face. 

Good.  Is  this  young  lady  a  relation  of  your^  ? 

Mrs.  High.  Siie  was,  before  your  fon  had  ac- 
complifli'd  his  bafe  defigns  on  her. 

Charl.  Madam,  you  injure  him  ;  his  defigns  on 
me  have  been  dill  honourable;  nor  harli  he  faid  any 
thing;  which  the  mofl:  virtuous  ears  might  not  have 
heard. 

Val.  To-morrov/  fhall  filence  your  fufpicions  on 
that  head. 

Mrs.  High.  What,  Mr.  Goodall,  do  you  forgive 
your  fon's  extravagance  ? 

Good.  Is  this  lady  your  heirefs  ? 

Mrs.  High.  I  once  intended  her  fo. 

Good.  Why  then.  Madam,  1  like  her  generous 
paiTion  for  my  Jon  fo  much,  that  if  you  will  give  her 
a  fortune  equal  to  what  I  fliall  fettle  on  him,  I  lliall 
not  prevent  their  happincfs. 

Miis.  High.  Won't  you  ?  And  I  fee  flie  is  fo'  iq- 
tirely  his,  in  her  heart,  that  fince  he  hath  not  dared 
to  luink  dillionourably  of  her,  1  fiiall  do  all  in  my 
power  to  make  it  a  bargain. 

Val.  Eternal  blefiings  on  you  both  !  Now,  my 
Charlotte,  I  am  blefs'd  indeed. 

Old.  And  pray,  Madam,  v^hat's  to  become  of 
me  r 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  High.  Thatj  Sir,  I  cannot  pofTibly  tell ;  you 
know  I  was  your  friend ;  but  my  niece  thought  fit 
to  difpofe  of  herfelf  another  way. 

Old.  Your  niece  has  behaved  like  a — Badikins  I 
I  am  in  a  paflion  j  and  for  her  fake,  I'll  never  make 
love  to  any  woman  again,  I  am  refolv'd. 

l^ExIi  in  a  -pet, 

Mrs,  High.  No  imprudent  refokition. 

Good.  I  hope,  Valentine,  you  will  make  the  only 
return  in  your  power  to  my  paternal  tendernefs  in 
forgiving  you ;  and  let  the  mifery  you  fo  narrovvly 
efcaped,  from  your  former  extravagancies,  be  a 
warning  to  you  for  the  future. 

'Val.  Sir.  was  my  gratitude  to  your  great  gcodnefs 
infufficient  to  reclaim  me,  1  am  in  no  danger  of  en- 
gaging in  any  vice,  whereby  this  lady  might  be  a 
fulterer. 


Single,  I'd  fuffer  Fate's  feverefl:  dart 
Unmov'd  ;  but  who  can  bear  the  dou 
When  forrow  preys  upon  the  fair  one 


ble  fmart,  i- 
's  heart.     J 
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EPILOGUE. 

Spoken  by  Mrs.    CLIVE. 

/I  Poet  Jlooiild,  urdefs  his  fate  he  guefi. 
Write  for  each  -play  two  epilogues  at  leafi. 
For  how  to  empty  benches  can  we  fay, 
*  What  means  this  mighty  crouding  here  to  day  ^\ 
Or  fhould  the  pit  with  flattery  he  cram'dy 
How  can  we  fpeak  it,  when  the  play  is  damned? 

Bamn'd,  did  I  fay  ? He  furely  need  not  fear  ity 

His  play  is  fafe when  none  will  corns  to  hear  it^ 

Englifh  is  now  helow  this  learned  town^ 

None  but  Italian  warblers  will  go  dowfh 

^ho*  courts  were  more  polite,  the  Englifh  ditty 

CoiCd  heretofore  at  leaft  content  the  city  : 

That,  for  Italian  now  has  let  us  drop, 

And  Di?ni  Car  a  rings  thro'  ev'ry  foop. 

What  glorious  thoughts  muft  all  our  neighbours  nouriJJj 

Of  us,  where  rival  operas  can  flour ifh. 

Let  France  win  all  their  towns,  we  need  not  fear^ 

But  Italy  will  fend  her  fingers  here  -, 

We  cannot  buy  *em  at  a  price  too  dear. 

Let  us  receive  them  to  our  peaceful  fljore. 

While  in  their  own  the  angry  cannons  roar : 

Here  they  may  ftng  infafety,  we  reward  Um, 

Here  no  Vifconti  threatens  to  bombard  'em, 

Orpheus 


\ 
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Grpheus  drew  ftones  with  his  Cfichanting  fong^ 
Ihefe  can  do  morej  they  draw  our  gold  along. 

— But  tho"  our  angry  poets  rail  in  fpite^ 

Ladies,  I  own,  I  think  your  judgments  right : 
Satire,  perhaps,  may  wound  fome  pretty  things 
*Thofe  [oft  Italian  warblers  have  no  filng. 
^ho^  your  f oft  hearts  the  tuneful  charm  may  'Win^ 
Tou\e  fiill  fecure  to  find  no  harm  within. 
Wifely  from  thofe  rude  places  you  ah f  can. 
Where  fatiYe  gives  the  wounded  hearer  pain. 
*Tis  hard  to  pay  them  who  our  faults  reve-il. 
As  hoys  are  forc'd  to  buy  the  rods  they  feel. 
No,  let  'e-m  Jlarve,  who  dare  ts  lafh  the  age, 
Jndi  as  you've  kft  the  pulpit,  leave  the  flcge. 
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TO  THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE 

PHILIP 

EARL   of    CHESTERFIELD, 

KNIGHT  of   the    Mod    Noble    ORDER 
of  the  GARTER. 

MY   LORD, 

HOWEVER  unworthy  thefe  fcenes  may  be  of 
your  Lordship's  prote6tion,  the  defign  with 
which  fome  of  them  were  written,  cannot  fail  of  re- 
commending them  to  one  who  hath  fo  glorioufly 
diftinguilhed  himfelf  in  the  caufe  of  liberty,  to  which 
the  corruption  I  have  here  endeavoured  to  expofs 
may  one  day  be  a  very  fatal  enemy. 

The  freedom  of  the  ftage  is,  perhaps,  as  well 
worth  contending  for,  as  that  of  the  prefs.  It  is  thp 
opinion  of  an  author  well  i<nown  to  your  Lordship, 
that  examples  v/ork  quicker  and  ftronger  on  the 
minds  of  men,  than  precepts. 

This  will,  I  believe,  my  Lord,  be  found  truer 
with  regard  to  politics  than  to  ethics  :  the  moil:  ri- 
diculous exhibirions  of  luxury  or  avarice  may  like^* 
wife  have  little  effcft  on  the  fenfualin:  or  the  miier; 
but  I  fancy'ajively  reprefentation  of  the  calamities 
brought  on  a  country  by  general  corruption,  inighc 
have  a  very  fenfible  and  ufefui  efFe61:  on  the  fpecta- 
tors. 

Socrates,  who  owed  his  deftruflion  greatly  to  the 

contempt  brought  on  him  by  the  comedies  ot  Arillo- 

E  a  phanes. 
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phanes,  is  a  lafling  inftance  of  the  force  of  theatrical 
ridicule :  here,  indeed,  this  weapon  was  ufed  to  an 
ill  purpofej  but  fu rely,  what  is  able  to  bring  wif- 
dom  and  virtue  into  difrepute,  will,  with  great  fa- 
cility, lay  their  oppofites  under  a  general  contempt. 
There  are  among  us  who  feem  lb  fenfible  of  the 
danger  of  wit  and  humour,  that  they  are  refolved  to 
have  nothing  to  do  with  them  :  and  indeed  they  are 
in  the  right  on'tj  for  wit,  like  hunger,  will  be  with 
great  difficulty  reftrained  from  falling  on,  where 
there  is  great  plenty  and  variety  of  food. 

But  while  the  powerful  fons  of  dulnefs  fhed  all 
their  influence  on  their  inferior  brethren,  be  You, 
my  Lord,  who  are  the  moft  favourite  offspring  of 
the  Britifti  mufes,  the  patron  of  their  younger  chil- 
dren i  whom  your  Lordship  has  as  much  reafon  to 
love  as  others  to  fear :  for  you  muft  have  feen,  that 
to  be  celebrated  by  them,  and  applauded  by  the 
more  difcerning  and  worthy,  are  the  only  rewards 
which  true  patriotifm  (a  word  fcandaloufly  ridiculed 
by  fome)  can  fecurely  expe6b.  And  here  I  am  plead- 
ing the  caufe  of  others:  for  the  only  title  I  have  to 
inrol  myfelf  in  the  number  of  thofe  I  have  recom- 
mended to  your  favour,  is  by  being,  with  the  moft 
perfe(5t  admiration  and  refpe(5l, 

MY  LORD, 

Your  Lordship's  mod  obedient 

and  mofl  humble  fervant, 

HENRY   FIELDING. 


PREFACE. 

THIS  Comedy  was  begun  at  Leyden  in  the  year 
17283  and  after  it  hdcl  been  flcefched  out  into 
a  few  loofe  fcenes,  was  thrown  by,  and  for  a  long 
while  no  more  thought  of.  It  was  originally  writ 
for  my  private  amufeaienti  as  it  would,  indeed, 
have  been  little  lefs  than  Qjix-otifm  itlelf  to  hope 
any  other  fruits  from  attempting  characters  wherein 
the  inimitable  Cervantes  fo  far  excelled.  The  im- 
pofTibility  of  going  beyond,  and  the  extreme  diffi- 
culty of  keeping  pace  with  hiin,  were  fuh'icient  ta 
infufe  defpair  into  a  very  adventurous  author, 

I  foon  dilcGvered  too,  that  my  too  Imall  expe- 
rience in,  and  lutie  knowledge  of  the  world,  had  led 
me  into  an  error.  I  foon  found  it  infinitely  more 
difficult  than  1  imagin'd  to  vary  the  fcene,  and  give 
my  knight  an  opportunity  of  difplaying  himfelf  in  a 
different  manner  from  that  wherein  he  appears  in  the 
romance.  Human  nature  is  every  where  the  famci 
and  the  modes  and  habits  of  particular  nations  do  not 
change  it  enough,  fufficiently  to  diftinguiih  a  Quixote 
in  England  from  a  Quixote  in  Spain. 

In  thefe  fentiments  Mr.  Booth  and  Mr.  Cibber 
concurred  with  me,  who,  upon  feeing  the  aforefaid 
fketch,  both  diiTuaded  me  from  fufrcring  it  to  be 
reprefented  on  the  ftage ;  and  accordingly  it  was  re- 
manded back  to  my  fhelf,  where  probably  it  would 
have  periflied  in  oblivion,  had  not  the  folicitations 
of  the  diftreffed  a6lors  in  Drury-lane  prevailed  on 
me  to  revile  it,  at  the  flime  time  that  it  came  into 
my  head  to  add  thofe  fcenes  concerning  our  elcc- 
tionso 

E  3  Being 
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Being  thus  altered,  it  was  often  rehearfed  on  that 
theatre,  and  a  particular  day  appointed  for  its  action; 
but  the  giant  Cajanus,  of  a  race  who  were  always 
enemies  to  our  poor  Don,  deferred  his  appearance  fo 
long,  that  the  intervention  of  the  aftors  benefits 
would  have  put  it  off  till  the  next  feafon,  had  I  not 
brought  it  on  where  now  it  appears. 

I  have  troubled  the  reader  thus  long,  to  account 
for  this  Comedy's  appearing  as  it  now  does,  and  that 
he  might  diftinguifh  thofe  parts  of  it  which  were 
the  production  of  this  feafon,  from  thofe  which  were 
written  in  my  more  juvenile  years,  and  before  moft 
of  the  pieces  with  which  I  have  endeavoured  to  en- 
tertain the  Public. 


INTRODUCTION. 

MANAGER,   AUTHOR. 

Manager. 

NO  prologue,  Sir !  The  audience  will  never 
bear  it.  They  will  not  bate  you  any  thing  of 
their  due. 

AuTH.  I  am  the  audience's  very  humble  fervantj 
but  they  cannot  make  a  man  write  a  prologue,  whe- 
ther he  can  or  no, 

Man.  Why,  Sir,  there  is  nothing  eafier.  I  have 
known  an  author  bring  three  or  four  to  the  houfe 
with  one  play,  and  give  us  our  choice  which  we 
would  f'peak. 

AuTH.  Yes,  Sir,  and  I  have  now  thr.e  in  my 
pockft,  written  by  friends,  of  which  I  chufe  none 
^ould  be  (poke, 

Man.  How  fo  ? 

AuTH.  Becaufe  they  have  been  all  fpoke  already 
twenty  tines  over. 

Man.  Let  me  fee  them,  pray. 

AuTH.  They  are  written  in  fuch  damn'd  cramp 
hands,  you  wiil  never  be  able  to  read  them  ;  but  I 
will  tell  you  the  I'ubilance  of  them.  One  of  them 
begins  with  abufing  the  writings  of  all  my  cotcmpo- 
raries,  lamenting  the  fallen  fcite  of  the  llage  ;  and 
laft  Vjaifuring  the  audience,  that  this  play  was  written 
with  a  defign  to  reltoietruf  talVe,  and  chcir  approv- 
ing it  is  the  bed  fymptom  they  can  give  of  their 
having  ai  y. 

Man.  Well,  and  a  very  good  fcheme. 

AuTH.   May  be  fo  ;    but  it  hath  been  the  fuhjet^ 

of  almoft  every  prologue  for  thefe  ten  years  lad  paft. 

The  fecond  is  in  a  different  call  :  the  tirlt  twelve 

E  A  linci 
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lines  inveigh  againft  all  indecency  on  the  ftage,  and 
the  laft  twenty  lines  Ihew  you  what  it  is. 

Man.  That  would  do  better  for  an  epilogue.  But 
what  is  the  third  ? 

AuTH.  Why,  the  third  has  fome  wit  in  it  j  and 
would  have  done  very  well  but  for  a  miftake. 

Man.  Ay  !  what  miftake  I 

AuTH.  Why,  the  author  never  read  my  play  j 
and  taking  it  for  a  regular  Comedy  of  nve  a6ts,  hath 
fallen  very  feverely  on  Farce.  However,  it  is  a  pretty 
good  one,  and  will  do  very  well  for  the  firit  gtnteel 
Comedy  you  bring  on  the  ftage. 

Man.  But  don't  you  think  a  play,  with  fo  odd  a 
title  as  yours,  requires  to  be  a  little  explain'd  ?  May 
they  not  be  too  much  furpriz'd  at  fome  things  ? 

AuTH.  Not  at  all.  The  audi?pce,  I  believe,  are 
all  acquainted  with  the  character  of  Don  Qi^iixote 
and  Sancho.  I  have  brought  them  over  into  Eng- 
land, and  introduced  them  at  an  inn  in  the  country, 
where,  I  believe,  no  one  will  be  furpriz'd  that  the 
knight  finds  feveral  people  as  m.ad  as  himfelf.  This 
I  could  have  told  them  in  forty  dull  lines,  if  I  would; 
but  I  rather  chofe  to  let  it  alone  :  for,  to  tell  you 
the  truth,  1  can  draw  but  one  conclufion  from  the 
prologues  I  have  ever  feen,  that  the  authors  are  fo 
fenfible  of  the  demerits  of  their  plays,  that  they  de- 
fire  to  let  the  audience  afleep  before  they  begin.  But 
of  what  real  ufe  is  a  bill  of  fare  to  any  entertainment, 
where  the  guefts  are  not  left  to  their  choice  what 
part  they  will  pick  at,  but  are  oblig'd  to  fwallow  the 
V^hole  indifferently  ? 

Enter  a  PLAYER. 

Play.  Sir,  the  audience  make  fuch  a  noife  with 
their  canes,  that,  if  we  don't  begin  immediately,  they 
will  beat  the  houfe  down  before  the  play  begins;  and 
it  is  not  advifablc  to  put  them  out  of  humour :  for 

there 
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there  are  two  or  three  of  the  loudcft  catcalls  in  the 
gallery  that  ever  were  heard. 

AuTH.  Be  not  frightened  at  that:  thofe  are  only 
fonne  particular  friends  of  mine,  who  are  to  put  on 
the  face  of  enemies  at  firft,  and  be  converted  at  the 
end  of  the  firft  act. 

Man.  Order  tlien  to  play  away  the  overture  im- 
mediately. Come,  Sir,  what  do  you  do  with  your- 
felf? 

AuTH.  I  fhall  difpofe  myfelf  in  feme  part  of  the 
houfe,  where  I  fliall  fte,  and  not  be  feen.  And  I 
can  alfure  you,  Sir,  if  the  audience  are  but  half  as 
well  entertain'd  with  this  play  as  I  fhall  be  myfeifj  ic 
will  go  off  with  univerfi^l  applaufe. 


Dramatis  Ferfonse, 

M  E  N. 
Dopx  Quixote,  Mr.  Roberts. 

SaNCHO,  Mr.  MULLART. 

Sir  Thomas  Loveland,  Mr.  Machen. 

Squire  Badger,  Mr.  Mack.lin. 

Fairlove,  Mr.  Warw^^ll. 

Mayor,  Mr.  Turbutt. 

Voter,  Mr.  Machen. 

Guzzle,  Mr.  Jones. 

John,  Mr.  Hewson. 

Brief,  a  Lawyer,  Mr.  Topham. 

Dr.  Drench,  aPiiyfician,  Mr.  Hallam. 

Mr.  Sneak,  Mr.  Hicks. 

WOMEN. 

Dorothea,  Mifs  Atherton, 

Jezebel,  Mrs.  Hide. 

Mrs.  Guzzle,  Mrs.  Martin. 

Mrs.  Sneak,  Mrs.  Egerton. 

Miss  Sneak,  Mifs  Jones. 

Stage-Coachman  and  Mob. 
SCENE,     An  Inn  in  a  Country  Borough. 
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SCENE,     An   Inn. 
GUZZLE,    SANCHO. 

Guzzle. 

NEVER  tell  me.    Sir,  of  Don  Quixote,  or 
Don   Beelzebub ;   here's  a  man    comes  into 
my  houfe,  and  eats  me  out  on't,  and  then 
tells  me  he's  a  knight-errant ;  he  is  an  arrant  rogue, 
and  if  he  does  not  pay  me  my  bill,  I'll  have  a  warrant 
for  him. 

San.  My  mafl-er  fears  no  warrant,  friend  j  had 
you  ever  been  in  Spain,  you  would  have  known  that 
men  of  his  order  are  above  the  lav/. 

Guz.  Tell  me  not  of  Spain,  Sir;  .1  am  an  Eng- 
lilhman,  where  no  one  is  above  the  law  ;  and  if  your 
mafter  does  not  pay  me,  I  fhali  lay  his  Spaniard- 
ftip  fad  in  a  place,  which  he  fnall  find  it  as  difli- 
cult  to  get  out  of,  as  your  countrymen  have  found 
it  to  get  into  Gibraltar. 

San.  That's  neither  here  nor  there,  as  the  old  fay- 
ing is  i  many  are  fliut  into  one  place,  and  out  of 

another. 
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another.  Men  bar  houfes  to  keep  rogues  out,  and 
jails  to  keep  them  in.  He  that's  hang'd  for  dealing 
a  horfe  to-day,  has  no  reaibn  to  buy  oats  for  him  to- 
morrow. 

Guz.  Sirrah,  your  horfe,  nor  your  afs  n  ither,  fhall 
have  any  more  oats  at  my  cxpence  ;  never  were  ma- 
flers  and  their  beads  fo  like  one  another.     The  Don 

isjuftfuch  another  lean  ramfcallion  as  his what 

d'ye  call  him his  Rozinantei  and  thou  art  juft 

fuch  another  fquat  bag  of  guts  as  thy  Dapple.  Send 
my  houfe  and  my  ftable  once  well  emptied  of  you, 
and  if  ever  I  fuffer  a  Spaniard  to  enter  my  doors 
again,  may  I  have  a  v^hole  company  of  foldiers 
quartered  on  me  j  for,  if  I  mud  be  eaten  up,  I  had 
rather  fuffer  by  my  own  country  rogues,  than 
fordgn  ones.  [Exi(, 

A  I  R     I. 

San.       Rogues  there  are  of  each  nation. 

Except  among  the  divines  j 
And  vinegar,  fince  the  creation. 

Hath  dill  been  made  of  all  wines. 
Againd  one  lawyer  Lurch 

A  county  fcarce  can  guard; 
One  parfon  does  for  a  church. 

One  doctor  for  a  churchyard. 

SCENE    II. 
DON  QUIXOTE,    SANCHO. 

Quix.  Sancho  ! 

San.  An't  pLafe  your  honour- 


Quix.  Come  hither,  Sancho,  I  fmell  an  adventure. 

S.N.  And  fo  do  I,  an't  pleafe  your  wordiip  j  the 
landlord  of  the  houfe  fwears  bitterly  that  he  will 
have  a  warrant  againd  us. 

Qt^rix.  What  landlord!  what  houfe!  Wilt  thou 
never  be  in  thy  fcnfes  ?  Are  we  not  in  a  cadle  ? 

San. 
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San.  No,  marry  are  we  noc  j  but  we  are  in  a  fair 
way  to  be  \i\  one. 

Quix.  What  dofl:  thou  mean,  oaf? 

San.  I  mean  that  I  fliall  fee  your  honour  in  a  gaol 
within  thefe  two  days. 

Quix.  Me  in  a  gaol !  ha  !  caitiff! 

San.  Ay,  Sir  j  we  are  got  into  a  terrible  country* 
A  man's  quality  here  can't  defend  him,  if  he  breaks 
the  laws. 

Quix.  Then  indeed  knight-errantry  were  of  no 
ufe  :  but  I  tell  thee,  caitifr,  gaols  in  all  countries  are 
only  habitations  for  the  poor,  not  for  men  ef  quality. 
If  a  poor  fellow  robs  a  man  of  faPaion  of  five  fhil- 
lings,  to  gaol  with  him  j  but  the  man  of  fafhion  may 
plunder  a  thoufand  poor,  and  Hay  in  his  own  hcufe. 
But  know,  thou  bale  fquire  of  the  great  Don  Quix- 
ote de  la  Mancha,  that  an  adventure  now  prefentg 
itfelf,  not  only  worthy  me,  but  the  united  force  of 
all  the  knights  upon  earth. 

San.  Ah,  poor  Sancho  !  there's  an  end  of  thee  j  a 
leg  or  an  arm  will  not  fufnce  this  bout. 

Quix.  There  is  now  arriv'd  in  this  caftle,  one  of 
the  moft  accurfed  giants  that  ever  infefted  the -earth. 
He  marches  at  the  head  of  his  army,  that  howl  like 
Turks  in  an  engagement. 

San.  Oh  lud  !  Oh  lud  !  this  is  the  country  fquire 
at  the  head  of  his  pack  of  dogs. 

Quix.  What,  doft  thou  mutter,  varlet  ? 

San.  Why,  Sir,  this  giant  that  your  v/orfhip  talks 
of,  is  a  country  gentleman  who  is  goino;  a  courting, 
and  his  army  is  neither  more  nor  kCs  than  his  kennel 
of  fox-hounds. 

Quix.  Oh,  the  prodigious  force  of  inchantment  I 
Sirrah,  I  tell  thee  this  is  the  giant  Togloguj'jglogog, 
lord  of  the  iflund  of  Gogmogog,  whole  belly  nath 
been  the  tomb  of  above  a  thouiand  ftrong  men, 

San.  Of  above  a  thoufand  hogilicads  of  i'rong 
beer,  I  believes 

QuiX, 
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Quix.  This  muft  be  the  inchanter  Merlin,  I  know 
him  by  his  dogs.  But,  thou  ideot  !  doft  thou  ima- 
gine that  women  are  to  be  hunted  like  hares,  that  a 
man  would  carry  his  hounds  with  him  to  vifit  his 
miftrefs  ? 

San.  Sir,  your  true  Englifh  fquire  and  his  hounds 
are  as  inieparable  as  your  Spanifli  and  his  Toledo. 
He  eats  with  his  hounds,  drinks  with  his  hounds,  and 
lies  with  his  hounds  j  your  true  arrant  Englifli  fquire 
is  but  the  firft  dog-boy  in  his  houfe. 

Quix.  'Tis  pity  then,  that  fortune  fhould  contra- 
didl  the  order  of  nature.  It  was  a  wife  inllitution  of 
Plato  to  educate  children  according  to  their  minds, 
not  to  their  births  j  thefe  fquires  fliould  low  that 
corn  which  they  ride  over.  Sancho,  when  I  fee  a 
gentleman  on  his  own  coach-box,  I  regret  the  lofs 
which  fome  one  has  had  of  a  coachman  :  the  man 
who  toils  all  day  after  a  partridge,  or  a  pheafant, 
might  ferve  his  country  by  toiling  after  a  plough  ; 
and  when  I  fee  a  low,  mean,  tricking  lord,  I  lament 
the  lofs  of  an  excellent  attorney.  [Sinking  within.'] 
But,  hark!  fome  courteous  lady  in  the  caftle prepares 
an  entertainment  for  my  ears. 

AIR    II.     Tweed-fide. 

Oh  !  think  not  the  maid  whom  you  fcorn. 

With  riches  delighted  can  ht; 
Had  I  a  great  {)rincefs  been  born. 

My  Billy  had  dear  been  to  me. 
In  grandeur  and  wealth  we  find  woe. 

In  love  there  is  nothing  but  charms; 
On  others  your  treafures  bellow, 

Give  Billy  alone  to  thefe  arms. 

In  tide  and  wealth  what  is  lofl-. 

In  tendernefs  oft'  is  repaid  ; 
Too  much  a  great  fortune  may  cofl: ; 

Well  purchased  may  be  the  poor  maid. 

Let 
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Let  gold's  empty  fhew  cheat  the  great  j 
We  more  real  pleafures  will  prove i 

While  they  in  their  palaces  hare, 
We  in  our  poor  cottage  will  love. 

SCENE     III. 
Den  QUIXOTE,  GUZZLE,  SANCHO. 

Quix.  Mofl:  illiiftrious  and  mofi:  mighty  lord,  hovr 
fhall  I  lufficiently  pay  you  for  thole  founds  witli 
which  I  have  been  ravifn'd  ? 

Guz.  Sir,  I  defire  no  other  payment  but  of  this 
fmall  bill ;  your  worlhip's  cattle  are  faddled,  and  it 
is  a  charm.ing  day  for  travelling. 

Quix.  Nothing,  my  lord,  fhall  ever  tempt  me  to 
leave  you,  rill  wliat  I  have  this  day  feen  within  the 
caftle  walls  be  utterly  demoliflied. 

Guz.  So  !  he  has  k^n  the  firloin  of  beef  at  the 
fire,  I  find.  \_./Ifide.'\ — But  if  your  worfliip  intends  to 
(lay  any  longer,  I  hope  you  defign  to  fatisfy  this 
fmall  matter  here  :  I  am  in  great  necelTuy,  I  alfure 
you. 

Quix.  To  what  mean  a6lions  does  neceiTity  force 
men  1  that  ever  a  mighty  lord  Ihould  be  obliged  to 
borrow  money ! 

Guz.  I  am  afham'd  to  ail^:  your  worfhip  fo  often 
for  thiF  trifle,  but  — 

Quix.  My  lord,  I  fee  you  are;  I  fee  ihe.  generous 
ccnfufion  which  fpreads  your  face. 

Guz.  I  am  fo  poor,  an't  pleale  your  honour,  that 
it  will  be  quite  charity  in  you.  It  is  the  lame  as  if 
you  gave  it  me. 

Qtjix.  My  lord,  I  am  more  confus'd  than  you  j 
but  do  not  think  it  a  gift,  fmce  I  fee  you  fo  back- 
ward to  receive  it  in  that  light.  And  fmce,  my  lord, 
every  thing  I  have,  faving  to  the  charming  Dulcinea 
del  Tobofo  her  fixt  and  unalterable  right,  be  juftly 
I  yours. 
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yours,  give  me  leave  to   call   i|^  a  debt,  my  loi-di 
Sancho,  pay  his  lordfliip  a  thoufand  Englifh  guineas; 

San.  If  your  worfhip  will  pleafe  to  tell  me  where 
I  fhall  get  them  J  but  there  is  no  paying  with  an  empty 
hand  j  where  nothing  is.  nothing  can  come  on't. 
Twelve  lawyers  make  not  one  honeft  man. 

Quix.  Ceafe  thy  impertinence,  and  pay  the  money 
immediately. 

San.  If  I  have  feen  the  colour  of  gold  this  fort- 
night, may  I  never  fee  Terefa  Pancha  again. 

Quix.  I  am  confounded,  my  lord,  at  the  extrava- 
gance of  my  fquire,  who,  out  of  the  fpoils  of  f6 
many  giants  he  hath  plunder'd,  fhould  not  have  re- 
ferv'd  enough  to  oblige  your  lordfliip  with  fuch  a 
trifle;  but,  if  you  knov/  any  one  who  will  difemburfc 
that  fum,  or  any  other,  I  will  fell  him  the  reverfion 
of  the  next  ifland  I  conquer. 

Guz.  Do  you  make  a  jell:  of  mCj  Sir? 

Quix.  Be  not  inccns'd  ;  I  am  forry  I  am  not  able 
to  give  it  you. 

Guz.  Sorry,  forfooth  !  a  pretty  way  of  paying 
debts,  truly  j  I  fancy  if  I  was  to  tell  the  excifcman^ 
and  my  brewer,  I  was  forry  I  could  not  pay  them^ 
they  would  fend  me  and  my  forrovv  to  gaul  together: 
in  fhorr,  Sir,  1  muft,  and  I  will  have  my  money. 

San.  You  muft  get  the  philofophers  ftone,  before 
you  can  make  any  money  of  us* 

Guz.  You  fhall  neither  eat  nor  drink  any  more  in 
my  houfe,  'till  I  am  paid,  that  I  am  refolv'd.    [£x;V, 

San.  1  wifti  your  worfhip  would  think  of  chang- 
ing your  quarters  j  if  it  muft  be  a  blanketing,  why 
let  it  be  a  blanketing.  I  liave  not  eat  any  thing  thefe 
twelve  hours  j  and  I  don't  find  I  am  like  to  fare  much 
better  for  the  next  twelve  j  and  by  that  time  I  fhall 
be  fo  light,  you  may  as  well  tofs  a  feather  in  a 
blanket. 

Quix.  Sancho,  come  hither  j  I  intend  tt)  make 
thee  my  ambaffadori 

4  San« 
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San.  Why  truly.  Sir,  that's  a  pod  I  fhoiild  like 
hugeoufly  well ;  your  balliidours  lead  rare  fat  lives, 
they  fay ;  and  I  fhould  make  a  very  good  bafTadour, 
I  can  afilire  your  v/orfhip. 

Quix.  Thou  llialc  go  my  ambaffadour  to  the  court 
of  Dulcinea  del  Tobofo. 

San.  I  fuppofe  it  is  equal  to  your  worfhlp  what 
court  you  fend  me  to;  and,  to  fay  the  truth,  I  had 
rather  go  to  fome  other:  for  tho'  my  lady  Dulcinea 
be  a  very  good  woman,  yet  fhe  has  got  fuch  a  v/oundy 
trick  of  being  chanted,  and  i  fancy  your  bafladours 
fare  but  ill  at  your  chanted  courts. 

Quix.  Reptile  1  reply  not  on  thy  life,  but  go  and 
prepare  thyfelf  for  the  journey  j  then  come  to  me  and 
receive  farther  inftruftions,  for  thou  fhalt  fet  out  this 
very  evening. But,  ha  1  the  charming  voice  be- 
gins again. 

A  I  R    III,     Why  will  Florella,  &c. 
[Dorothea.  JIngs  within.'] 

The  pain  which  tears  my  throbbing  breafl:. 

What  language  can  deplore  ? 
For  how  (hould  language  have  expreft 

A  pain  ne'er  felt  before  ? 
In  other  virgin  wounded  hearts. 

Love's  cruel  fport  we  fee; 
But  the  mod  cruel  of  his  darts 

He  has  referv'd  for  me. 

Quix.    Unhappy  princefs ! 

Dor.  Thy  curfe,  O  Tantalus !  I'd  prize  ; 
Thy  curfe  a  blifs  would  prove. 
Ah  !  Heaven  were  kind,  if  v/ith  my  eyes 

I  could  enjoy  my  love. 
Inchanted  thus,  romances  tell. 

Their  moans  poor  virgins  make; 
But  where  is  found  the  pow'rful  fpell. 
Can  this  inchantment  break  ? 
Vol.  III.   ,  F  Quix, 
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Qnix.  In  this  arm  'tis  found.  Look  forth,  niod 
adorable,  tho'  moft  unhappy  princefs  j  look  forth, 
and  behold  whom  Fate  hath  fent  to  your  relief  j  the 
moft  renowned  Knight  of  the  Woful  Figure,  the  in- 
vincible Don  Quixote  de  la  Mancha,  for  whofe  vi(5lo- 

rious  arm  alone  this  adventure  is  referv'd. Oh 

curfed  inchanter,  doft  thcu  keep  this  charming  prin- 
cefs invifible  to  my  eyes?  Open  the  caftle-gates,  open 
them  this  inftant,  whoever  is  on  the  guards  or  you 
(hall  feel  the  force  of  my  attack.  You  fhall  find, 
caitifs,  that  one  fmgle  knight  is  too  many  for  you  all, 
\_He  attacks  the  -walls,  and  breaks  the  ivindows, 

SCENE     IV. 
DON  Q^UIXOTE,  GUZZLE,  and  Msh, 

Glz.  Fleyday  !  What,  in  the  Devil's  name,  are 
you  doing  ?  what,  do  you  intend  to  beat  down  my 
houfe  ? 

Quix.  Thou  mod  uncourteous  lord,  deliver  the 
princefs  whom  thou  fo  unjuflly  doft  detain,  or  think 
not  that  all  the  inchanters  on  earth  fliall  preferve  thee 
from  my  vengeance. 

Guz.  Don't  tell  me  of  princefles  and  lords,  I'm  no 
lord,  I'm  an  honell  man  j  and  I  can  tell  you,  you 
may  be  a  gentleman,  but  you  don't  acft  like  one,  to 
break  a  poor  man's  windows  in  this  manner. 

Quix.  Deliver  the  princefs,  caitif. 

Guz.  Pay  me  my  bill.  Sir,  and  go  out  of  my 
houfe,  or  I'll  fetch  a  warrant  for  you  ;  I'll  fee  whe- 
ther a  man  is  to  have  his  viduals  eat  up,  and  drink 
drank  out,  and  windows  broke,  and  his  walls  fhat- 
ter'd,  and  his  guefts  difturb'd,  for  nothing. 

Quix.  Ungracious  knight!  who  fo  often  throweft 
in  my  teeth  that  fmall  entertainment,  which  th.ou  arc 
oblig'd  to  give  men  of  my  heroic  profeiTion. 

Guz.  1  believe,  indeed,  your  profefTion  does  oblige 
people  fometimes  to  give,  whether  they  will  cr  no. 

Quix, 
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Quix.  It  is  too  plain,  thou  v,'rerch,  why  thou 
wouldeft  have  me  gone  ;  thou  knoweft  the  delivering 
of  this  high  lady  thou  dofl:  detain,  is  referved  for  me 
alone  •,  but  deliver  her  this  moment,  with  all  her  at- 
tendants, all  her  plate  and  jewels  which  thou  haft 
robb'd  her  of. 

Guz.  Hear  this,  neighbours  !  I  am  accus'd  of 
flealing  plates  and  jewels,  when  every  body  knows 
I  have  but  five  dozen  of  plates,  and  thofe  I  bought 
and  paid  for  honeillyj  and  as  for  jewels,  the  devil 
of  any  jewels  are  there  in  this  houfe,  but  tv/o  bobs 
that  my  wife  wears  in  her  ears,  which  were  given  her 
by  Sir  Thomas  Loveland  at  his  laft  eleftion. 

Quix.  Ceafe  thy  equivocations,  and  deliver  them 
this  inftant,  or  thou  lliak  find  how  vainly  thou  dofi: 
truft  to  all  thofe  giants  at  thy  heels.  [The  mob 
laiighr^  Do  you  miock  me,  caitifs  ?  Now,  thou  molt 
incomparable  Dulcinea  del  Tobofo,  affift  thy  valiant 
knight.  \Hs  drives  them  off^  and  Exit, 


SCENE     V.     A  Chamber, 
DOROTHEA,    JEZEBEL. 

Dor.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  in  fpite  of  all  my  misfortunes, 
I  cannot  help  laughing  at  the  pleafant  adventure  of 
the  Knight  of  the  Woful  Figure. 

Jez.  Do  you  think.  Madam,  this  is  the  very  fame 

Don what  d'ye  call  him,  whom  your  father  law 

in  Spain,  and  of  whom  he  has  told  us  fuch  pure  plea- 
fant ftories  ? 

Dor.  The  fame;  it  can  be  no  other.  Oh,  Jeze- 
bel !  I  wifn  my  adventure  may  end  as  happily  as  thofe 
of  my  namefake  Dorothea's  did  j  I  am  lure  they  are 
very  near  as  romantic  :  but  have  not  I  reafon  to 
biame  Fairiove  for  fuffering  me  to  be  here  before 
him  ?  The  lover  that  does  not  outfly  his  miftrefs's 
defires  is  flow  indeed. 

F  2  Jez. 
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Jez.  And  let  me  tell  you,  Madam,  he  mufl:  be 
very  fwift  who  does. 

AIR    IV. 

Dor.        Oh  haflen  my  lover,  dear  Cupid, 

Wing  hicher  the  youth  I  admire;. 
The  wretch  is  too  lazy  and  itupid. 

Who  leaves  me  but  time  to  defire. 
Let  prudes,  who  leave  lovers  in  anguifh, 

Themfclves  in  their  fonder  fits  ftay  j 
But  leave  not  the  virgin  to  languilli. 

Who  meets  her  true  lover  half  way. 

Well,  I'm  a  mad  girl :  don't  you  think  this  hufband 
of  mine,  that  is  to  be,  will  have  a  delightful  tafK  to 
tame  me  ? 

Jez.  By  what  I  can  fee,  he's  in  a  pretty  fair  way 
to  be  tamed  himfelf. 


SCENE    VI. 
SANCHO,    DOROTHEA,    JEZEBEL. 

San.  Pray,  ladies,  which  of  you  is  the  chanted 
princefs  ;  or  are  you  both  chanted  princtfles  ? 

Jez.  What  is  it  to  you  what  we  are,  faucebox  ? 

Dor.  Peace,  dear  Jezebel. This  muft  be  the 

ilkiPirious  San'cho  himfelf. 1  am  the  princefs  In- 

doccalambria. 

San.  My  mafter,  the  Knight  of  the  Woful  Figure 
(and  a  woful  figure  he  makes,  furc  enough)  lends 
your  ladyfliip  his  humble  fervice,  and  hopes  you 
will  not  take  it  amifs  that  he  has  not  been  able  to 
knock  all  the  people  in  the  houfe  on  the  head ;  how- 
ever, he  has  made  it  pretty  well  up  in  breaking  the 
windows;  your  ladyfliip  will  lie  pure  and  cool,  for 
the  devil  a  whole  pane  is  there  in  all  your  apart- 
ment i  if  the  glazier  had  hir'd  him,  he  cou'd  not 
have  done  better. 

Dor, 
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Dor.  Thou  mighty  fquire  of  the  moft  mighty 
knight  upon  earth,  give  my  grateful  thanks  to  your 
matter  for  what  he  has  undertaken  upon  my  account; 
but  teil  him  not  to  get  his  precious  bones  bruis'd  any 
more,  for  I  am  fufficiently  affur'd  this  adventure  is 
rcferv'd  for  forne  other  knight. 

Sax.  Nay,  nay,  like  enough  ;  all  men  cannot  do 
all  things;  one  man  gets  an  eftate,  by  what  another 
gets  a  halter.  All  is  not  fifh  that  fwims.  Many  a 
man  wants  a  wife,  but  more  want  to  get  rid  of 
one.  Two  cuckolds  fee  each  other's  horns,  when 
neither  of  them  can  fee  his  own.  Money  is  the  fruit 
of  evil,  as  often  as  the  root  of  it.  Charity  feldom 
goes  out  of  her  own  houfe :  and  ill-nature  is  always 
a  rambling  abroad.  Every  woman  is  a  beauty,  if 
you  W'ill  believe  her  own  glafs;  and  few,  if  you  will 
believe  her  neighbours. 

Dor.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  Pray,  Mr.  Sancho,  might  not 
one  hope  to  fee  your  illuftrious  mafler  ? 

San.  Nothing  would  rejoice  his  heart  {o  much. 
Madam,  unlefs  it  were  to  fee  my  lady  Dulcinea  her- 
feif.  Ah,  Madam,  might  I  hope  your  ladyfnip  would 
fpeak  a  good  word  for  me  ? 

Dor.  Name  it,  and  be  alTur'd  of  any  thing  in  my 
power,  honeft  Sancho. 

San.  If  your  princefsfhip  could  but  .prevail  on  my 
mafter,  that  I  might  not  be  fent  home  after  my  lady 
Dulcinea;  for,  to  tell  you  the  truth.  Madam,  I  am 
fo  fond  of  the  Engiifli  ro^ft  beef  and  ftrong  beer, 
that  I  don't  intend  ever  to  fet  my  foot  in  Spain 
again,  if  I  can  help  it :  give  me  a  flice  of  roaft  beef> 
before  all  the  rarities  of  Camacho's  wedding. 

Dor.  Bravely  faid,  noble  fquire. 


F  3  AIR 
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AIR    V.     The  king's  old  courtier. 

When  mighty  road  beef  was  the  Englilhnian's  food. 
It  ennobled  our  hearts,  and  enriched  our  blood; 
Our  ioldiers  were  brave,  and  our  courtiers  were  good. 

Oh  the  roaft  beef  of  old  England, 

And  old  England's  roall  beef  I 

Then,  Britons,  from  ail  nice  dainties  refrain. 
Which  effeminate  Italy,  France,  and  Spain  j 
And  mighty  roaft  beef  Ihall  command  on  the  Main, 

Oh  the  roaft  beef,  &c. 
San.     Oh  the  roaft  beef,  &c. 

Dor.  I  have  been  told,  noble  fquire,  that  you  once 
impos'd  a  certain  lady  for  Dulcinea  on  your  maftcr ; 
now  what  think  you  if  this  young  lady  here  fliould 
perfonate  that  incomparable  princefs  ? 

Jez.  Who,  I  ? 

San.  Adod  !  your  prinrefsfliip  has  hit  it;  for  he 
has  never  feen  this  Dulcinea,  nor  has  any  body  clfe, 
that  I  can  hear  of;  and  who  my  lady  Dulcinea  fliould 
be,  I  don't  know,  unlefs  (lie  be  one  of  your  chanted 
ladies:  the  curate  of  our  parifli,  and  Mr.  Nicholas 
the  barber,  have  often  told  me  there  was  no  fucli 
woman,  and  that  my  mafter  was  a  madman  ;  and 
fometimes  I  am  half  at  a  lofs  to  guefs  whether  he  be 
mad  or  no.  I'm  lure,  if  it  was  not  for  the  fake  of 
a  little  ifland  that  1  am  to  govern,  1  ihould  not  have 
follow'd  his  errantries  (o  long. 

Dor.  Fy,  do  not  entertain Tuch  unworthy  thoughts 
of  that  moft  glorious  knight. 

San.  Nay,  Madam,  I  can't  find  in  my  heart  to 
think  him  mad  neither  ;  for  he  will  talk  fometimes, 
'twould  do  one  good  to  hear  him  talk  ;  he  will  talk 
ye  three  hours,  and  I  fnan't  underftand  one  word  he 
lays.  Our  curate  was  a  fool  to  e'en  ;  and  yet  he  has 
taik'd  what  I  could  not  underftand  neither;  but  that's 

neither 
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neither  here  nor  there;  an  empty  puiTe  caufes  a  full 
heart  J  an  old  woman's  a  very  bad  bribe,  but  a  very 
good  wife;  confcience  often  ftops  at  a  molehill,  and 
leaps  over  a  mountain  3  the  law  guards  us  from  all 
evil  but  itfelf  J  what's  vice  to-day,  is  virtue  to-mor- 
row ;  'tis  not  only  plums  that  make  a  pudding ; 
phyfic  makes  you  firft  fick,  and  then  wellj  v/ine  firfi 
makes  you  well,  and  then  fick. 

Jez.  And  your  proverbs  would  make  the  devil 
fick. 

Dor.  Lofe  no  time,  good  Sancho,  but  acquaint 
the  moll  invincible  knight  that  the  lady  Dulcinea  is 
in  the  caftk  j  we'll  manage  the  matter  fo  dexteroufly, 
you  fhall  be  in  no  danger  of  a  difcovery. 

San.  Since  my  bringing  the  lad  Dulcinea  to  him, 
I  do  not  fear  thatj  he  that  can  fwallow  a  goofe,  will 
hardly  keck  at  a  gander;  the  bear  may  well  dance 
when  the  afs  plays  on  the  fiddle,  \_Exil  Sancho. 

SCENE     VII. 
DOROTHEA,  JEZEBEL. 

Dor.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  Well,  for  the  future,  I  will 
never  difbelieve  a  traveller;  the  knight  and  his  fquire 
are  full  as  ridiculous  as  they  were  dcfcrib'd  :  we  fhall 
have  rare  diverfion. 

Jez.  Poor  Fairlove  !  thou  art  quite  forgotten. 

Dor.  I've  rather  reafon  to  think  Dorothea  fo  :  I 
am  fure,  when  a  lover  fufiers  his  miftrefs  to  come  firft 
to  the  place  of  appointment,  he  cannot  blame  any 
innocent  amufement  with  which  fiie  would  fiiorten  his 
abfence;  and  to  confefs  a  truth  to  you,  while  I  am 
ftiil  under  apprehenfions  of  the  match  my  father  in- 
tends for  me,  I  have  too  great  caufe  to  try  to  divert 
iny  grief. 


F  4  AIR 
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AIR    VI.     From  Aberdeen  to  Edinburgh. 

Happy  the  animals  who  ftray. 

In  freedom  thro'  the  grove  j 
No  laws  in  love  they  e'er  obey. 

But  thole  prefcrib'd  by  love  : 
"While  we  confin'd  to  parents  rules. 

Unfortunate,  are  told. 
None  follov/s  love's  fweet  laws,  but  fools ; 

The  wile  are  flavcs  to  gold,  [^Exemt, 


SCENE    VIII.      Ihe  Street. 
Mr.  MAYOR,  and  a  Voter, 

May.  Well,  neighbour,  what's  your  opinion  of 
this  ftrange  man  that  is  come  to  town,  Don  Quixote, 
as  he  calls  himfelf  ? 

VoT,  Think  !  why,  that  he's  a  madman.  What 
fhou'd  1  think  ? 

May.  'Ecod  !  it  runs  in  my  head  that  he  is  come 
to  (land  for  parliament-man. 

VoT.  How  can  that  be,  neighbour  j  they  tell  me 
he's  a  Spaniard  ? 

May.  What's  that  to  us  !  let  him  look  to  his 
qualifications  when  we  have  chofe  him.  If  he  can't 
fit  in  the  houfe,  that's  his  fault. 
■  VoT,  Nay,  nay,  he  can't  be  chofe  if  he  fhould 
(land ;  for,  to  my  certain  knowledge,  the  corpora- 
tion have  promis'd  Sir  Thomas  Loveland  and  Mr, 
Bouncer. 

May.  Pugh  1  all  promifes  are  conditional ;  and  let 
me  tell  you,  Mr.  Retail,  I  begin  to  fmoke  a  plot.  I 
begin  to  apprehend  no  oppofition,  and  then  we're 
fold,  neighbour, 

VoT.  No,  no,  neighbour;  then  we  fhall  not  be 
fold,  and  that's  worfe :  but  rather  than  it  Aiould  come 
to  that,  I  would  ride  all  over  the  kingdom  for  a  can- 
didate j 
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didatej  and  if  I  thought  Sir  Thomas  intended  to  (leal ' 
us  in  this  manner,  he  fhould  have  no  vote  of  mine,  1 
afTure  you.     I  fhall  vote  for  no  man  who  holds  the 
corporation  cheap. 

May.  Then  fuppofe  we  were  to  go  in  a  body,  and 
folicit  Sir  Don  Quixote  to  fland  ?  As  for  his  being 
mad,  while  he's  out  of  Bedlam,  it  does  not  fignify, 

VoT.  But  there  is  another  objection,  neighbour, 
which  I  am  afraid  the  corporation  will  never  get  over. 

May.  What's  that,  pr'ythee  ? 

VoT.  They  fay  he  has  brought  no  money  with 
him. 

May.  Ay,  that  indeed  :  but  tho'  he  hath  no  mo- 
ney with  him  here,  1  am  affur'd  by  his  fervant  thrat 
he  hath  a  very  large  eftate  :  and  fo,  if  the  other  party 
come  down  handfom.ely  with  the  ready,  we  may  truft 
him  i  for  you  know,  at  laft,  we  have  nothing  to 
do  but  not  to  choofe  him,  and  then  we  may  recover 
all  he  owes  us. 

VoT.  I  do  not  care  to  be  fold,  neighbour. 

May.  Nor  I  neither,  neighbour,  by  any  b'Jt  my- 
fclf,     I  think  that  is  the  privilege  of  a  free  Briton. 

SCENE    IX. 
GUZZLE,    MAYOR,    RETAIL. 

Guz.  Mr.  Mayor,  a  good  morrow  to  you.  Sir; 
are  you  for  a  whet,  this  morning  ? 

May.  With  all  my  heart  ?  but  what's  become  of 
the  gentleman,  the  traveller? 

Guz.  He's  laid  down  to  fleep  I  believe;  pretty 
well  tired  with  work.  What  the  devil  to  do  with 
him,  I  can't  tell. 

May.  My  neighbour  and  I  have  a  ftrange  thought 
come  into  our  heads  j  you  know,  Mr.  Guzzle,  we 
are  like  to  have  no  oppoiition,  and  that  I  believe  you 
will  feel  the  want  of,  as  much  as  any  man.     Now, 

d'ye 
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d'ye  fee,  we  have  taken  it  into  confideration,  whether 
we  fliould  not  afk  this  Sir  Don  to  reprefent  us. 

Guz.  With  ail  iny  heart,  if  either  of  you  will 
hangouts  fign  and  entertain  him  3  but  he  is  far 
enough  in  my  books  already. 

May.  You  are  too  cautious,  Mafler  Guzzle;  I 
make  no  doubt  but  he  is  fome  very  rich  man,  who 
pretends  to  be  poor  in  order  to  get  his  election  the 
cheaper  j  he  can  have  no  other  defign  in  (laying 
among  us.  For  my  part,  I  make  no  doubt  but  that 
he  is  come  to  fland  on  the  court  intereft. 

Guz.  Nay,  nay,  if  he  ftands  at  all,  it  is  on  the 
court  fide,  no  doubt  j  for  he  talks  of  nothing  but 
kings,  and  princes,  and  princelTes,  and  emperors, 
and  emprelTes. 

May.  Ay,  ay,  an  officer  in  the  army  too,  I  war- 
rant him,  if  we  knew  but  the  bottom. 

Guz.  He  feems,  indeed,  to  be  damnably  fond  of 
free- quarter. 

Rr.T.  But  if  you  think  he  intends  to  offer  himfelf, 
would  it  not  be  wifer  to  let  him  ?  for  then,  you  know, 
if  he  fpends  never  io  much,  we  fhall  not  be  obbg'cj 
to  choofe  him. 

May.  Brother  alderman,  I  have  reproved  you  al- 
ready for  that  way  of  reafoning  ;  it  favours  too  much 
of  bribery.  I  liiie  an  oppofition,  becaufc  otherwife  a 
man  may  be  oblig'd  to  vote  agauilT  his  party  ;  there- 
fore, when  we  incite  a  gentleman  to  ftand,  we  invjce 
him  to  fpend  his  money  for  the  honour  of  his  party  ; 
and  when  both  parties  have  fpent  as  much  as  they 
are  able,  every  honelt  man  will  vote  according  to 
his  confcience. 

Gt  z.  Mr.  Mayor  talks  like  a  man  of  fenfe  and 
honour,  and  it  does  me  good  to  hear  him. 

May.  Ay,  ay,  Mr.  Guzzle,  I  never  gave  a  vote 
contrary  to  my  conlcience.  I  have  very  earnelUy  re- 
commrnded  the  couiury-intereil  to  all  my  brethren  ; 
but  before  th^u,  1  recommerided  the  town-interefl, 
that  is,  the  iiucrell  of  this  corporation  j  and  firft  of 

all 
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all  I  recommended  to  every  particular  man  to  take  a 
particular  care  of  himfelf.  And  it  is  with  a  certain 
way  of  reafoning,  that  he  that  ferves  me  beft,  will 
ferve  the  town  bell ;  and  he  that  ferves  the  town  belt, 
will  ferve  the  country  befl. 

G'jz.  See  what  it  is  to  have  been  at  Oxford ;  the 
parfon  of  the  parifh  himfelf  can't  out-talk  him. 

May.  Come,  landlord,  we'll  have  one  bottle,  and 
drink  fuccefs  tq  the  corporation  :  thefe  times  come 
but  feldom,  therefore  we  ought  to  make  the  befl  of 
them.     Come  along.  [^Exeunt* 


ACT      II.     SCENE     I. 

SCENE,     A  ChiVJibcr  in  the  /;///, 
PONQJJIXOTE,   SANCHO, 

QjJI  XO  TE. 

THOU  haft,  by  this  time,  fully  perceiv'd, 
Sancho,  the  extreme  difficulties  and  dangers 
of  knight-errantry. 

San.  Ay,  and  of  'fquire-errantry  too,  an't  pleafe 
your  worfhip. 

Quix.  But  virtue  is  its  own  reward. 

San.  Your  worfhip  may  have  a  relifh  for  thefe  re- 
wards, perhaps ;  but  to  fpeak  truly,  I  am  a  poor 
plain  man,  and  know  nothing  of  thefe  fine  things  ; 
and  for  any  reward  I  have  hitherto  got,  I  had  much 
rather  have  gone  without  it.  As  for  an  ifland,  I  be- 
lieve I  could  relifh  it  as  well  as  another;  but  a  man 
may  catch  cold  while  his  coat  is  making:  and  fince 
you  may  provide  for  me  in  a  much  eaficr  v/ay,  if  I 
might  be  fo  bold  as  to  fpeak 

Quix.  Thou  knoweft  I  will  deny  thee  noL-i'- ::, 
which  is  fir  for  me  to  give,  or  thee  to  take. 
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San.  Then  if  your  worfiiip  wou'd  be  fo  good  as 
to  fet  me  up  in  an  inn,  I  fhould  make  a  rare  land- 
lord ;  and  it  is  a  very  thriving  trade  among  tlie  En-  . 
glifn. 

Quix.  And  couldft  thou  defcend  ^o  low,  ignoble 
wretch  ? 

San.  Any  thing  to  get  an  honeft  livelihood,  which 
is  more  than  I  find  we  are  like  to  do  in  the  way  we 
are  going  on  :  for,  if  I  durft  Ipeak  it 

Quix.  Speak  fearlefsly. I  will  only  impute  it 

to  thy  ignorance. 

San.  Why  then  I  find.  Sir,  that  we  are  look'd  on 
here  to  be,  neither  more  or  iefs,  better  or  worle,  than 
a  couple  of  madmen. 

Quix.  Sancho,  I  am  not  concern'd  at  the  evil 
opinion  of  men.  Indeed,  if  we  confider  who  are  their 
favourites,  we  (hall  have  no  reafon  to  be  fo  fond  of 
their  applaufc.  Virtue,  Sancho,  is  too  bright  for  their 
eyes,  and  they  dare  not  behold  her.  Hypocrify  is  the 
deity  they  worrtiip.  Is  not  the  la'w^jj'er  often  call'd  an 
honeft  man,  when  for  a  fneaking  fee  he  pleads  the 
villain's  caufe,  or  attempts  to  extort  evidence  to  the 
conviction  of  the  innocent?  Docs  not  the  phyfician 
live  well  in  his  neighbourhood,  while  he  fuifers  them 
to  bribe  his  ignorance  to  their  deftrudion  ?  But  why 
ihiould  I  mention  thofe  whofe  profefTion  'tis  to  prey 
on  others  ?  Look  thro'  the  world.  What  is  it  recom- 
mends men,  but  the  poverty,  the  vice,  and  the  mi- 
fery  of  others  ?  This,  Sancho,  they  are  fenfible  of; 
and  therefore,  inftead  of  endeavouring  to  make  him- 
fcif  better,  each  man  endeavours  to  make  his  neigh- 
bour worfe.  Each  man  rifes  to  admiration  by  treading 
on  mankind.  Riches  and  power  accrue  to  the  one, 
by  the  deftruftion  of  thoufands.  Thefe  are  thege- 
neral  obje6lsof  the  good  opinion  of  men  :  nay,  and 
that  which  is  profefs'd  to  be  paid  to  virtue,  is  feldom 
more  to  any  thing  than  a  fupcrcilious  contempt  of 
our  neighbour.  What  is  a  good-natur'd  m.an  ?  Why, 
one  vvho,  feeing  the  want  of  his  friend,  cries  he  pities 

him^ 
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him.  Is  this  real?  No  :  if  it  was,  he  would  relieve 
him.  His  pity  is  triumphant  arrogance  and  infult: 
it  arifes  from  his  pride,  not  from  his  companion.  San- 
cho,  let  them  call  me  mad  3  I'm  not  mad  enough  to 
court  their  approbation. 

San.  Oh  !  good  your  v/orfhip,  proceed  :  I  could 
fall  an  hour  longer  to  hear  your  difcourfe, 

SCENE    II. 
GUZZLE,  DON  QUIXOTE,  SANCHO. 

Guz.  An't  pleafe  your  honour,  the  mayor  of  the 
town  is  come  to  wait  on  you. 

Qyix.  Give  him  admittance.  This  is  the  chief 
magillrate  of  the  place,  who  comes,  I  fuppofe,  to 
congratulate  me  on  my  arrival  ;  he  might  have  come 
foorer;  but  :he  neglccl  of  his  duty  is  better  than  the 
total  omiffion.  In  the  mean  while,  Sancho,  poll 
thou  away  this  lafhant  to  Tobolb  3  and  Heaven 
profper  thy  embaiTy. 

San,  Profpentymiay  travel  with  me,  without  tiring 
itfelf.  [JJde, 

SCENE    III. 
MAYOR,    DON  QUIXOTE. 

May.  I  am  your  honour's  moft  humble  fervant. 

Quix.  Sir,  I  am  glad  to  fee  you  j  I  think  you  are 
the  chief  officer  of  the  tovv'n. 

May.  Yes,  an't  pleafe  your  honour,  I  am  Mr. 
Mayor  of  this  town.  I  Ihould  have  done  m.yfelf  the 
pleafure  to  have  waited  on  you  fooner,  but  I  was  quite 
ignorant  of  the  defign  with  which  you  cam.e  hither. 

Quix.  Be  feated.  Sir ;  you  are  a  worthy  man, 
and,  to  your  praife  be  it  fpoken,  the  firll  that  has 
done  his  duty  fince  my  arrival. 

9  May, 
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May.  I  can't  anfwer  for  the  whole  town  j  but  the 
corporation  is  as  well  auccled  a  corporation  as  any 
in  all  England,  and  I  believe  highly  ienfible  of  the 
honour  you  intend  them.  No  man  knows  his  ftrength 
till  he  tries  it;  and,  notwithftanding  what  you  might 
have  heard  of  the  Knight  of  the  Long  Purfe,  if  you 
oppofe  him  brifkly,  I  dare  anfwer  for  your  fuccefs. 

Qurx.  Is  there  a  knight  on  earth  I  dare  not  op" 
pofe  ?  Tho'  he  had  as  many  hands  as  Briareun,  as 
many  eyes  as  Argus,  I  fhould  not  fear  him. 

May.  This  is  a  fpecial  Itick  of  wood,  I  find. 

A  benefit-ticket,  adod.  \_Afide, 

Q^ix.  I  fee  the  rcafon  of  your  apprehenfion  3  you 
have  heard  of  my  ill  fuccefs  in  my  1  alt  adventure — 
that  was  not  my  fault  1  \_Slghing. 

May.  1  fee  he  has  been  thrown  out  at  fome  place 
already. — I  don't  in  t!ie  leall.  Sir,  apprehend  it  was 
your  fault ;  but  there  is  nothing  to  be  done  without 
bleeding  freely  on  thefe  occafions. 

Quix.  Ha  1  do  you  think  I  fear  to  bleed  ? 

May.  Be  not  fo  paflionate.  Sir  3  this  I  aflure  you, 
you  will  do  your  bufmefs  widi  lefs  than  any  other. 
I  fijppofe.  Sir,  it  may  lie  in  your  power  to  do  fome 
fervices  to  this  town. 

Quix.  Be  affur'd  it  does.  I  will,  for  your  fake, 
preferve  it  for  ever  from  any  infults.  No  armies  Jfhall 
ever  do  you  any  harm. 

May.  I  alTure  you.  Sir,  that  v;ill  recommend  you 
very  much  :  if  you  can  keep  foldiers  from  quartering 
upon  us,  we  fhall  make  very  little  difficulty  in  the  af- 
fair: but  I  hope  your  honour  will  confider  that  the 
town  is  very  poor,  Sir;  a  litile  circulation  of  money 
among  us  would 

Quix.  Sir,  you  make  me  concern'd  that  it  is  not 
now  in  my  power  to  give  whatever  you  defire  ;  but 
reft  fecure  of  this,  there  is  not  one  whom  you  fhall 
recommend,  thatlhali  not,  within  this  twelvemonth, 
be  governor  of  an  iQand. 

May, 
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May.  This  is  a  courtier,  I  find,  by  his  promiies. 

Qu!X.  But  who  is  this  knight  whom  I  am  to  tn- 
counter?  Is  he  now  in  thf:.  caitle  ? 

May.  Yes,  Sir,  he  is  now  at  Loveland  caftle,  a 
feat  of  his  about  ten  miles  off,  Ke  was  here  the  very- 
day  before  your  honour  came  to  town,  randy ing  for 
a  knight  of  his  acquaintance,  with  no  lefs  than  fix 
hundred  freeholders  at  his  heels. 

Quix,  Humph  !  thofc  are  a  fort  of  f  )ldiers  I  never 
heard  of  in  Spain, How  are  they  arm'd  ? 

May.  Arm'd,  Sir  ? 

Quix.  Ay ;  with  carbines,  with  mu&ets,  fpears, 
piftols,  fwords,  or  how  ?  1  afk,  that  I  may  choofe 
proper  weapons  to  encounter  them. 

May.  Ha,  ha !  your  honour  is  pleas'd  to  be 
merry  :  why  truly.  Sir,  they  were  pretty  well  arm'd 
when  they  went  out  of  town  j  every  man  had  four  or 
five  bottles  in  his  head  at  leatl:. 

Quix.  Bafe-born  cowards  !  v/ho  owe  their  courage 
to  the  fpirit  of  their  wine!  But  be  eafy.  Sir,  within 
thefe  two  days  not  one  of  them  ihall  be  alive. 

May.  Marry,  Heaven  forbid  !  feme  of  them  are 
as  honeft  gentlemen  as  any  in  the  county. 

Quix.  Ha  !  honeft!  and  in  the  train  of  the  Knight 
of  the  LongPurfe  1  Do  I  not  know  him  to  be  a  de- 
flowerer  of  virgins,  a  deftroycr  of  orphans,  a  defpoiler 
of  widows,  a  debaucher  of  wives 

May.  Who !  Sir  Thomas  Loveland,  Sir  ?  Why, 
you  don't  know  him.  He's  as  good-natur'd,  civil  a 
gentleman,  as  a  man  may  fay 

Quix.  Why  then  do  you  petition  me  againfl:  him  ? 

May.  Nay,  Sir,  for  that  matter,  let  him  be  as  civil 
as  he  pleafes,one  man's  money  is  as  good  a'^  another's. 
You  feem  to  be  a  civil  gentleman  too  j  and  if  you 
Hand  againft  him,  I  don't  know  which  would  carry- 
it  :  but  this,  I  believe,  you  guefs  already,  that  he 
who  fpends  moft,  would  not  have  the  leal'l  chance. 

Quix. 
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Quix.  Ha  !  caitif!  doft  thou  think  I  would  con- 
defcend  to  be  the  patron  of  a  place  fo  mercenary?  If 
my  fervices  cannot  procure  me  the  eleflion,  doft  thou 
think  my  money  fhould  make  me  their  knight  ? 
.What  fliould  I  get  by  undertaking  the  prote6lion  of 
this  city  and  caftle,  but  dangers,  difficulties,  toils, 
and  inchantments  ?  Hence  from  my  fight !  or  by  the 
peerlefs  Dulcinea's  eyes,  thy  blood  fhall  pay  the  af- 
front thou  haft  given  my  honour. Was  it  for  this 

that  I  was  chofen  in  full  fenate  the  patron  of  la  Man- 
cha  ?  Gods !  to  what  will  mankind  degenerate  ! 
where  not  only  the  vile  neceflaries  of  life,  but  even 
honours,  which  fliouId  be  the  reward  of  virtue  only, 
are  to  be  bought  with  money. 

SCENE    IV.     Anoiher  Chamher. 

Squire  BADGER,    SCUT   his  hunt/man,   and 
GUZZLE. 

Badc.  T^iat's  it,  honey's.  Oh!  that's  it. — What, 
have  you  no  company  in  the  houfe,  landlord  ?  Could 
not  you  find  out  an  honeft  lad,  one  that  could  take 
a  hearty  pot  ? 

Guz.  Faith,  noble  fqnire,  I  wifli  you  had  fpoke  a 
little  fooner :  Mr.  Permit  the  officer  is  juft  gone  out 
of  the  houfe;  your  worfhip  wou'd  have  lik'd  him 
hugely ;  he  is  rare  good  company. 

Badg.  Well,  but  hang  it,  hall  thou  nobody  ? 

Guz.  I  have  not  one  gueft  in  the  houfe.  Sir,  but 
a  young  lady  and  her  maid,  and  a  madman,  and  a 
fquire,  as  he  calls  himfelf. 

Badg.  Squire!  Who,  pry'thee  ? 

Guz.  Squire — It  is  a  curfed  hard  name,  I  never 
can  remember  it.  Squire  PanchoSancho — he  calls 
himfelf. 

Badg.  Pr'ythee,  what  is  he,  a  Whig  or  a  Tory  I 

Hey! 

Guz, 
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Guz.  Sir,  I  don't  know  what  he  is :  his  nnafter 
and  he  have  been  here  in  my  houfc  this  month,  and 
I  can't  tell  what  to  make  of  'em  ;  I  wiQi  the  devil 
had  'em  before  I  had  fecn  'em,  the  fquire  and  his 
mafler  both. 

Badg.  What,  has  the  fquire  a  mailer? 

Guz.  I  don't  know  which  is  mailer,  nor  which  is 
man,  notlj  fometimes  I  think  one  is  mafter,  and 

then  again  1  think  it  is  t'other. 1  am  fure  I  had 

rather  be  the  fquire,  for  he  deeps  moft  and  eats  moftj 
he  is  as  bad  as  a  greyhound  in  a  houfe  j  there  is  no 
laying  down  any  thing  eatable,  but  if  you  turn  your 

back,  flap,  he  has  it  up. As  for  the  Knightj  as  he 

calls  himfelf,  he  has  more  to  pay  for  breaking  win- 
dows, than  eating:  v/ou'd  I  were  vvcll  rid  of  him! 
He  will  fit  you  fometimes  in  the  yard  to  guard  the 
caftle,  as  he  calls  it  j  but  I  am  afraid  his  defign  is  to 
rob  the  houfe,  if  he  could  catch  an  opportunity,  i 
don't  underPcand  one  word  in  ten  of  what  he  fays  i 
he  talks  of  giants,  and  caftles,  and  queen?;,  and  prin- 
cefTes,  and  chanters,  and  magicians,  and  Dulcineasj 
fie  has  been  a  mighty  traveller  it  feems. 

Badg.  A  com.ical  dog,  I  fancy  j  go,  give  my  fer- 
vice  to  him,  tell  him  I  iliould  be  glad  of  his  com- 
pany; go. 

Guz.  I  am  afraid  he  is  not  In  any  of  the  befl:  hu- 
mours, for  he  was  molt  confoundedly  drubb'd  jufl; 
tiov/. 

Badg.  Wellj  pr'ythee  go  and  call  him  j  here  13 
fome  of  the  beft  phyfic  for  him.  Come,  Scut,  fiE 
down,  and  fing  that  long  once  more. 


VoL.iU.  G  AIR. 
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AIR    VII.     Mother,  quoth  Hodge,  &c. 

Scut.  The  do6lor  is  feed  for  a  dangerous  draught. 
Which  cures  half  a  dozen,  and  kills  half  a 

fcore  J 
Of  all  the  beft  drugs  the  Difpenfaries  taught, 
'Twere  well  could  each  cure  one  difeafe,  and 
no  more. 

But  here's  the  juice. 
Of  fovere'gn  ufe, 
'Twill  cure  yourdiftempers,  w^hatever  they  be  s 
In  body,  or  fpirit. 
Wherever  you  bear  it; 
Take  of  this  a  large  dofe,  and  it  foon  fets  you 
free. 

By  cunning  direflors,  if  trick'd  of  your  pelf. 
Your  lolTes  a  dofe  of  good  claret  can  heal  s 
Or  if  you  have  been  a  director  yourfelf, 
'Twill  teach  vou  no  lofs  of  your  honour  to 
feel : 

Stocks  fall  or  rife. 

Tell  truth  or  lies. 
Your  fame  and  your  fortune  here  remedy  find  j 

If  Silvia  be  cruel. 

Take  this  watergruel, 
'Twill  foon  cure  the  fever  that  burns  up  your 
mind. 


SCENE     V. 

DON  QUIXOTE,  GUZZLE,  SCUT, 
^W  BADGER. 

Quix.  Moft  illuftrious  and  mighty  Knight,  I'm 
proud  to  kifs  your  hands. 

Badg.  Your  fervantj  Sir,  your  fervant — A  de- 
vililh  odd  figure  this.  \^^f:de. 

Quix,' 
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Quix.  To  meet  a  perfon  of  your  diftinclion,  li  a 
happinefs  I  little  expefted  1  for  I  am  much  miftaken 
but  you  are  either  the  Knight  of  the  Sun,  or  of  the 
Black  Helmet. 

Badg.  Or  of  the  Black  Cap,  Sir,  if  you  pleafe. 

Quix.  Sir  Knight  of  the  Black  Cap,  I  rejoice  in 
meeting  you  in  this  caftle;  and  1  vvifh  the  atchieve- 
ments  of  this  glorious  adventure,  in  which  I  have 
been,  by  the  curfed  power  of  inchantmenr,  foil'd, 
may  be  referv'd  for  you. 

Badg.  This  is  honed  coufin  Tom,  faith,  as  mad 
as  a  March- hare.  l/ljfde. 

Quix.  Would  you  guefs,  Sir  Knight  of  the  Black 
Cap,  that  this  uncourteous  perfon,  the  Icrd  of  this 
caftle,  Ihbuld  detain  within  his  walls^  the  moft  beau- 
tiful princefs  in  the  univerfe? 

Badg.  The  devil  he  does  ! 

Quix.  Inchantedj  and,  if  I  milirake  not,  by  that 
inchanter  Merlin  ;  I  humbly  fuppofe,  the  delivery  of 
this  princefs  \Vas  the  defign  with  v/hich  ycu  came  to 
this  caftle, 

Badg.  Ay,  ay.  Sir,    I'll  deliver  her,  I  warrant 

you  :  but  come.  Sir Pray,  Sir,  may  I  crave  the 

honour  of  your  name  ? 

Quix.  I  am  known,  Sir,  in  chivalry,  by  the  name 
of  the  Knight  of  the  Woful  Figure. 

Badg.  Sir  Knight  of  the  "Woful  Figure,  will  yoil 
pleafe  to  fit  down  ?  Come,  Sir,  here's  to  you.  Land- 
lord, draw  your  chair.  How  long.  Sir  Knight  of  the 
Woful  Figure,  have  you  been  in  thefe  parts  ? 

Quix.  It  is  not.  Sir  Knight  of  the  Black  Cap,  the 
bufinefs  of  a  Knight-errant  to  number  time,  like  the 
inferiol*  part  of  mankind,  by  the  days  which  he  lives, 
but  by  the  aclicns  he  performs  j  perhaps  you  may 
have  Ibjourn'd  longer  here  than  I.  Are  there  many 
knights  in  this  kingdom  ? 

Badg.  Oh,  nuir.berlefs ! — There  are  your  knights 

and  baron  knights,  and  knights  of  the  poft;   and 

G  2  then 
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then  there  are  your  blue  knights^  and  your  red 
knights,  and  your  green  knights. 

Quix.  Well  may  this  kingdom  be  faid  to  be  hap- 
py, when  fo  many  knights  confpire  for  its  hfety. 

Badg.  Come,  let  us  be  merry  j  well  have  a  hunt- 
ing fong. Sir  Knight,  I  iliould  be  glad  ip  fee  you 

at  my  country-feat.     Come,  Scut,  fing  away. 

AIR   VIII.     There  was  a  jovial  beggar,  &c. 

Scut.  The  dufky  night  rides  down  the  fi-iv. 
And  ufliers  in  the  morn  j 
The  hounds  all  join  in  glorious  cry. 
The  huntfman  winds  his  horn  : 

And  a  hunting  we  will  go. 

The  wife  around  her  hufband  throws 

•  Her  arms,  and  begs  his  ftay ; 
My  dear,  it  rains,  and  hails,  and  fnows. 
You  will  not  hunt  to-day. 

But  a  hunting  we  will  go. 

A  brufhing  fox  in  yonder  wood. 

Secure  to  find  we  feek  > 
For  why,  I  carry 'd,  found  and  good, 

A  cartload  there  laft  week. 

And  a  hunting  we  will  go^ 

Away  he  goes,  he  flies  the  rout. 
Their  fceeds  all  fpur  and  fwirch  ; 

Some  are  thrown  in^  and  fome  thrown  our. 
And  fome  thrown  in  the  ditch  : 
But  a  hunting  we  will  go. 

At  length  his  flrengtfi  to  fiiintnefs  worn. 

Poor  Reynard  ceafes  fiight ; 
Then  hungry,  homeward  we  return. 

To  feaft  away  the  night : 

Then  a  drinkii.g  we  will  go. 
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Badg.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  Sir  Knighn  of  the  Woful 
Figure  ;  this  is  the  life.  Sir,  of  mod  of  our  knights 
im  England. 

Quix„  Hunting  is  a  manly  exercife,  and  therefore 
a  proper  recreation.     But   it   is  the   bufinefs  of  a 
linighc-errant  to  rid  the  world  of  other  fort  of  ani- ' 
mals  than  foxes. 

Badg.  Here  is  my  dear  Dorothea  to  you,  the  mofl 
beautiful  woman  in  the  world. 

Quix.  Ha,  caitif !  doft  thou  dare  fay  that  in  my 
prefence,  forgetting  that  the  peerlefs  Dulcin^a  yet 
lives?  Confefs  the  fault  this  inftant,  and  own  her 
inferior  to  Dulcinea,  or  I  will  make  thee  a  dreadful 
example  to  all  future  knights  who  (hall  d2.re  difpute 
the  incomparablenefs  of  that  divine  lady. 

Badg.  Throw  by  your  fpit,  Sirj  throw  by  your 
fpitj  and  I  don't  fear  you,  'Sbud  !  I'M  beat  your 
lanthornjaws  into  your  throat,  you  rafcal, 

[Squire  Badger  offers  to  firike  Don  Qiiixote. 

G'jz.  Oh,  that  this  fellow  were  ac  the  devil!  Dear 
fquire,  let  him  alone. 

Quix.  Ha  !  have  I  difcover'd  thee,  impoftor  ? 
Thanks,  mod  incomparable  lady,  that  haft  not  fuf- 
fered  thy  knight  to  pollute  his  hands  with  the  bale 
blood  of  that  impoftor  fquire. 

SCENE     VI. 

DON    QUIXOTE,    SANCHO,    Squire 
BADGER. 

San.  Oh,  Sir,  I  have  been  feeking  your  honour; 
I  have  fuch  news  to  tell  you  1 

Quix.  Sancho,  uncafe  this  inftant^  and  handle  that 
fquire  as  he  deferves. 

San.  My  lady  Dulcinea,  Sir 

Quix.  Has  been  abus'd,  has  been  injur'd,  by  the 
flanderouo  tongue  of  that  fquire. 

San.  Butj  Sir 

G  3  Qyix, 
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Quix.  If  thou  expecteft  to  live  a  moinent,  anfwer 
me  not  a  word,  till  that  caitif  hath  felt  thy  fid. 

San.  Nay,  Sir,  with  all  my  heart,  as  far  as  a  cufF 

or  two  goes 1  hate  your  fquire-errants  that  carry 

arms  about  them. 

Badg.  I'll   box  you   firil  one  hand,  fecond  with 

both.    Sirrah,  I  am  able  to  beat  a  dozen  of  you 

If  1  don't  lamb  thee  ! [Tbey  both  firip, 

San.  May  be  not,  brother  fquire,  may  be  not ; 
threatened  folks  live  long ;  high  words  break  no 
bones ;  many  walk  into  a  battle,  and  are  carry 'd  ou^ 
on't ;  one  ounce  of  heart  is  better  than  many  flone 
of  flefh  ;  dead  men  pay  no  furgeons;  fafer  to  dance 
after  a  fiddle  than  a  drum,  tho'  not  fo  honourable; 
a  wife  man  would  be  a  foldier  in  time  of  peace,  and 
a  parfon  in  time  of  war. 

SCENE    VII. 

Mrs.    GUZZLE,    Squire    BADGER, 
SANCHO. 

Mrs.  Guz.  What  in  the  devil's  name  is  the  matter 
with  you  ?  Get  you  and  your  mafter  out  of  my  houfe^, 

for  a  couple  of  pickpockets  as  you   are. Sir,  I 

hope  your  worfnip  will  not  be  angry  with  us. 

Badg.  Stand  away,  landlord,  Hand  away. If 

I  <^on't  lick  him  ! 

San.  Come  alon^  out  into  the  yard,  and  ]Qt  me 

have  fair  play,  and  I  don't  fear  you 1  don't  fear 

you. 

Mrs.  Guz.  Get  you  out,  you  rafcal,  get  you  our, 
or  I'll  be  the  death  of  you ;  I'll  teach  you  to  fight 
with  your  betters,  you  villain,  youj  I'll  curry  you^ 
firraho 


C  K  N  E 
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SCENE   VIII. 
FAIRLOVE,  Squire  BADGER. 

Fair.  I  am  forry  to  fee  a  gentleman  infulted,  Sir. 
What  was  the  occafion  of  this  fray  ? 

Badg.  I  hope  you  are  no  knight-erraiitj  Sir  ? 

Fair.  Sir! 

Badg.  I  fay,  Sir,  I  hope  you  are  no  knight- 
errant.  Sir? 

Fair.  You  are  merry,  Sir. 

Badg.  Ay,  Sir,  and  you  wou'd  have  been  merry 
too,  had  you  feen  fuch  a  fight  as  I  have.  Here  is  a 
fellow  in  this  inn,  that  outdoes  all  the  fnows  I  ever 
faw.  He  was  going  to  knock  my  brains  out  for 
drinking  my  miftrefs's  health. 

Fair.  Perhaps  he  is  your  rival.  Sir. 

Badg.  Odd  !  that's  like  enough,  now  I  think  on'tj 
who  knows  but  this  may  be  chat  fon  of  a  whore, 
Fairlove,  whom  I  have  been  told  on  ? 

Fair.   Ha! 

Badg.  As  fure  as  a  gun — this  Is  he— — Gdibodli- 
Iiins  !  Mrs.  Dorothea,  you  have  a  very  ftrange  fort 
of  a  taite,  I  can  te)l  you  that. 

Fair.  Do  you  travel  towards  London,  Sir?  be- 
caufe  I  fhall  be  glad  of  your  company. 

Badg.  No,  Sirj  I  have  not  above  fifteen  Ihort 
miles  to  go,  and  quite  acrofs  the  country. 

Fair.  Perhaps  you  are  going  to  Sir  Thomas 
Loveland's. 

Badg.  Do  you  know  Sir  Thomas  then.  Sir? 

Fair.  Very  intimately  well.  Sir. 

Badg.  Give  me  your  hand,   Sir. You  are  an 

honeft  cock,    I  warrant  you. Why,  Sir,  I   am 

going  to  fall  in  love  with  Sir  Thomas's  daughter. 

Fair.  You  can't  avoid  that,  Sir,  if  you  fee  her; 
for  fhe  is  the  moft  agreeable  woman  in  the  world. 

Badg.  And  then  fhe  fmgs  like  a  nightingale  !  Now 
G  4  that 
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that  is  a  very  fine  qiialiry  in  a  wife  ;  for  vou  kno'^v, 
the  more  flie  fings,  the  Ids  fnc'il  tall<:.  Some  folks" 
like  women  for  their  wi: :  Odibodlikins  !  it  is  a  fign 
they  have  none  of  their  own  ;  there  is  nothing  a  man 
of  good  fenfe  dreads  fo  much  in  a  wife,  as  her  having 
more  fenfe  than  himfclf. 

AIR    IX.     Liliibulero. 

Like  gold  to  a  mifer,  the  wit  of  a  lafs 
More  trouble  than  joy  to  her  hufband  may 
bring. 
Fair.  That  fault's  in  the  mifer,  and  not  in  the  mafsj 

He  knows  not  to  ufe  lb  precious  a  thing. 
Badg,  Wit  teaches  how 

To  arm  your  brow  ; 
A  price  for  that  treafure  fome  Iiufbands  have 
paid. 
Fair.  But  wit  will  conceal  it  j 

And  if  you  don't  feel  it, 
A  horn's  but  a  pimple  fcarce  feen  on  your  head. 

SCENE     IX. 
FAIRLOVE,  Samre  BADGEF,  JOHN- 

John.  Sir,  Sir  ! 

Fair.  Well,  what  now? 

John.   [fVbifpers .'] 

Fair.   How  !  here  ? 

John.  I  faw  her,  Sir,  upon  my  honour. 

Fair.  I  am  the  happieft  of  mankind.  [J/ide.']'^ 
Brother  traveller,  farewel. 

Badg.  What,  (han't  we  drink  together? 

Fair.  Another  time.  Sir;   1  am  in  a  little  hafle  at 

pre'ent. [4/^^<?-]  Harkye,  John,  I  leave  you  with 

my  rival  :  I  need  fay  no  more. Dear  Dorothea, 

ten  thoufand  raptures  are  in  the  dear  name.     [Exii. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    X. 
JOHN,  Squire  BADGER,  DON  QUIXOTE. 

Badg.  Elarkye,  miller  j  what  is  your  mailer's 
name,  pray  ? 

John.  Mailer,  Sir? 

Badg.  I  fay  your  mailer's  name. 

John.  What  do  you  fee  in  me  that  fiiould  make 
you  a(k  me  my  mailer's  name  ?  I  fuppcfe  you  would 
take  it  very  ill  of  me,  if  I  were  to  afk  you  what  your 
mafter's  name  is.  Do  I  look  fo  little  like  a  gentleman 
as  to  (land  in  need  of  a  mailer  ? 

Badg.  Oh,  Sir,  1  a{k  your  pardon,-  your  drefs. 
Sir,  was  the  occafion  of  my  m.iilake. 

John.  Probable  enough;  among  you  country  gen- 
tlemen, and  really  in  town,  gentlem.en  and  footmen 
drefs  lb  very  like  one  another,  that  it  is  Ibmewhac 
difficult  to  know  which  is  which. 

Badg.  May  be,  Sir,  then  you  are  only  an  acquaint- 
ance  of  this  gentleman's. 

John.  A  travelling  acquaintance. 

Badg.  May  I  crave  his  name.  Sir  ? 

John.  Oh,  Sir,  his  name,  his  name.  Sir,  is  Sir 
Gregory  Nebuchaddonnezzar.  He  is  a  very  rich 
Jew,  an  Italian  by  birth,  born  in  the  city  of  Cork. 
He  is  a  going  into  Cornwall  to  take  pofTeiTion  of  a 
fmall  eftate  of  twenty  thoufand  pounds  a  year,  left 
him  the  other  day  by  a  certain  Dutch  merchant's  mif- 
irefs,  with  whom  he  had  an  intrigue.  He  is  a  gentle- 
man. Sir,  univerfally  elleem'd  in  the  beau-monde. 

Badg.  Beau-monde!  Pray,  what's  that  ? 

John.  Beau-monde,  Sir,  is  as  much  as  to  fay,  a 
man  of  figure  !  when  you  fay,  he  is  a  man  of  the 
beau-monde,  you  m,ean  juft  fuch  another  perfon  as 
I  am. 

Badg.  You  will  pardon  the  ignorance  of  a  country 
gentleman. 
'•  John, 
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John.  Oh,  Sir!  we  of  the  beau-monde  are  never 
offended  at  ignorance.' 

Quix.  \lVitbi'n.]  Avaunr,  caitiffs! — Think  not, 
thou  moft  accurfed  giant,  ever  to  enter  within  this 
callle,  to  bring  any  more  captive  princeffes  hither. 

Badg.  Heyday  !  what's  tlie  matter  now  ? 

Coachman.  \H''ithin.'\  Open  the  gates,  will  you  ? 
Are  you  mad  ? 

Quix.  You,  my  lord  of  the  caftle,  fuffer  them  to 
be  open'd  at  your  peril. 

John.  One  might  think,  by  this  noife,  that  we 
were  at  the  outfide  of  the  Opera- houfe  at  a  ridotto. 

SCENE    XI. 
Mrj.  GUZZLE,  JOHN,  %/V^BADGER. 

Mrs.  Guz.  For  Heaven's  fake,  gentlemen,  come 
and  afilft  us  j  this  mad  Don  Quixote  will  ruin  my 
houfe  :  he  won't  fufier  the  ftage-coach  to  come  into 
the  yard.  Dear,  good  gentlemen,  come  and  fpeak  to 
Mm. Oh  !  that  ever  I  fhould  live  to  fee  him  ! 

John.  I  am  too  much  a  gentleman  not  to  afiift  a 
lady  in  diftrefs. Come,  Sir. 

Badg.  After  you.  Sir  3  I  am  not  (^uite  unbred, 

John.  O,  dear  Sir  \ 

SCENE    XII.     y^  Yard, 

DON  Q^U  I  X  O  T  E,  arni'd  cap-a-pee^  his  lamce 
in  his  hand,  S  A  N  C  H  O,  GUZZLE,  ^uirc 
BADGER,  JOHN,  Mrs,  GUZZLE. 

Coachman.  \Within.'\  If  you  don't  open  the 
gates  this  inftant,  I'll  go  to  another  inn. 

Brief.  [IVtthin.']  Sir,  I'll  have  your  houfe  in- 
<ii(51:edi  I'll  have  your  fign  taken  down. 

Guz.  Gentlemen,  here  is  a  madm.an  in  the  yard. 
P--— Will  you  let  me  open  the  gates,  or  no.  Sir  ? 

QuiXo 
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Quix.  Open  them,  and  I  will  fhew  thee  that  I 

want  no  walls  to  fectire  me. — Open  them^  I  fay. 

You  iliall  lee  the  force  of  one  fingle  knight. 

Mrs.  Guz.  Dear  gentlemen,  will  nobody  knock 
his  brains  out  ? 

John.  This  is  the  moft  comical  dog  I  ever  faw  in 
my  life.  ^  [4/ide, 

Badg.  If  I  have  any  thing  to  fay  to  him  while  he 
has  that  thing  in  his  hand,  may  I  have  it  in  my  guts 
that  moment. 

Guz.  There,  the  gates  are  open. 

Qttix.  Now,  thou  peerlefs  princefs,  Dulcinea. 

[Exit, 

Coachman.  Gee,  gee,  boys,  hup  ! 

\_Exeuni  Sancho,  &c. 


SCENE    XIII, 

Mrs.  GUZZLE,    Mr,  BRIEF,    T)r.  DRENCH, 

Mr.   SNEAK,    Mrs.  SNEAK,   Mifs  SNEAK  5 
Maid  with  candles. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Don't  be  frightned,  my  dear,  there 
is  no  danger  now. 

Mr.  Sneak.  That's  owing  tome,  my  dear;  if 
we  had  not  got  out  of  the  coach,  as  1  advis'd,  v/e  had 
been  in  a  fine  condition. 

Brief.  Who  is  this  fellow,  woman,  that  has 
caus'd  all  this  rout  ? 

Mrs.  Guz.  Oh!  dear  Mr.  Counfellor,  I  am.  almoil 
frightned  out  of  my  wits ;  he  is  the  devil,  I  tliink. — 
I  can't  get  him  out  of  my  houfe. 

Brief.  What,  have  you  no  juftice  of  the  peace 
near  you  ?  You  fliould  apply  to  a  juftice  of  peace. 
The  law  provides  a  very  good  remedy  for  thefe  fort 
of  people  ;  I'll  take  your  affair  into  my  hands.  Dr. 
Drench,  do  you  know  no  neighbouring  juftice  ? 

Drench. 


92      DON  QUIXOTE  IN  ENGLAND. 

Drench.  What,  do  you  talk  of  a  juflice  ?  The 
man  is. mad,  and  phyfic  is  properer  for  him  than  law. 
I'll  take  him  in  hand  mylelf,  after  fupper. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  I  vvirti,  Mr.  Sneak,  you  would  go 
into  the  kitchen,  and  fee  what  we  can  have  for 
fupper. 

Mr.  Smeak.  Yes,  my  dear.  lExiL 

Brief.  Ay,  do  j  the  freih  air  of  the  Downs,   I 

proteft,  has   got  me  an  appetite. Ladies,  how 

do  you  do  after  your  fnght  ?  Doclor,  I  fancy  a  dram 
of  that  cordial  you  carry  in  your  pocket  would  do 
the  ladies  no  harm. 

Mrs.  Sneak..  You  are  a  merry  m.an,  Mr.  Coun- 
fellor.     Come,  child. 

Mrs.  Guz.   This  way,  ladies.      \_Ex£u?it  Women, 

SCENE     XIV. 

^fr.  BRIEF,  Dr.  DRENCH,  DON  QUIX- 
OTE, S  A  N  C  H  O,  Squire  BADGER, 
JOHN. 

Badg.   Huzza!   Hark!  hark! Agad,  he  has 

routed  the  coach  and  horfes  bravely  !  My  landlord 
and  the  coachman  won't  overtake  them  one  while,  \ 
warrant. 

Quix.  Mofl:  illuflrious  and  high  lords,  it  is  with 
great  pleafure  that  I  congratulate  you  on  your  deli- 
very, which  you  owe  only  to  the  pecrlefs  Dulcinea, 
I  defire  therefore  no  other  return,  but  that  you  both 
repair  immediately  to  Tobofo,  and  render  yourfelves 
at  her  feet. 

Drench.  Poor  man  !  poor  man  !  he  muft  be  put 
to  bed,  I  fhall  apply  fome  proper  remedies.  His 
frenzy  is  very  high  j  but  I  hope  we  fliall  be  able  to 
take  it  off". 

Brief.  His  frenzy  1  his  roguery.  The  fellow's  2, 
rogue ;  he  is  no  more  mad  than  I  am  j  and  the  coach- 
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man  and  landlord  both  have  very  good  anions  at 
law  again (l  him. 

Quix.  Sanchoj  do  you  attend  thofe  princes  to  the 
richelt  andmofl:  beautiful  apartments. — Moft  illuf- 
trious  princes,  the  governor  of  this  caftle  is  an  in- 
chanter  :  but  be  not  alarmed  at  it ;  for  all  the  powers 
of  hell  fhall  not  hurt  you.  I  will  myfelf  keep  on  the 
guard  all  this  night  for  your  fafety  j  and  to-morrow 
I  expeft  you  let  forward  for  Tobofo. 

Drench.  Galen  calls  this  phrenzy  the  phrcna- 
bracum. 

Brief.  My  Lord  Coke  brings  thefe  people  into 
the  number  of  comanon  cneats» 

Drench.  I  fliall  order  him  bleeding,  gliftering, 
vomiting,  purging,  bliftering,  and  cupping. 

Brief.  He  may,  befides  an  action  of  affault  and 
battery,  be  indicted  in  the  crown  ;  he  may  alfo  have 
an  action  of  damages  and  trefpalles  laid  on  him.— — 
In  Ihort,  if  he  be  worth  five  thoufand  pounds,  I  don'c 
quedion  but  to  adlion  him  outon't. — Come,  docflor, 
if  you  pleafe,  we  will  attend  the  ladies.       ^Exeunt. 

Badg.  Why,  Mr.  Quixote,  do  you  know  who 
thefe  people  were  you  calied  L-iiiic^.j  ? 

Quix.  One  of  them  I  take  to  be  the  Prince  of 
Sarmatia,  and  the  other  of  the  Five  Mountains. 

Badg,  One  of  them  is  a  lawyer,  and  t'other  a 
phyfician. 

Quix.  Monftrous  inchantm.ent  1  what  odd  fhapes 
this  Merlin  transforms  the  greatefi:  people  into  !  But 
knight-errantry  will  be  too  hard  for  him  at  laft.  [£;*r//. 

John.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  a  comical  dog  i 

Badg.  If  you  v/ill  accept  of  one  bottle  of  froufa 
brother  traveller,  it  is  at  your  fervice. 

John.  With  all  my  heart,  Sir.  I'm  afraid  this 
fellow  has  no  good  champaigne  in  his  houfe.  [^Exeunt, 

San.  Hey  !  is  the  coaft  clear'd  ?  Where,  in  the 
devil's  name,  has  this  mad  mailer  of  mine  difpofed 
himfelf?  for  mad  he  is  now,  that's  certain  ;  thislaft 
adventure  has  put  it  pad  all  manner  of  difpute.   Ah, 

poor 
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poor  Sancho,  what  will  become  of  thee  ?  Would  ic 
not  be  the  wifell  way  to  look  out  for  Tome  new  ma- 
fter^  whilft  thou  hail  any  whole  bones  in  thy  flcin. 
And  yet  I  can't  find  in  my  heart  to  forfake  my  old 
one,  at  lead  till  I  have  got  this  fmall  ifland;  and  then, 
perhaps,  when  I  have  it,  I  Ihall  lofe  it  again,  as  I 

did   my  former  government. Well,  if  ever  I 

do  lay  my  fingers  on  an  ifiand  more,  I'll  a6l  like  other 
wife  governors,  fall  to  plundering  as  fail  as  I  can  5 
and  when  I  have  made  my  fortune,  why,  let  them 
turn  me  out  if  they  will. 

A  I  R    X.     Black  Joke. 

The  more  we  fee  of  human  kind. 
The  more  deceits  and  tricks  we  find. 

In  every  land,  as  well  as  Spain  : 
For  wou'd  he  ever  hope  to  thrive. 
Upon  the  mountains  he  muft  live; 

For  nought  but  rogues  in  vales  remain. 
The  mifer  and  the  man  will  trick, 
The  millrefs  and  the  maid  will  nick. 

for  rich  and  poor 

And  rogue  and  whore  ; 
There's  not  one  hontft  man  in  a  fcore. 
Nor  woman  true  in  twenty-four. 


A  C  T     III.       SCENE     L 

SCENE,     A  Room. 

FAIRLOVE,  DOROTHEA,  Mrs,  GUT.- 
ZLE. 

F  A  I  R  L  O  VE. 

DEPEND  on  it,  you  fl:iall  be  made  amends  for 
your  damage  you  have  fuftain'd  from  this  he- 
role  knight  and  his  fquire. 
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Mrs.  Guz.  You  look  like  a  very  honourable  gen- 
tleman. Sir;  and  I  v^ould  take  your  word  for  a  great 
deal  more  than  he  owes  me. 

Dor.  But  pray,  Mrs.  Guzzle,  how  came  you  by 
this  fine  drefs,  in  which  the  lady  Dulcinea  is  to  be 
exhibited  r 

Mrs.  Guz.  About  a  month  ago,  Madam,  there 
was  a  company  of  ftage-players  here,  and  Lhey  ftaid 
for  above  a  fortnight  ading  their  fhows  ;  but  1  don't 
know  how  it  happen'd,  the  gentry  did  not  give  them 
much  encouragement ;  fo  at  lali  they  all  run  away, 
except  the  Queen,  whom  I  made  bold  to  ftrip  of  her 
finery,  which  is  all  that  I  have  to  fhew  for  their  whole 
reckoning. 

Dor.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  poor  Queen:  poor  travelling 
Princefs  ! 

Mrs.  Guz.  The  devil  travel  with  her  to  the  world's 
end,  fo  (he  travel  not  hither.  Send  me  any  thing  but 
ftage-players  and  knight-errants.  I'm  fure  fifty 
pounds  won't  make  me  whole  again ;  would  your 
iadyfhip  think  it.  Madam?  befide  other  articles,  flic 
ran  in  tick  thirty  (hillings  for  thunder  and  lightning. 

SCENE     II. 

JEZEBEL,    SANCHO.    FAIR  LOVE, 
DOROTHEA,  Mrs,   GUZZLE. 

Dor.  Behold  the peerlefs  princefs  !  Ha,  ha,  ha! 
Oh,  I  fhall  die  !  Ha,  ha,   ha  ! 

San.  Zooks  1  fhe'll  put  the  real  Dulcinea  out  of 
countenance,  for  no  fuch  gorgeous  fine  lady  have  I 
kcp.  in  all  Tobofo. 

Fair.  Is  the  knight  appris'd,  Mr.  Sancho,  of  the 
approach  of  his  miitrefs  ? 

San.  Yes,  Sir;  it  had  like  to  havccofl  me  dear,, 
I'm  fure ;  for  when  I  told  him  of  it,  he  gave  me 
fueh  a  hug,  that  I  thought  1  fliou'd  never  have  fetch'd 

breath 
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breath  any  more  in  this  world.    I  believe  he  took  me 
for  the  lady  Dulcinea  herfelf. 

Dor.  But  why  booted  and  fpur'd,  Mr.  Sancho  ? 
Are  you  going  a  journey  ? 

San.  Yes,  Madam  j  your  ladyfhip  knows  I  v/aa 
ordered  to  go  for  my  lady  Dulcinea  ;  io  what  does  I, 
bur  rides  into  the  kitchen,  where  I  whipt  and  fpurr'd 
about  a  firloin  of  roaft  beef,  for  a  full  half  hour. 
Then  flap,  I  return'd  to  my  mafter,  whom  I  found 
leaning  upon  his  fpear,  with  his  eyes  lifted  up  to  the 
ftars,  calling  out  upon  my  Tobofolady,  as  if  the  devil 
■were  in  his  guts ;  as  fcon  as  he  fees  me,  Sancho,  fays 
he,  with  a  voice  like  a  great  gun,  wilt  thou  never  have 
fufficiently  (luffed  thy  wallet  ?  Wilt  thou  never  fet  out 
for  Tobofo  ?  Heavens  blefs  your  honour's  v.'orHhip, 
and  keep  you  in  your  fenfes,  fays  I  j  I  am  juft  return'd 
from  thence;  I  am  fure,  if  you  felt  half  the  weari- 
refs  in  your  bones  that  I  do,  you'd  think  you  fet  our 
with  a  vengeance.  Truly  then,  Sancha,  thou  muft 
have  travelled  by  chantment.  I  don't  know  whether 
I  travelled  by  chantment;  but  this  1  know,  that 
about  five  miles  off  I  met  my  lady  Dulcinea.  How  ! 
fays  he,  and  gave  fuch  a  fpring,  1  thought  he  would 
have  leapt  over  the  wall.  Ay,  fays  I,  fure  I  knov/ 
her  ladylhip.  He  that  has  flood  in  the  pillory,  ought 
to  know  what  wood  it  is  made  of  j  and  a  woman, 
who  walks  the  ilreets,  ought  to  know  whether  they 
are  pav'd  or  no. 

Jez.  I  hope  he  won't  offer  to  be  rude. 

San.  Your  ladyn;iip  need  not  fear  that.  I  dare 
fwear  he  loves  your  ladyfhip  fomuch,  he  would  not 
take  a  hundred  pound  to  come  within  a  yard  of  you, 
he's  one  of  your  high-bred  fort  of  gentry,  and  knows 
his  diftancf. 

Jez.  Shou'd  he  offer  to  touch  me,  I  fliou'd  faint. 

San.  If  your  ladyfhip  pleafes,  I'll  convey  you  to 
a  proper  place  where  you  may  fee  my  mailer,  and 
then  I'll  go  and  prepare  him  a  little  more  for  your 
arrival. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Guz.  I'll  go  fee  this  fhow,  I'm  refolv'd;  and, 
faith,  I  begin  to  doubt  which  of  my  guefts  is  the 
maddeft. 

SCENE      III. 

FAIRLOVE,'  DOROTHEA. 

Dor.  Shall  we  follow  to  the  window,  and  fee  the 
fport  ? 

Faih.  Hov/  can  my  Dorothea  think  of  trifling  at 
this  time  ? 

Dor.  Had  I  found  you  at  my  firft  arrival.  I  ihould 
fcarce  have  invented  this  defign  j  but  I  cannot  fee 
any  retardment  'twill  be  to  our  purpofe. 

Fair.  Why  fbould  we  not  fly  away  this  infl:ant5 
who  knows  but  you  may  be  purfued  ?  I  fhall  have 
no  eafy  moment  till  you  are  mine  beyond  any  pofli- 
bility  of  lofing  you. 

Dor.  The  morning  will  be  time  enough ;  for  I 
have  taken  fuch  meafures,  I  fliall  not  be  mifs'd  till 
then;  befides,  I  think  there  was  fomething  fo  lucky 
in  your  coming  hither  without  having  received  my 
letter,  that  I  cannot  fufpeft  the  happy  fuccefs  of  our 
aff'air.  Ah,  Fairlove  1  would  I  were  as  fure  it  would 
be  always  in  your  will,  as  it  will  be  in  your  power,  to. 
make  me  happy  :  But  when  I  refle6l  on  your  former 
life,  when  I  think  what  a  rover  you  have  been,  have 
I  not  a  juft:  occafion  then  for  fear  ? 

Fair.  Unkind  Dorothea  ! 

AIR    XI.      Have  you   heard  of  a  frolickfome 
ditty,  &c. 

Wou'd  fortune,  the  truth  to  difcover. 
Of  him  you  fufpe6t  as  a  rover. 
Bid  me  be  to  fome  princefs  a  lover. 
No  princefs  wou'd  Billy  purfue. 
Dor.    Wou'd  Heaven  but  grant  me  the  trial, 
A  monarch  fhou'd  meet  my  denial  j 
And  while  other  lovers  I'd  fly  all, 
I'd  fly,  my  dear  Billy,  to  you. 
Vol.  III.  H  Fair, 
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Fair.  Whole  ages  my  Doll}'  en'.oying, 

Is  a  feaft  that  cou'd  never  be  cloying; 
With  thee  while  Vm  k'lling  and  toying. 
Kind  fortune  can  .";ive  me  no  more. 
Dor.    With  thee  I'm  fo  bhil  beyond  meafure^ 
I  laugh  at  all  offers  of  treafurej 
I  laugh  at  all  offers  of  pleafure; 
Thou  art  all  my  joy  and  my  llore. 
Both.  With  the?,  i".  '. 

SCENE     IV» 

ServaJs  zcilb  lights  befcrs  Sir  THOMAS  and 
GUZZLE. 

Sir  Tho.  Landlord,  how  fares  it  ?  You  feem  to 
drive  a  humming  trade  here. 

Guz.  Pretty  well,  confidering  the  hardnefs  of  the 
times,  an't  pleafe  your  honour. 

Sir  Tho.  Better  times  are  coming,  a  new  elec- 
tion is  not  far  off. 

Guz.  Ay,  Sir,  if  we  had  but  an  election  once  a 
year,  a  man  might  make  a  fhifc  to  pick  up  a  liveli- 
hood. 

Sir  Tho.  Once  a  year  !  why,  thou  unconfcion- 
able  rogue  1  the  kinodom  would  not  be  able  to  fup- 
ply  us  with  malt.  But  pr'ychee  whoiii  had  thou  in 
thy  houfe,  any  honeft  fellows  ?  Ha  ! 

Guz.  Here's  lawyer  Brief,  Sir,  and  Dr.  Drench  ; 
and  there's  Mr.  Sneak  and  his  wifci  then  there's  one 
fquire  Badger  of  Somerlctlhire. 

Sir  Tho.  Oho  !  give  my  fervice  to  him  inftantly  ; 
tell  him  I  lliould  be  very  glad  to  fee  him. 

Guz.  Yes,  an't  pleafe  your  honour.  \_Exit. 

Sir  Tho.  This  fellow  is  not  quite  of  a  right  kid- 
dcy,  the  dog  is  not  found  at  the  bottom  j  however,  I 
mud  keep  well  with  him  till  after  the  next  election. 
Now  fur  my  fon-in-law,  that  is  to  be,  whom  1  long 
mightily  to  fee  ;  I'm  fure  his  eftate  makes  him  a  very 
advantageous  match  for  my  daughter,  if  llie  can  but 

like 
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like  his  perfon ;  and  if  he  be  defcrib'd  right  to  me, 
I  don't  lee  how  fhe  can  fail  of  doing  that. 

SCENE    V. 

.'^/r  THOMAS,  %/r^  BADGER,  GUZZLE, 
JOHN. 

Guz.  Here's  the  fquire,  an't  pleafe  your  honour. 

Sir  Tho.  Mr.  Badger,  I'm  your  mod  humble 
fervant;  you're  welcome  into  this  country  5  IVe  done 
myfelf  the  honour^  Sir,  to  meet  you  thus  far,  in  orr 
der  to  condu6t  you  to  my  daughter. 

Badg.  I  fuppofe.  Sir,  you  may  be  Sir  Thomas 
Loveland. 

Sir  Tho.  At  your  lervice.  Sir. 

Badg.  Then  I  wilb,  when  you  had  been  about 
it,  you  had  brought  your  daughter  alono;  with  you. 

Sir  Tho.  Ha,  ha !  you  are  merry.  Sir. 

Badg.  Ay*  Sir,  and  you  wou'd  have  been  merry, 
if  you  had  been  in  fuch  company  as  I  have  been  in. 
My  lord  !  'Sbud  !  where's  my  lord  ?  'Sbud  !  Sir 
Thomas,  my  lord  Slang  is  one  of  the  merricft  men 
you  ever  knew  in  your  life;  he  has  beeo  telling  me 
a  parcel  of  fuch  flories  ! 

John.  I  proteft.  Sir,  you  are  fo  extremely  well- 
bred,  you  put  me  out  of  countenance  j  Sir  Thomas, 
I  am  your  moil  obedient  humble  fervant. 

Sir  Tho.  I  fuppofe  this  lord  can't  afford  to  keep 
a  footmart,  and  fo  he  wears  his  own  livery. 

Badg.  I  wifh,  my  lord,  you  would  tell  Sir  Thomas 
the  (lory  about  you  and  the  dutchefs  of  vvhat  d'ye 

call  her. Ocifheart  !  it  is  one  of  the  pleafantefb 

flories  !  abo.ut  hov/  flie  met  him  in  the  dark  at  a  maf- 
querade,  and  about  how  flie  gave  him  a  letter;  and 
then  about  how  he  carried  her  to  a,  to  a,  to  a-     — 

John.  To  a  bagnio,  to  a  bagnio. 

Badg.  Ay,  to  a  bagnio.     'Sbud,  Sir,  if  I  was  not 

partly  engag'd  in  honour  to  court  your  daughter,  I'd 

go  to  London  along  with  my  lord,  where  women  are, 
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it  feems,  as  plenty  as  rabbets  in  a  warren.  Had  t 
known  as  much  of  the  world  before,  as  I  do  now^ 
I  believe  1  flioii'd  fcarce  have  thought  of  marrying. 
Who'd  marry,  when  my  lord  fays,  here,  a  man  may 
have  your  great  fort  of  ladies,  only  for  wearing  a 
broider'd  coat,  telling  half  a  dozen  lies>  and  making 
a  bow. 

Sir  Tho.  I  believe.  Sir,  my  daughter  won't  force 
ye  againft  your  inclination. 

Badg.  Force  me,  no  j  I  believe  not,  'icod  !  I 
fhould  be  glad  to  fee  a  woman  that  fnould  force  me. 
If  you  come  to  that,  Sir,  I'm  not  afraid  of  you,  nor 
your  daughter  neither. 

Sir  Tho,  This  fellow's  a  great  fool  >  but  his 
eftate  mud  not  be  lofl.  \_/(^de.'\ — You  mifunder- 
ftand  me,  Sirj  I  believe  you  will  have  no  incivility 
to  complain  of,  from  either  me  or  my  daughter. 

Badg.  Nay,  Sir,  for  that  matter,  when  people  are 
civil  to  me,  I  know  how  to  be  civil  to  them  again  ; 
come,  father-in-law  of  mine,  that  is  to  be,  what  fay 
you  to  a  cherilhing  cups  and  you  (hall  hear  fome  of 
my  lord's  ftories  ? 

Sir  Tho.  As  far  as  one  bottle,  fquire,  but  you 
muft  not  exceed. 

Badg.  Nay,  nay,  yon  may  e'en  fneak  off  when 
you  pleafe :  my  lord  and  I  here,  are  very  good  com- 
pany by  ourfelves.  Pray,  my  lord,,  go  firftj  I'd  have 
you  think  I  have  got  fome  manners.  [^Exeunt, 

Sir  Tho.  Avery  hopeful  fpark  this.  But  he  has 
a  great  ePcate  ;  and  I  have  no  notion  of  refufing  an 
eftate,  let  the  man  be  what  he  will, 

SCENE    VI.     Thel-ard. 
DON  QUIXOTE,   SANCHO. 

Quix.  How  far  do  you  tliink  the  advanc'd  guards 
are  from  the  cafde  ? 
San.  Sir  ! 

7  Quix. 
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Quix.  But  perhaps  fhe  may  choofe  to  travel  i?!- 
ccgnita,  and  may,  for  the  greater  expedition,  have 
left  thofe  curs'd,  ufelefs,  heavy  troops,  her  horfe- 
guards,  to  follow  a  month  or  two  hence.  How 
many  coaches  didft  thou  number  ? 

San.  Truly,  Sir,  they  v/ere  fb  many,  I  could  not 
number  them.,  I  dare  fwear  there  v/ere  a  good  round 
baker's  dozen,  at  lead. 

Quix.  Sancho,  thou  wilt  never  leave  debafing  the 
greatell  things  in  thy  vile  phrafes.  Wilt  thou  eter- 
nally put  my  patience  to  the  tefl;  ?  Take  heed,  un- 
worthy fquire,  when  thou  art  talking  of  this  incom- 
parable and  peerlefs  princefs,  thou  doft  it  not  in  any 
of  thy  low  ribaldry  j  for  if  thou  doll,  by  all  iIiq 
powers  of  this  invincible  arm — — 

San.  Oh,  fpare  me,  fpare  me  ! And  if  ever  I 

offend  your  worfhip  any  more,  if  ever  I  crack  a  jefr 

on  my  lady  Dulcinea 

Quix.  Proceed !  What  knights  attend  her  pre- 
fence  ? 

San.  They  m.ake  fuch  a  glittering,  Sir,  'tis  im- 
pofTible  to  know  one  from  the  other;  they  look  for 
all  the  world  at  a  diftance,  like  a  flock  of  iheep. 
Quix.  Ha!   again  1 

San.  Nay,  Sir,  if  your  worfliip  won't  let  a  man 
talk  in  his  ov/n  language,  he  mull  e'en  hold  his  tongue. 
Every  man  is  not  bred  at  a  varfity  ;  v/ho  looks  for  a 
courtier's  tongue  between  the  teeth  of  a  clown  ?  An 
ill  phrafe  may  come  from  a  good  heart.  Many  men, 
many  m.inds ;  many  minds,  many  mouths ;  many 
mouths,  miany  tongues  i  many  tongues,  many  words. 
Quix.  Ceafe  thy  torrent  of  impertinence,  and  tell 
me,  IS  not  the  Knight  of  the  Black  Eagle  there  ? 

San.  Ay  marry  is  he.  Sir;  and  he  of  the  Black 
Ram  too.  On  they  trot.  Sir,  cheek  by  iole.  Sir,  for 
all  tht  world  like  two  butter-women  to  niarket  j  then 
comes  my  lady  Dulcinea  all  rampant  in  her  ^coach, 
with  half  a  fcore  dozen  maids  of  honour  j  'twou'd 
have  done  your  heart  good  to  fee  her,  fne  looks  e'en 
jufl  like^ — - 

II   2  OuiY- 
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Quix,  Like  a  milk-white  dove  amongft  a  flighc 
of  crows. 

San.  To  all  the  world,  like  a  new  half-crown- 
pieccj  amongft  a  heap  of  old  brafs  farthings. 

SCENE     VII. 

DRAWER    ivith  a  light,    BRIEF,    DON 
QJUIXOTE,    SAN  C  HO. 

Draw.  This  way.  Sir;  take  care  how  you  tread- 

Quix.  Ha  !  fhe  approaches !  the  torches  are  al- 
ready arrived  at  the  gate;  the  great  Fulgoran  is 
alighted.  O  thou  moft  welcome  of  all  knights,  let 
me  embrace  thee  ! 

Brief.  Let  me  alone,  pr'ythee,  fellow,  or  1  fi:iali 
have  you  laid  by  the  heels  i  what,  do  you  mean  to 
rob  me,  hey  ? 

Quix.  Is  it  pofnble,  the  mighty  Ful-goran  fliould 
not  know  me  ? 

Brief.  Know  ye  !  'tis  not  to  your  advantage,  I 
believe,  to  be  known.  Let  me  tell  you,  firrah,  you 
may  be  try'd  on  the  black  aft,  for  going  about  dif- 
guis'd  in  this  manner  j  and  but  that  I  fliould  go  a. 
better  way  to  work  with  you,  as  good  an  indictment 
wou'd  lie  on  that  ad: — 

Quix.  Behold,  Sir,  my  lady  Dulcinea  herfclf. 

Brief.  Light  on,  boy,  the  next  juftice  ought  to 
be  indided  for  not  putting  the  laws  in  execution 
againft  fuch  fellows. 

SCENE     VIIL 

DON  QUIXOTE,   SANCHO,  JEZEBEL. 

Quix.  O  moft  illuftrious  and  moft  mighty  princef^, 
with  what  locks  fliall  I  behold  you  I  With  what 
words  ftiall  I  thank  you  for  this  infinite  goodnefs  to 
your  unworthy  knight  ? 

Jez.  Rife,  Sir. 

Quix.  Do  not  overwhelm  me  with  too  much 
goodnefs  i  tho'  to  fee  you  be  inexprefiible  happinefs, 

ycc 
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yet  to  fee  you  here,  gives  me  fome  uneafmefs :  for,  O 
moft  adorable  princels!  this  caille  is  inchanted  j  giants 
and  captive  ladies  inhabit  only  here, 

Jez.  Could  I  but  be  aiFured  of  your  conftuncy,  I 
fliould  have  no  fear ;  but,  alas  !  there  are  fo  many 
inilances  of  perjur'd  men. 

AIR    XII.     Cold  and  raw,  ^c, 

A  virgin  once  was  walking  along, 

In  the  fvveet  month  of  July, 
Blooming,  beautiful  and  young. 

She  met  with  a  fwain  unruly ; 
Within  his  arms  the  nymph  he  caught. 

And  fwore  he'd  love  her  truly  j 
The  maid  remember'd,  the  man  forgot, 

What  paft  in  the  month  of  July. 

Quix.  Eternal  curfes  light  on  all  fuch  perjurM 
wretches  ! 

Jez.  But  tho^  you  may  be  conftant  at  firft,  when 
we  have  been  married  a  great  while,  and  have  had 
feveral  children,  you  may  leave  me,  and  then  I  Ihould 
break  my  heart. 

Quix.  Rather  may  the  univerfal  frame  of  nature 
be  diffolv'd!  peridi  firil,  ail  honefty,  honour,  virtue, 
nay,  knight-errantry  itfelf,  that  quinteflence  of  all ! 

Jez.  Could  1  always  remain  young  as  I  am  now, 
but  alack-a-day  I  (hall  grow  old,  and  then  you  will 
forfake  me  for  fome  younger  maiden  j  I  know  it  is 
the  way  of  all  you  men,  you  all  love  young  fle(li. 
You  all  fmg, 

AIR    XIII.     Giminiani's  minuet. 

Sweet's  the  little  maid. 

That  has  not  learnt  her  trade, 
Fears,  yet  languiflies  to  be  taught; 

Tho'  (he's  fliy  and  coy. 

Still  flie'll  give  you  joy. 
When  n:e's  OP:e  to  compliance  brought. 
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Women  full  of  flcill 
Sooner  grant  your  will  j 
But  often  purchas'd  are  good  for  nought. 
Sweet's  the  little  maid,  &c. 


Quix,  Oh  moft  divine  princefs  !  whofe  voice  is 
infinitely  fweeter  than  the  nightingale  :  Oh,  charmi 
my  ears  no  more  with  fuch  tranfporting  melody,  left 
I  find  my  joy  too  exquifue  for  fenfe  to  bear ! 

SCENE    IX. 

DON    QUIXOTE,    SANCHO,    FAIR- 
LOVE,    DOROTHEA,    JEZEBEL. 

Dor.  Pity,  illuftrious  knight  !  oh  !  piry  an  un- 
happy princefs,  who  has  no  hopes  of  fafety,  but  from 
your  viflorious  arm.  This  inllant  I  am  purfued  by 
a  mighty  giant. 

Quix.  Oh,  moft  adorable  Dulcinea  !  unlefs  fome 
affair  of  your  own  forbid,  permit  your  knight  to. 
undertake  this  adventure. 

Jez.  You  can't  oblige  me  more. 

San.  Nor  me  Icfsj  Oh!  the  devil  take  all  giant 
a:1venturesj  now  fhall  I  have  my  bones  broke;  Vd, 
give  an  arm  or  two  to  fecure  the  red:,  with  all  my 
heart  J  I'll  e'en  fneak  off  ifl  can,  and  preferve  the 
whole. 

Quix.  Sancho,  come  here  !  Stand  thou  in  the 
front,  and  receive  the  firll  onfet  of  the  enemy,  that 
fo  I  may  wait  a  proper  opportunity,  v/hile  the  giant 
is  aiming  at  thy  head,  to  Itrike  off  his. 

San.  Ah,  Sir,  I  have  been  a  fquire-erranting  to 
fome  purpofe,  truly,  if  I  don't  know  better  than  to 
itand  before  my  mailer.  Befides,  Sir,  every  man  in 
his  way.  I  am  the  worft  man  in  the  world  at  the 
beginning  of  the  battle,  but  a  very  devil  at  the  end 
of  it. 

SCENE 


DON  QUIXOTE  IN  ENGLAND.     105 

SCENE    X. 

JOHN,  FAIRLOVE,  DON  QJJIXOTE, 
DOROTHEA,  JEZEBEL. 

John.  Oh,  Sir^  undone,  ruin'd  !  Sir  Thomas  him- 
felf  is  in  the  inn  ;  you  are  difcover'd,  and  here  he 
comes  with  a  hundred  and  fifty  people,  to  fetch  away 
Madam  Dorothea. 

Fair.  We  know  it,  we  know  it. 

Quix.  And  were  he  to  bring  as  many  thoufand — 
I'll  Ihew  him  one  fingle  knight  may  be  too  many  for 
them  all. 

Fair.  Ten  thoufand  thanks,  great  knight;  by 
Heavens  !  Til  die  by  your  fide,  before  I'll  lofe  her. 

Quix.  Now,  thou  mofl  adorable  princefs  Dul- 
cinea  del  Tobofo,  now  iLine  Vv'ich  all  thy  influence 
upon  me. 

Sir  Tho.  [PFithin.']  Where  is  my  daughter,  vil- 
lains ?  where  is  my  daughter  ? 

Quix.  Oh,  thou  curfed  giant  Tergilicombo,  too 
well  I  know  thy  voice  1  have  at  thee,  caitiff. 

Dor.  Dear  Jezebel,  I  am  frighten'd  out  of  my 
wits  J  my  father  or  Mr,  Fairlove  will  be  deflroy'd. — 
I  am  refolv'd  I'll  ruPn  into  the  middle  of  them,  and 
with  my  own  danger  put  an  end  to  the  fray. 

Jez.  Do  lb  ;  and  in  the  mean  time  I'll  into  the 
clofer,  and  put  an  end  to  a  fmall  bottle  I  have  there  : 
I  protefl  I  am  horribly  frighten'd  m.yfelf. 

SCENE     XI. 
S  A  N  C  H  O,  Joins.      " 

7'here  they  are  at  it  pell-mell ;  v,'ho  will  be  knock'd 
on  the  head  I  know  not;  I  think  I'm  pretty  fure  it 
v/on't  be  Sancho.  I  have  made  a  fliift  to  efcape  this 
bout,  but  I  fhall  never  get  out  of  this  fighting  coun- 
try again  as  fafe  as  I  came  into  it.     I  Ihali  leave  fome 

pounds 
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pounds  of  poor  Sancho  behind  me  :  if  this  be  the 
effVcl  of  Englifh  beef  and  pudding,  would  I  were  in 
Spain  again.  1  begin  to  think  this  houfe  or  caftle 
]s  chanted  ;  nay,  I  fancy  the  devil  Jives  in  it,  for  we 
have  had  nothing  but  battles  fince  we  have  been  here. 
My  bones  are  not  the  bones  they  were  a  fortnight 
ago,  nor  are  they  in  the  fame  places.  As  to  my 
fi^in,  the  rainbow  is  a  fool  to  it  for  colours ;  it  is  like 
what  is  it  like  ?  Ecod  'tis  like  nothing  but  my 
mafter's.  Well,  mafler  of  mine,  if  you  do  get  the 
day  you  dcferve  it,  I'll  fay  that  for  you  j  and  if  you 
are  well  drubb'd,  why,  you  deferve  that  too.  What 
had  we  to  do  vv'ith  the  princefs  and  be  hang'd  to  her  ? 
Befides,  I  verily  believe  (he's  no  more  a  princefs  than 
I  am.  No  good  ever  comes  of  minding  oiher  mens 
matters.  I  feldom  fee  any  meat  got  by  v*'inding  up 
another  man's  jack.  I'll  e'en  take  this  opportunity, 
and  while  all  the  reft  are  knocking  one  another  in  the 
head,  I'll  into  the  pantry,  and  Huff  both  guts  and 
wallet  as  long  as  they'll  hold, 

SCENE     XII. 
5/r  THOMAS,  DOROTHEA. 

Sir  Tho.  See,  ungracious  girl,  fee  v/hat  your 
curfed  inclinations  have  occafion'd  ! 

Dor.  I'm  fure  they  are  the  caufe  of  my  mifery ; 
if  Fairlove  be  deflroy'd,  I  never  fliall  enjoy  a  mo- 
ment's quiet  more. 

Sir  Tho.  Perhaps  it  were  better  for  him  if  he 
were;  I  fhall  handle  him  in  fiich  a  manner,  that  the 
reft  of  his  life  fliall  not  be  ir.uch  worth  wilhing  for. 

Dor,  Thus  on  my  knees.  Sir,  I  intreat  you,  by 
all  the  tenderncfs  you  ever  profefs'd  to  me  !  by  all 
the  joy  you  have  fo  often  faid  I  gave  you  !  by  all  the 
pain  I  now  endure  !  do  not  atren^pt  to  injure  Fair- 
love.  You  can  inflift  no  punilhment  on  him,  but 
I  muft  feel  much  m.ore  than  half.     Is  it  not  enougli 

to 
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to  pull  me,  tear  me  bleeding  from  his  heart  ?  Is  it 
not  enough  to  rob  my  eyes  of  what  they  love  more 
than  light  or  than  themfelves  ?  to  hinder  me  from  all 
thole  fcenes  of  blifs  I'd  painted  to  myf^lf  ?  On,  hear 
me,  Sir  1  or  kill  me,  and  do  not  make  this  life  you 
gave  a  curfe. 

Sir  Tho.  Away,  you're  no  child  of  mine. 

Dor.  Wou'd  you  keep  me  from  him,  try  to  make 
him  happy  j  that  thought  would  be  fome  comfort  m 
his  abfence* 1  might  perhaps  bear  to  be  no  par- 
taker of  his  happinefs,  but  not  fo  of  his  fuffcrings; 
were  he  in  a  palace,  you  might  keep  me  wretched 
alone  j  but  were  he  in  a  prifon,  not  all  the  powers  on 
earth  fhould  keep  me  from  him. 

SCENE    XIIL 

GUZZLE,  Mrs.  GUZZLE,  Sir  THO- 
MAS, CONSTABLE,  DON  QJJ  I  X- 
O  T  E,  E  A  I  R  L  O  V  E,  JOHN. 

Guz.  We  have  made  a  fhifr,  an't  pleafe  your 
worfhip,  to  fecure  this  mad  fellow  at  laft  ;  but  he  has 
done  us  more  mifchief,  than  ever  it  will  be  in  his 
power  to  make  us  reparation  for. 

Mrs.  Gcjz.  Ojr  houfe  is  ruin'd  for  ever,  there  is 
not  one  whole  window  in  it ;  the  ftage  coachman 
fwears  he'll  never  bring  a  company  to  it  again. 
There's  Mifs  Sneak  above  in  fits  j  and  Mr.  Sneak, 
poor  man,  is  crying  j  and  Madam  Sneak,  file's  a 
iwearing  and  ftamping  like  a  dragoon. 

Sir  Tho.  Mr.  Fairlove,  you  fliall  anfwer  for  this. 
— As  for  that  poor  fellow  there.  I  fuppofe  you  have 
hired  him.  Hark'e,  fellow,  what  did  this  gentleman 
give  you  to  do  all  this  mifchief? 

Quix.  It  is  your  time  now,  and  you  may  ufe  it.  \ 
perceive  this  adventure  is  not  relerv'd  for  me,  there- 
fore I  mull  Ibbmit  to  the  inchantmenc. 

Sir  Tho.   Dj  you  banter  me,  you  rafcal  ? 

Quix. 


io8     DON  QUIXOTE  IN  ENGLAND. 

Quix.  Poor  wretch  !  I  fcorn  to  retort  thy  in- 
jurious words. 

Sir  Tho.  I'll  make  you  know  who  I  am  prefently, 
I  will  fo. 

Qu!X,  Doft  thou  then  think  I  know  thee  not  to 
be  the  giant  Tergilicombo  ? — Yet  think  not,  becaule 
I  fubmit  to  my  fortune,  that  I  fear  thee  ;  no,  the 
time  will  come,  when  I  fnali  fee  thee  the  prey  of  fome 
more  happy  knight. 

Sir  Tho.  I'il  knight  you,  you  dog,  I  will. 

Mrs.  Guz.  Do  you  hear,  hufband  ?  I  fuppofe  you 
won't  doubt  whether  he  be  mad  any  longer  or  noj 
he  makes  n.o  more  of  his  worfhip,  than  if  he  were 
talking  to  a  fiddler. 

Guz.  I  wifli  your  vvorfliip  would  fend  him  to  gaol, 
he  feems  to  look  moft  curfedly  mifchievous.  I  fhaJl 
never  think  myfelf  fafe  till  he  is  under  lock  and  key. 

Fair.  Sir  Thomas,  I  do  not  deferve  this  ufage  at 
your  hands  ;  and  tho'  my  love  to  your  daughter  hath 
made  me  hitherto  paJfTive,  do  not  carry  the  thing  too 
far ;  for  be  afiTured  if  you  do,  you  fliall  anfwer  for  it. 

Sir  Tho,  Ay,  ay,  Sir,  we  are  not  afraid  of  that. 

SCENE    XIV, 

Ssuire  BADGER,  c7/r  T  H  O  M  A  S,  D  O  R  O- 
'THEA,    FAIRLOVE,    DON   QUIX- 
OTE, Mrs.  GUZZLE. 

Badg.  Oons  !  v/hat's  the  matter  with  you  all  ?  Is 
the  devil  in  the  inn  that  you  v/on'c  let  a  man  fleep  ?  I 
v^as  as  faft  on  the  table  as  if  I  had  been  in  a  feather- 
bed.— 'Sbud,  what's  the  matter  ?  Where's  my  lord 
Slang  ? 

Sir  Tho.  Dear  fquire,  let  me  intreat  you  would 
go  to  bed  ;  you  are  a  little  heated  with  wine. 

Badg.  Oons,  Sir  !  do  you  fay  that  I  am  drunk  ? 
I  fay,  Sir,  that  I  am  as  fo*ber  as  a  judge  ;  and  if  any 
man  fays  that  I  am  drunk.  Sir,  he's  a  liar,  and  a  fon 

of  a  whore.     My  dear,  an't  I fobcr  now  ? 

Dor. 
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Dor.  O  naufeous,  filthy  wretch  ! 

Badg.  'Fore  George,  a  good  pretty  wench  ;  I'll 
have  a  kifs ;  I'll  warrant  ilie's  twice  as  handfome  as 
my  wife,  that  is  to  be. 

Sir  Tho.  Hold,  dear  Sir,  this  is  my  daughter. 

Badg.  Sir,  I  don't  care  whofe  daughter  fhe  is. 

Dor.  For  Heaven's  lake,  fomebody  defend  me 
from  him. 

Fair.  Let  me  go,  dogs !  Villain  !  thou  hadft  bet- 
ter eat  thy  fingers,  than  lay  'em  rudely  on  that  lady. 

Sir  Tko.  Dear  Mr.  Badger,  this  is  my  daughter, 
the  young  lady  to  whom  you  intended  your  addreffes. 

Badg.  Well,  Sir,  and  an't  I  making  addreilies  to 
her,  Sir,  hey  ? 

Sir  Tho.  Let  me  befeech  you.  Sir,  to  attack  her 
in  no  rude  manner. 

Badg.  Pr'ythee,  dofl  thou  knov/  who  I  am  ?  I 
fancy  if  thou  didft  know  who  1  was,  thou  would'fl 
not  talk  to  me  fo  :  if  thou  doit  any  more,  I  fliali  lend 
thee  a  knock.  Come,  Madam,  fincel  have  promis'd 
to  marry  you,  iince  I  can't  be  ofi^  with  honour,  as 
they  fay,  why,  the  fooner  it's  done  the  better  j  let  us 
fend  for  a  parfon  and  be  married,  nov/  I'm  in  the 
humour.  'Sbodiikins  !  I  find  there's  nothing  in  mak- 
ing love,  when  a  man's  but  once  got  well  into't.  I 
never  made  a  word  of  love  before  in  my  life  ;  and 
yet  it  is  as  natural,  feemingly,  as  if  I  had  been  bound 
prentice  to  it. 

Quix.  Sir,  one  word  with  you,  if  you  pleafe :  I 
fuppofe  you  look  upon  yourfeif  as  a  reafonable  fort 
of  perfon. 

Sir  Tho.  What  ? 

Quix.  That  you  are  capable  of  managing  your 
affairs  ;  that  you  don't  (land  in  need  of  a  governor. 

Sir  Tho.  Hey  ! 

Quix.  And  if  this  be  true  of  you,  is  it  poiTible 
you  can  prefer  that  wretch,  who  is. a  fcandal  to  his 
very  fpecies,  to  this  gentleman,  whofe  perfon  and 
parts  would  be  an  honour  to  the  greateft  of  it  ? 

Sir 
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Sir  Tho.  Has  he  made  you  his  advocate  ?  Tell 
him,   I  can  prefer  three  thoufand  to  one. 

Quix.  The  ufual  madnefs  of  mankind  !  Do  you 
many  your  daughter  for  her  fake,  or  your  own  ?  If 
for  hcr's,  fure  'cis  fomething  whimfical,  to  make  her 
miferable  in  order  to  make  her  happy.  Money  is  a 
thing  well  worth  confidering  in  thefe  affairs ;  but  pa- 
rents always  regard  it  too  much,  and  lovers  too  little; 
No  match  can  hz  happy,  which  love  and  fortune  do 
not  confpire  to  .make  ih.  The  greatefb  addition  of 
either  ill  fupplies  the  intire  abfcnce  of  the  other  j 
nor  would  millions  a  year  make  that  beatt,  in  your 
daughter's  eye,  preferable  to  this  youth  with  a 
thoufand. 

Sir  Tho.  What  have  we  here  ?  A  philofophical 
pimp  1  I  can't  help  faying  but  the  fellow  has  fome 
truth  on  his  fide. 

Dor.  You  are  my  eternal  averfion. 

Badg.  Lookye,  Madam,  I  can  take  a  joke,  or  fo  ; 
but  if  you  are  in  earneil 

Dor.  Indeed  I  am  j  I  hate  and  defpife  you  in  the 
moft  ferious  earnefl:. 

Badg.  Do  you  ?  then  you  may  kifs 'Sbudj 

I  can  hate  as  well  as  you.  Your  daughter  has  af- 
fronted me  here,  Sir,  what's  your  name,  and  I'll  have 
facisfadlion. 

Quix.  Oh,  that  I  were  difmchanted  for  thy  fake  ! 

Badg.  Sir,  I'll  have  fatisfa^tion. 

Sir  Tho.  My  daughter.  Sir 

Badg.  Sir,  your  daughter,  Sir,  is  a  fon  of  a  whore. 
Sir.  'Sbud,  I'll  go  find  my  lord  Slang.  A  fig  for 
you  and  your  daughter  too  j  I'll  have  fatisfadlion. 

[txit. 

Quix.  A  Turk  v/ould  fcarce  marry  a  Chriftian 
flave  to  fuch  a  hufband. 

Sir  Tho.  How  this  man  was  mifreprcfentcd  to 
me!   Fellows,  let  go  your  prifoner.     Mr.  Fairlovc, 
can  you  forgive  me  ?  Can  I  make  you  any  repara- 
tion 
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don   for  the   injuftice  I   have  fliewn   you  on   this 
wretch's  accouni:  ? 

lol-     \   Ha! 

Sir  Tho.  If  the  immediate  executing  all  my  for- 
mer promifes  to  you  can  make  you  forget  my  having 
broken  them  ;  and  if,  as  I  have  no  reafon  to  doubt, 
your  love  for  my  daughter  will  continue,  you  have 
my  confenc  to  confummate  as  foon  as  you  pleafej 
hers,  I  believe,  you  have  already. 

Fair.  Oh  tranlport !  Oh  blefl:  moment ! 

Dor.  No  confent  of  mine  can  ever  be  wantino:  to 
make  him  happy, 


'o 


AIR     XIV. 

Fair.   Thus  the  merchant,  who  with  pleafure. 
Long  adventur'd  on  the  m.ain, 
Hugging  faft  his  darling  treafure. 
Gaily  fmiles 
On  pad  toils. 
Well  repaid  for  all  his  pain. 

Dor.     Thus  the  nymph  whom  death  afFrightino-, 
With  her  lover's  death  alarms. 
Wakes  with  tranfports  all  delighting; 
Madly  blell, 
When  cared 
In  his  warm  entwining  arms. 

Mrs.  Guz.  Lard  blefs  'em  1  Who  cou'd  have 
parted  them,  that  hadn't  a  heart  of  oak  ! 

Quix.  Here  are  the  fruits  of  knight-errantry  for 
you.  This  is  an  inftance  of  what  admirable  fervice 
we  are  to  mankind. — I  find  fome  adventures  are  re- 
ferv'd  for  Don  Quixote  de  la  Mancha. 

Sir  Tho.  Don  Quixote  dc  la  Mancha  !  Is  it  pof- 
fibie  that  you  can  be  the  real  Don  Quixote  de  la 
Mancha  ?  ' 

Quix. 
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Qt/ix.  Truly,  Sir,  I  have  had  fo  much  ado  with 
inchanters,  that  I  dare  not  affirm  whether  I  am 
really  myfelf  or  no. 

Sir  Tho.  Sir,  I  honour  you  much.  I  have  heard 
ofj^our  great  atchievements  in  Spain.  What  brought 
you  to  England,  noble  Don  ? 

Quix.  A  fearch  of  adventures.  Sir  ;  no  place 
abounds  more  with  them.  I  was  told  there  was  a 
plenteous  (lock  of  monftersi  nor  have  I  found  one 
lefs  than  I  expesfledi 

SCENE     XV. 

DON  QUIXOTE,  5/r  T  HO  M  AS,  FAI  R- 
LOVE,  DOROTHEA,  GUZZLE,  Mn. 
GUZZLE,  BRIEF,  Dr,  DRENCH. 

Brief.  I'll  have  fatisfaclion  ;  I  won't  be  us'd  after 
this  manner  for  nothing,  while  there  is  either  law,  or 
judge,  or  jufticc,  or  jury,  or  crown-office,  or  adions 
of  damages,  or  on  the  cafe,  or  trefpafles,  or  aiTaultSj 
and  batteries. 

Sir  Tho.  What's  the  matter,  Mr.  Counfellor  ? 

Brief.  Oh,  Sir  Thomas!  I  am  abus'd,  beaten,  hurt^ 
maimed,  disfigured,  defaced,  difmember'd,  kill'd, 
malTacred,  and  murder'd,  by  this  rogue,  robber,  raf- 
cai,  villain.  I  flian't  be  able  to  appear  at  Weftminfter- 
hall  the  whole  term.  It  will  be  as  good  a  three  hun- 
dred pounds  out  of  my  pocket  as  ever  was  taken* 

Drench.  If  this  madman  be  not  blooded,  cup- 
ped, fweatcd,  blifter'd,  vomited,  purg'd,  this  inliant, 
he  will  be  incurable.  I  am  well  acquainted  with 
this  Ibrt  of  phrenzy  j  his-  next  paroxylm  will  be  fix 
tunes  as  Itrong  as  the  former. 

Brief.  Pfhaw  !  the  man  is  no  more  mad   than  I 

am 1  ihould  be  finely  off  if  he  could  be  prov'd 

non  compos  mentis;  'tis  an  eafy  thing  for  a  man  to 
pretend  madncfs  ex  poft  facto. 

Dri:nch.  Pretend  madnefs !  Give  me  leave  to  tell 

you. 
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you,  Mr,  Brief,  I  am  not  to  be  pretended  with  j  I 
judge  by  fymptoms.  Sir. 

Brief.  Symptoms!  Gad,  here  are  fymptoms  for 
you,  if  you  come  to  that. 

Drench.  Very  plain  fymptoms  of  madnefs,  I 
think. 

Brief.  Very  fine,  indeed!  very  fine  dodrine ! 
very  f.ne,  indeed  !  A  man's  beating  of  another  is  a 
proof  of  madnefs.  So  that  if  a  man  be  indidled,  he 
has  nothing  to  do  but  to  plead  non  compos  mentis, 
and  he's  acquitted  of  courfe  :  fo  there's  an  end  of  all 
adions  of  aflaults  and  battery  at  once. 

S  C  E  N  E  Z;^^  kft. 

Sir  THOMAS,  COOK,  DON  QUIXOTE, 
SAN  C  H  O,  FA  IRLOVE,  Dr.  DR  E  N  C  H, 
Servanls  hauling  in  S  A  N  C  H  O. 

Sir  Tho.  Heyday  1  what's  the  matter  now? 

Cook.  Bring  him  along,  bring  him  along.  Ah, 
maftcr,  no  wonder  you  have  complain'd  fo  long  of 
miffing  your  vldluals  ;  for  all  the  time  we  were  out 
in  the  yard,  this  rogue  has  been  Huffing  his  guts  in 
the  pantry.  Nay,  he  has  not  only  done  that,  but  every 
thing  he  cou'd  not  eat  he  has  cram'd  into  that  great 
fack  there,  which  he  calls  a  wallet. 

Quix.  Thou  fcandal  to  the  name  of  fquire  I  wilt 
thou  eternally  cring  fhame  on  thy  mafter  by  thefe 
iittle  pilfering  tricks  ? 

San.  Nay,  nay,  yau  have  no  reafon  to  talk,  good 
iTiafter  of  mine  j  the  receiver's  as  bad  as  the  thief: 
and  you  have  been  glad,  let  me  tell  you,  after  fome 
of  your  adventures,  to  fee  the  infide  of  the  wallet,  as 
well  as  I.  What  a  pox,  are  thefe  your  errantry  tricks, 
to  leave  your  friends  in  the  lurch  ? 

Quix.  Slave!  caitif! 

Sir  Tho.  Dear  knight,  be  not  angry  with  the 
trufty  Sancho  :  you  know,  by  the  laws  of  knight- 

VoL,  III.        '  I  errantry. 
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errantry,  fluffing  the  wallet  has  dill  been  the  privi- 
lege of  the  fquire. 

San.  If  this  gentleman  be  a  knight- errant,  I  wilh 
he  would  make  me  his  fquire. 

Quix.  I'm  pacified. 

Fair.  Landlord,  be  eafy  j  whatever  you  may  have 
fuffer'd  by  Mr.  Sancho,  or  his  illuftrious  mafter,  I'll 
fee  you  paid. 

Sir  Tho.  If  you  will  honour  my  houfe,  noble 
knight,  and  be  prcfent  at  my  daughter's  wedding 
with  this  gentleman,  we  will  do  the  beft  in  our  power 
for  your  entertainment. 

Quix.  Sir,  I  accept  your  offer;  and,  unlefs  any 
immediate  adventure  of  moment  fliould  intervene, 
will  attend  you. 

San.  Oh  rare  Sancho  !  this  is  brave  news,  iTaith  ! 
Give  me  your  wedding-adventures,  the  devil  take 
all  the  reft. 

Drench.  Sure,  Sir  Thomas,  you  will  not  take  a 
madman  home  with  you  to  your  houfe, 

Quix.  I  have  heard  thee,  thou  ignorant  wretch, 
throw  that  word  in  my  face,  with  patience.  For  alas ! 
cou'd  it  be  prov'd,  what  were  it  more  than  almoft  all 
mankind  in  Ibme  degrees  deferve?  Who  would  doubt 
the  noify  boift'rous  fquire,  who  was  here  juft  now,  to 
be  mad  ?  Mull  not  this  noble  knight  here  have  been 
mad,  to  think  of  marrying  his  daughter  to  fuch  a 
wretch  .?  You,  doflor,  are  mad  too,  tho'  not  fo  mad 
as  your  patients.  The  lawyer  here  is  mad,  or  he 
would  not  have  gone  into  a  fcufRe,  when  it  is  the 
bufinefs  of  men  of  his  profcfTion  to  fet  other  men  by 
the  earsj  and  keep  clear  themfelves. 

Sir  Tho.  Ha,  ha^  ha!  I  don't  know  whether 
this  knight,  by  and  by,  may  not  prove  us  all  to  be 
more  mad  than  himfclf. 

Fair.  Perhaps,  Sir  Thomas,  that  is  no  fuch  diffi^ 
cult  point. 

AIR 
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AIR   XV.     Country  Bumpkin. 

All  mankind  are  mad,  'tis  plain  j 

Some  for  places. 

Some  embraces ; 
Some  are  mad  to  keep  up  gain. 
And  others  mad  to  fpend  it. 

Courtiers  we  may  madmen  rate. 

Poor  believers 

In  deceivers  J 
Some  are  mad  to  hurt  the  ftate. 
And  others  mad  to  mend  it. 

Dor.    Lawyers  are  for  Bedlam  fit. 

Or  they  never 

Could  endeavour 
Half  the  rogueries  to  commie 
Which  we're  fo  mad  to  let  'em. 
Poets  madmen  are  no  doubt. 

With  projedors. 

And  dire6lors ; 
Fair!   Women  all  are  mad  throughout. 
And  we  more  mad  to  get  'cm. 

Since  your  madnefs  is  fo  plain. 

Each  fpe6lator 

Of  good-nature 
With  applaufe  will  entertain 
His  brother  of  La  Mancha : 
With  applaufe  will  entertain 
Don  Quixote  and  fc^uire  Sancho* 
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Old  Man  taught  Wifdom. 


SCENE,    A  Hall  In    Mr,  Goodwill^ 

Houfc, 

GOODWILL/^//^^. 

WELL!  it  is  to  me  furprifing,  that  out  of 
the  multitudes  who  feel  a  pleafure  in  get- 
ting an  eftate,  few  or  none  fhoii'd  tafte  a 
fatisfadion  in  beftowing  it.  Doubtlefs,  a  good  man 
muft  have  vaft  delight  in  rewarding  merit,  nor  will 
1  believe  it  fo  difficult  to  be  found.  I  am  at  prefenc, 
I  thank  Heaven  and  my  own  induftry,  worth  a  good 
10,000  1.  and  an  only  daughter,  both  which  I  have 
determin'd  to  give  to  the  mod  worthy  of  my  poor 
relations.  The  tranfport  I  feel  from  the  hope  of 
making  fome  honed  man  happy,  makes  me  amends 
for  the  many  weary  days  and  ileeplefs  nights  my  riches 
have  coft  me,  I  have  fent  to  fummon  them.  The 
girl  I  have  bred  up  under  my  own  eye  j  (be  has  (ttn 
nothing,  knows  nothing,  and  has  confequently  no 
will  but  mine.  I  have  no  reafon  to  doubt  her  confent 
to  whatever  choice  I  fhall  make.— How  happily 
muft  my  old  age  Aide  away,  between  the  alTedion 
of  an  innocent  and  dutiful  child,  and  the  grateful 
return  I  may  expe<^.  from  a  fo  much  obliged  fon-in- 
Jaw !  I  am  certainly  the  happieft  man  on  earth. 
Here  Hie  comes, 

I  4  Enter 
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£«/ctLUCY. 

Lucy.  Did  you  fend  for  me,  papa  ? 
Good.  Yes,  come  hither,  child,     I  have  fent  for 
you  to  mention  an  affair  to  you,  which  you,  I  believe, 
have  not  yec  thought  of. 

Lucy.  I  hope  it  is  not  to  fend  me  to  a  boarding- 
fchjol,  papa. 

Good,  i  hope  my  indulgence  to  you  has  been 
fuch,  that  you  have  reafon  to  regard  me  as  ri;e  bed 
o;  fathers.  I  am  fure  I  have  never  dcny'u  you  any 
thing,  but  for  your  own  good  :  indeed  I  have  ron- 
fuhed  nothing  clfe.  It  is  that  for  which  I  have  been 
to:i!:.^'- thefe  many  years;  for  which  I  h.wc  deny'd 
myfelf  every  comfort  in  life  -,  and  froiVi  which  I  have, 
from  renting  a  i^i::]  of  500  a  year,  amaficd  the  fum 
of  10,000 1. 

I  -c.  .  1  am  afraid  you  are  angry  with  me,  papa. 

Good.  Be  not  frighien'd,  my  clear  child,  you  have 

done  nothing  to  otrend   me.     But  anfwer  me  one 

ot-o;,.- What  does  my  little  dear  think  of  a 

hufband  ? 

Luc/,  A  hufband,  papa!  Ola! 
Gqod.  Come,  it  is  a  queftion  a  girl  in  her  fixteenth 
V'-ar  I.  a^-  ar.Mvcr.     Shou'd  you  like  to  have  a  iiuf- 
band,  Lucy  ? 

i^uvi .  ziiici  am  I  to  have  a  coach  ? 
Go^d.  Ko,  no  ;  what  has  that  to  do  with  a  huf- 
band ? 

Lucy.  Why  you  know,  papa.  Sir  John  Wealthy's 
diughter  was  carry'd  away  in  a  coach  by  her  huf- 
band i  and  I  have  been  told  by  feveral  of  our  neigh- 
bours, that  I  vv:*s  to  have  a  coach  when  I  was  mar- 
ry'd.  Indeed  I  have  dreamt  of  it  a  hundred  times. 
I  never  dreamt  of  a  hufband  in  my  whole  life,  that 
■i  ciid  not  c-cam  of  a  coach.  I  have  rid  about  m 
L»ne  all  night  in  my  fleepj  and  methought  it  was  the 
pureft  thin^-  1 

,  Good. 
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Good.  Lock  up  a  girl  as  you  will,  I  find  you 
cannot  keep  her  from  evil  counfellors.  [J/ide."] — I 
i;ell  you,  child,  you  muft  have  no  coach  with  a  huf- 
b^nd. 

^ucY.  Then  let  me  have  a  coach  without  a  huf- 
bandi 

Gobp.  What,  had  you  rather  have  a  coach  than  a 
hufband  ? 

Lucy.  Hum 1  don't  know  that, Bnt,  if 

you'll  gee  me  a  coach,  let  me  alone,  I'll  warrant  I'll 
get  me  a  hufband. 

AIR    L     Thomas,  I  cannot. 

Do  you,  papa,  but  find  a  coach. 

And  leave  the  other  to  me.  Sir; 
For  that  will  make  the  lover  approach. 
And  I  warrant  we  fhan't  difagree.  Sir. 
No  fparks  will  talk 
To  girls  that  walk, 
I've  heard  it,  and  I  confide  in't ; 
Do  you  then  fix 
My  coach  and  fix, 
I  warrant  1  get  one  to  ride  in't,  to  ride  in't, 
I  warrant,  &c. 

Good.  The  girl  is  out  of  her  wits,  fure.  Hufly  ! 
who  put  thefe  thoughts  into  your  head  ?  You  fhall 
have  a  good  fober  hufband,  that  v/ill  teach  you  better 
things. 

Lucy.  Ay,  but  I  won't  tho',  if  I  can  help  it;  for 
Mifs  Jenny  Flantit  fays,  a  folder  hufband  is  the  worft 
fort  of  hufiiand  in  the  world. 

•  Good.  I  have  a  mind  to  found  the  girl's  inclina- 
tions. Come  hither,  Lucy  j  tell  me  now,  of  all  the 
men  you  ever  faw,  whom  fliou'd  you  like  beft  for  a 
hufband  ? 

Lucy.  Oh  fy,  papa!  I  mufl:  not  tell, 

CooD.  Yes,  you  may  your  father. 

Lucy. 
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Lucy.  No,  Mifs  Jenny  fays  I  muft  not  tell  my 
mind  to  any  man  whatever.  She  never  tells  a  word 
of  truth  to  her  father. 

Good.  Mifs  Jenny  is  a  wicked  girl,  and  you  muft 
not  regard  her.  Come,  tell  me  the  truth,  or  I  ihall 
be  angry. 

Lucy.  Why  then,  of  all  the  men  I  ever  faw  in 
my  whole  lifetime,  I  like  Mr.  Thomas,  my  lord 
Bounce's  footman,  the  beft,  a  hundred  thoufand 
times. 

Good.  Oh,  fy  upon  you  !  like  a  footman  ? 

Lucy.  A  footman  !  he  looks  a  thoufand  times 
more  like  a  gentleman  than  either  fquire  Foxchafc 
or  fquire  Tankard,  and  talks  more  like  one,  ay,  and 
fmells  more  like  one  too.  His  head  is  fo  prettily 
dreft,  done  all  down  upon  the  top  with  fugar,  like 
a  frolled  cake,  with  three  little  curls  on  each  fide, 
that  you  may  fee  his  ears  as  plain  1  and  then  his  hair 
is  done  up  behind  jufl:  like  a  fine  lady's,  with  a  little 
little  hat,  and  a  pair  of  charming  white  (lockings, 
as  neat  and  as  fine  as  any  white-legg'd  fowl ;  and 
he  always  carries  a  great  fwinging  ftick  in  his  hand, 
as  big  as  himfelf,  that  he  would  knock  any  dog  down 
with,  who  was  to  offer  to  bite  me.  A  footman  in- 
deed !  why  Mifs  Jenny  likes  him  as  well  as  I  do  ; 
and  fhe  fays,  all  the  fine  young  gentlemen  tha:  the 
ladies  in  London  are  fo  fond  of,  are  juft  fuch  per- 
fons  as  he  is. — Icod,  I  fhou'd  have  had  him  before 
now,  but  that  folks  told  me,  I  fhou'd  have  a  man 
with  a  coach,  and  that  methinks  I  had  rather  have, 
a  great  deal. 

Good.  I  am  amaz'd  !  but  I  abhor  the  mercenary 

temper  in  the  girl,  worie  than  all. What,  child, 

wou'd  you  have  any  one  with  a  coach  ?  wou'd  yoq 
have  Mr.  Achum  ? 

Lucy.  Yes  indeed,  wou'd  I,  for  a  coach. 

Good.  Why,  he  is  a  cripple,  and  can  fcarce  wall^ 
acrofs  the  room. 

Lucy.  What  fignifies  that  ? 

AIR 
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AIR   II.     Wully  Honey. 

When  he  in  a  coach  can  be  carry'd. 

What  need  has  a  man  to  go  ? 
That  women  for  coaches  are  marry'd, 

I'm  not  fuch  a  child  bur  I  know. 
But  if  the  poor  crippled  elf 

In  coach  be  not  able  to  roam, 
Why  then  I  may  go  by  myfelf, 

And  he  may  e'en  (lay  at  home. 

Enter  BLISTER. 

Blist.  Mr.  Goodwill,  your  humble  fervant.  I 
have  rid  twelve  long  miles  in  little  more  than  an  hour. 
I  am  glad  to  fee  you  fo  well ;  I  was  afraid  by  your 
meflage— — 

Good.  That  I  had  wanted  your  advice,  I  fuppofe; 
truly,  coz,  I  fent  for  you  on  a  better  account. 
Lucy,  this  is  a  relation  of  yours,  you  have  not  k&i\ 
a  great  while,  my  coufin  Blifter,  the  apothecary. 

liUCY.  O  la !  I  hope  that  great  huge  man  is  not 
to  be  my  hufband. 

Blist.  My  coufin  is  well  grown, and  looks  healthy. 
What  apothecary  do  you  employ?  He  deals  in  good 
drugs,  I  warrant  him. 

Good,  Plain  wholefome  food  and  exercife  are  what 
fhe  deals  in. 

Blist.  Plain  wholefome  food  is  very  proper  at 
fome  time  of  the  year,  with  gentle  phyfic  between 
whiles. 

Good.  Leave  us  a  little,  my  dear  Lucy,  I  muft 
talk  with  your  coufin. 

Lucy.  Yes,  papa,  with  all  my  heart. 1  hope 

I  fhall  never  fee  that  great  thing  again.  [Exit^ 

Good.  I  believe  you  begin  to  wonder  at  my  mef- 
fage,  and  will,  perhaps,  more,  when  you  know  the 
occafion  of  it.  In  (horr,  without  more  preface,  I 
begin  to  find  myfelf  going  out  of  the  world,  and  my 

daughter 


jL24^      An  old  man  taught  Wisdom. 

daughter  very  eager  to  come  into  it.  I  have  there- 
fore refolv'd  to  fee  her  fettkd  without  farther  delay. 
I  am  far  from  thinking  vafl;  wealth  neceffary  to  hap- 
pinefs :  wherefore,  as  1  can  give  her  a  fufficient  com- 
petency, I  am  determined  to  marry  her  to  one  of  my 
own  relations.  It  will  pleafe  me,  that  the  fruits 
of  my  labours  fhould  not  go  out  of  the  family.  I 
have  fent  to  feveral  of  my  kinfmen,  of  whom  Ihe 
ihall  take  her  choice ;  and  as  you  are  the  firft  here, 
if  you  like  my  propofal,  you  fhall  make  the  firft  ap- 
plication. 

Blist.  With  all  my  heart,  coufin  ;  and  I  am  very 
much  oblig'd  to  you.  Your  daughter  feems  an 
agreeable  young  woman,  and  I  have  no  averfion  to 
marriage.  But  pray,  why  do  you  think  yourfelf  going 
out  of  the  world  ?  Proper  care  might  continue  you  in 
it  a  confiderable  while.     Let  me  feel  your  pulfe. 

Good.  To  oblige  youj  tho'  I  am  in  very  good 
health. 

Blist.  A  little  feverifli. 1  would  advife  you 

to  lofe  a  little  blood,  and  take  an  emulfion,  with  a 
gentle  emetic  and  cathartic. 

Good.  No,  no,  I  will  lend  my  daughter  to  you; 
but  pray  keep  your  phyfic  to  yourfelf,  dear  coufin. 

[Exit. 

Blist.  This  man  is  near  feventy,  and,  I  have 
heard,  never  took  any  phyfic  in. his  life;  and  yet  he 
looks  2s  vveli  as  if  he  had  been  under  the  do6lor's 
hands  all  his  lifetime.  'Tis  ftrange;  but  if  I  marry 
his  daughter,  the  fooner  he  dies,  the  better.  It  is 
an  odd  whim  of  his  to  marry  her  in  this  manner; 

but  he  is  very  rich,  and  fo,  fo  much  the  better. 

What  a  ftrange  dowdy  'tis !  No  matter,  her  fortune 
is  never  the  v/orfe. 


AI  R 
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AIR    III.     Round,  round  the  mill. 

In  women  we  beauty  or  wit  may  admire; 

Sing  Trol,  lerol : 
But  fure  as  we  have  them,  as  furely  they'll  tire; 

Oh  ho,  will  they  fo  ? 

Abroad  for  thcfe  dainties  the  wife  therefore  roam. 

Sing  Trol,  lerol : 
And  frugally  keep  but  a  plain  diih  at  home; 

Oh  ho,  do  they  fo  ? 

Who  marries  a  beauty,  muft  hate  her  when  old; 

Sing  Trol,  lerol : 
But  the  older  it  grows,  the  more  precious  the  gold. 

Oh. ho,  is  it  fo  ? 

Enter  LUCY. 

Oh  !  here  comes  my  miilrefs :  what  a  pox  fhall  I  fay 
to  her  ?  I  never  made  love  in  my  life. 

Lucy.  Papa  has  fent  me  hither;  but  if  it  was  not 
for  fear  of  a  boarding-fchool,  I  am  fure  I  would  not 
have  come :  but  they  fay  I  fhall  be  whipt  there, 
and  a  hufband  can't  wnip  me,  let  me  do  what  I  will ; 
that's  one  good  thirg. 

Bx.iST.  Won't  you  pleafe  to  fit  down,  coufin  ? 

Lucy.  Yesj  thank  you.  Sir. — Since  I  muft  ftay 
with  you,  I  m  .y  as  well  fit  down  as  not.  \_Jfide, 
'    Blist.  Pi'ay,  c.jfin,  how  do  you  find  yourfelf  ? 

Lucy.  Find  myfelf  ? 

Blist.  Yes,  how  do  you  do  ?  Let  me  feel  your 
piilfe.     How  do  you  fleep  o'nights  ? 

Lucy.  How?  why  upon  my  back,  generally. 

Blist.  But  I  mean,  do  you  Deep  without  inter- 
ruption ?  Are  you  not  reftlefs  ? 

Lucy.  I  tumble  and  tofs  a  good  deal  fometimes. 

Blist.  Hum  !  Pray  how  long  do  you  ufuaily 
fleep  ? 

Lucy. 
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Lucy.  About  ten  or  eleven  hours. 

Blist.  Is  your  ftomach  good  ?  Do  you  eat  with 
an  appetite  ?  How  often  do  you  find  in  a  day  any 
inclination  to  eat  ? 

Lucy.  Why,  a  good  many  tinnes ;  but  I  don't 
eat  a  great  deal,  unlefs  it  be  atbrcakfaft,  dinner,  and 
fupper,  and  afternoon's  nunchion. 

Blist.  Hum  !  I  find  you  have  at  prefent  no  abfo- 
lute  need  of  an  apothecary. 

Lucv.  I  am  glad  to  hear  thatj  I  wifli  he  was 
gone  with  all  my  heart. 

Blist.  I  fuppofe,  coufin,  your  father  has  men- 
tioned to  you  the  affair  I  am  come  uponj  may  I  hope 
you  will  comply  with  hinfi,  in  making  me  the  hap- 
pieft  man  upon  earth  ? 

Lucy.  You  need  not  afk  me;  you  know  I  mufl 
do  what  he  bids  me. 

Blist.  May  I  then  hope  you  will  make  me  your 
hufband  ? 

Lucy.  I  muft  do  what  he'll  have  me. 

Blist.  What  makes  you  cry,  Mifs  !  Pray  tell  mc 
what  is  the  matter. 

Lucy.  No,  you  will  be  angry  with  me,  if  I  tell 
you. 

Blist.  I  angry  !  it  is  not  in  my  power,  I  can*t  be 
angry  with  you  !  I  am  to  be  afraid  of  your  anger, 
not  you  of  mine  i  I  muft  not  be  angry  with  you, 
whatever  you  do. 

Lucy.  What,  mull  not  you  be  angry,  let  mc  do 
what  1  will  ? 

Blist.  No,  my  dear. 

Lucy.  Why  then,  by  Goles !  I  will  tell  you 
I  hate  you,  and  I  can't  abide  you. 

Blist.  What  have  I  done  to  deferve  your  hate  ? 

Lucy.  You  have  done  nothing;  but  you  are  fuch 
a  great  ugly  tiling,  I  can't  bear  to  look  at  you  ;  and 
if  my  papa  was  to  lock  me  up  for  a  twelvemonth,  I 
Ihould  hate  you  ftill, 

Blist> 
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Blist.  Did  you  not  tell  mejuft  now,  you  wou'd 
make  me  your  hufband  ? 

Lucy,  Yes,  To  I  will  for  all  that. 

AIR    IV.    Now  ponder  well,  &c. 

Ah,  be  not  angry,  good  dear  Sir, 

Nor  do  not  tell  papa  j 
For  tho'  I  can't  abide  you,  Sir, 

I'll  marry  you O  la  ! 

'  Blist.  Well,  my  dear,  if  you  can't  abide  me,  I 
can't  help  that,  nor  you  can't  help  itj  and  if  you 
will  not  tell  your  father,  I  aflure  you  I  will  notj  be- 
fides,  my  dear,  as  for  liking  me,  do  not  give  yourfelf 
any  trouble  about  that,  it  is  the  very  beft  reafon  for 
marrying  me  j  no  lady  now  marries  any  one  but 
whom  Ihe  hates;  hating  one  another  is  the  chief  end 
of  matrimony.  It  is  what  moft  couples  do  before 
they  are  marry'd,  and  all  after  it.  I  fancy  you  have 
not  a  right  notion  of  a  marry'd  life.  I  fuppofc  you 
imagine  we  are  to  be  fond,  and  kifs,  and  hug  one 
another  as  long  as  we  live. 

Lucy.  Why,  an't  we  ? 

Blist.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  an't  we !  no  !  How  ignorant 
it  is  !  [AJide,"]  Marrying  is  nothing  but  living  in  the 
fame  houfe  together,  and  going  by  the  fame  namej 
while  I  am  following  my  bufinefs,  you  will  be  fol- 
lowing your  pleafure ;  fo  that  we  Ihall  rarely  meet 
but  at  meals,  and  then  we  are  to  fit  at  oppofite  ends 
of  the  table,  and  make  faces  at  each  other. 

Lucy.  I  (hall  like  that  prodigioufly. Ah,  but 

there  is  one  thing  tho' an't  we  to  lie  together? 

Blist.  A  fortnight,  no  longer. 

Lucy.  A  fortnight !  that's  a  long  time :  but  it 
will  be  over. 

Blist.  Ay,  and  then  you  may  have  any  one  elfe. 

Lucy.  May  I  ?  then  I'll   have  Mr.  Thomas,  by 

Goles  i  why  this  is  pure  j  la  !  they  told  me  other  fto- 

$  ries. 
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TICS.  I  thought  when  I  had  been  nriarry'c,  I  muft 
never  have  liked  any  one  but  my  hu/band,  and  that 
if  I  fhou'd,  he  wou'd  kill  nne ;  but  i  thought  one 
thing  tho'  with  myfelf,  that  I  cou'd  like  another  man 
without  letting  him  know  it,  and  then  a  -  g  for  him. 

Blist-.  Ay,  ay,  they  tell  children  ftrange  ftories; 
I  warrant  they  have  told  you,  you  mud  be  governed 
by  your  hiifband. 

Lucy.  My  papa  tells  me  fo. 

Blist.  But  all  the  married  women  in  England 
will  tell  you  another  flory. 

Lucy.  So  they  have  already,  for  they  fay  I  mufl 
not  be  govern'd  by  a  hufbandj  and  they  fay  another 
thing  too,  that  you  will  tell  me  one  llory  beifore  mar- 
riage, and  another  afterwards,  for  that  marriage  al- 
ters a  man  prodigioufly. 

Blist.  No,  child,  I  lliall  be  juft:  the  fame  creature 
1  am  now,  unlefs  in  one  circumftancej  I  Ihall  have  a 
huge  pair  of  horns  upon  my  head, 

Lucy.  Shall  you  !  that's  pure,  ha,  ha,  what  a. 
comical  figure  you  will  make  !  but  how  will  you 
make  *em  grow  ? 

Blist.  It  is  you  that  will  make  'em  grow. 

Lucy.  Shall  I  ?  by  Goles  !  then  I'll  do't  as  foon 
as  ever  I  can  -,  for  I  long  to  fee  'em  !  do,  tell  me 
how  I  fhall  do  it. 

Blist.  Every  other  man  you  kifs,  I  Ihall  have  a 
pair  of  horns  grow. 

Lucy.  By  Goles,  then,  you  fliall  have  horns 
enough  j  but  1  fancy  you  arc  joking  now. 

AIR   V.     Buff-coat. 

Ah,  Sir !  I  guefs 
You  are  a  fibbing  creature. 
Blist.      Becaufe,  dear  Mifs, 

You  know  not  human  nature. 
Lucy.      Marry 'd  men,  I'll  be  fworn, 
I  have  feen  without  horn. 

Blist. 
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Blist.      Ah  child  !  you  wane  art  to  unlock  it : 
The  fecret  here  lies. 
Men  now  are  fo  wile. 
To  carry  their  horns  in  their  pocket. 

Lucy.  But  you  fhall  wear  yours  on  your  liead,  for 
I  Ihall  like  'em  better  than  any  other  thing  about  you. 

Blist.  Well  then,  Mifs,  I  may  depend  upon  you. 

Lucy.   And  may  I  depend  upon  you  ? 

Blist.  Yes,  my  dear. 

Lucy.  Ah,  but  don't  call  me  fo  -,  I  hate  you 
Ihould  call  me  fo. 

Blist,  Oh  child,  aU  married  people  call  one  an- 
other My  Dear,  let  'em  hate  one  another  as  Qiuch  as 
they  will. 

Lucy.  Do  they  ?  Well  then,  my  dear Hum, 

I  think,  there  is  not  any  great  matter  in  the  word, 
neither. 

Blist.  Why,  amongft  your  fine  gentry,  there  is 
fcarce  any  meaning  in  any  thing  they  fay.  Well,  I'll 
go  to  your  papa  and  tell  him  we  have  agreed  upon 
matters,  and  have  the  wedding  Inilantly. 

Lucy.  The  fooner  the  better. 

Blist.  Your  fervant,  my  pretty  dear.  \^Ex!t. 

Lucy.  Your  fervant,  my  dear.  Nafty,  greafy, 
ugly  fellow.  Well,  marriage  is  a  charming  thing 
tho'  j  I  long  to  be  married  more  than  ever  I  did  for 
any  thing  in  my  life ;  fince  I  am  to  govern,  I'll  war- 
rant  I'll   do  it  purely.     By  Goles,  I'll   make  him 

know  yjho  is  at  honie. Let  me  fee,  I'll  pradife 

a  little.  Suppofe  that  chair  was  my  hufband  ;  and, 
*icod  !  by  all  I  can  find,  a  chair  is  as  proper  for  a 
hufband  as  any  thing  elfej  now  fays  my  hufoand  to 
me,  "  How  do  you  do,  my  dear  ?"  Lard  !  my  dear  ? 
I  don't  know  how  I  do  1  not  the  better  for  you. 
"  Pray,  my  dear,  let  us  dine  early  to-day."  In- 
deed, my  dear,  I  can't. "  Do  you  intend  to  go 

"  abroad  to-day  ?"  No,  my  dear  !  "  Tlien  you  will 
''  ilay  at  home :"  No,  my  dear !  '«  Shall  we  ride  out  ?" 

Vol.  III.  K  No, 
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No,  my  dear.     *'  Shall  we  go  a  vifiting  ?"  No,  my 

dear. 1  will  never  do  any  thing  i  am  bid,  that 

I  am  refolv'd  ;  and  then  Mr.  Thomas,  O  good  !  1 
am  out  of  my  wits. 

A  I  R    VI.     Befiy  Bell. 

La !  what  Twinging  lies  fome  people  will  tell  I 

I  thought  when  another  I'd  wedded, 
I  mud  have  bid  poor  Mr.  Thomas  farewell. 

And  none  but  my  hufband  have  bedded. 
But  I  find  I'm  deceiv'd,  for  as  Michaelmas  day 

Is  ftill  the  forerunner  of  Lammas  ; 
So  wedding  another,  is  but  the  right  way 

To  come  at  my  dear  Mr.  Thomas, 

Ente?'  COUPEE. 

Heyday!  what  fine  gentleman  is  this? 

Coup.  Coufin,  your  moft;  obedient  and  devoted 
humble  fervant. 

Lucy.  I  find  this  is  one  of  your  fine  gentry,  by 
his  not  having  any  meaning  in  his  words.        [_J/tde, 

Coup.  I  have  not  the  honour  to  be  known  to  you, 
coufin  ;  but  your  father  has  been  fo  kind  to  give  me 
admiflion  to  your  fair  hands. 

Lucy.  O  Gemini  Cancer !  what  a  fine  charmjng 
man  this  is  ? 

Coup.  My  name,  Madam,  is  Coupee,  and  I  have 
the  honour  to  be  a  dancing-mafter. 

Lucy.  And  are  you  come  to  teach  me  to  dance? 

Coup.  Yes,  my  dear,  I  am  come  to  teach  you  a 
very  pretty  dan^e ;  did  you  never  learn  to  dance  ? 

Lucy.  No,  Sir,  not  I ;  only  Mr.  Thomas  taught 
me  one,  two,  three. 

Coup.  That  is  a  very  great  fault  in  your  educa- 
tion, and  it  will  be  a  great  happinels  for  you  to  amend 
it,  by  having  a  dancing- matter  for  your  hufband. 

Lucy.  Yes,  Sir,  but  I  am  not  to  have  adancing- 
mafier;  my  papa  fays,  I  am  to  have  a  nafty  {linking 
apothecary. 

Coup. 
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Coup.  Your  papa  fays !  What  fignifies  what  your 
papa  fays  ? 

Lucy.  What,  muft  I  not  mind  what  my  papa  fays  ? 

Coup.  No,  no,  you  are  to  follow  your  own  incli- 
nations.— I  t'link,  if  file  has  any  eyes,  I  may  venture 
to  truft  'em.  \_4/ide  ]  Your  father  is  a  very  comical 
queer  old  fellow,  a  very  odd  kind  of  a  filly  fellow, 
and  you  ought  to  laugh  at  him.  I  afl<:  pardon  tho', 
for  my  freedom. 

Lucy.  You  need  not  afk  my  pardon,  for  I  am 
not  at  all  angry  j  for,  between  you  and  I,  I  think 
him  as  odd,  queer  a  fellow  as  you  can  do  for  your 
life.     I  hope  you  won't  tell  him  what  I  fay. 

Coup.  I  tell  him  !  I  hate  him  for  his  barbarous 
ufage  of  you  j  to  lock  up  a  young  lady  of  beauty, 
wic  and  fpirit,  without  ever  fuffering  her  to  learn  to 
dance  !  Why,  Madam,  not  learning  to  dance,  is  ab- 
folute  ruin  to  a  young  lady.  I  fuppole  he  took  care 
enough  you  fhou'd  learn  to  read. 

Lucy.  Yes,  I  can  read  very  well,  and  fpell  too. 

Coup.  Ay,  there  it  is  $  why  now,  that's  more 
than  I  can  do.  All  parents  take  care  to  iniirud  their 
children  in  low  mechanical  things,  while  the  genteel 
fciences  are  neglefted.  Forgive  me.  Madam,  at 
leaf!,  if  I  throw  myfelf  at  your  feet,  and  vov/  never 
to  rife  till  lifted  up  with  the  elevating  fire  of  your 
fmiles. 

Lucy.  Lard,  Sir  !  I  don't  know  what  to  fay  to 
thefe  fine  things. He's  a  pure  man.  \_Afule. 

Coup.  Might  1  hope  to  obtain  the  lead  fpark  of 
your  love ;  the  leafl  fpark,  Madam,  would  blow  up 
a  fiame  in  me,  that  nothing  ever  cou'd  quench.  O 
hide  thofe  lovely  eyes,  nor  dart  their  fiery  rays  upon 

me,  left  I  am  confumed. Shall  I  hope  you  will 

think  of  me  ? 

Lucy.  1  will  think  of  you  more  than  1  will  let 
you  know.  \_A/ide, 

Coup.  Will  you  not  anfwer  me  ? 

Lucy.  La !  you  make  me  blufn  fo,  I  know  not 
what  to  fay. 

K  2  Coup., 
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Coup*  Ay,  that  is  from  not  having  learnt  to  dance ; 
a  dancing-mafter  would  have  curM  her  of  that.  Lee 
ine  teach  you  what  to  fay,  that  I  may  hope  you  will 
condefcend  to  make  me  your  hufband, 

Lucy.  No,  I  won't  fay  that  i  but - 

AIR    VIL     Tweed-fide. 

O  prefs  me  not.  Sir,  to  be  wife 
To  a  man  whom  I  never  can  hate  ; 

So  fweet  a  fine  genileman's  life, 

Shou'd  ne'er  be  four'd  v.ith  that  fate. 

But  foon  as  I  marry'd  have  been. 
Ungrateful  I  will  not  be  nam'd ; 

Oh  ftay  but  a  fortnight,   and  then. 

And  then  you  fliall Oh,  I'm  afiiani'd. 

Coup.  A  fortnight !  bid  uie  live  to  the  age  of— — 

of Mr.  What's-his-name,  the  oldelt  man   that 

ever  liv'd  ;  live  a  fortnight  after  you  are  marry'd  ! 
No,  unlefs  you  refolve  to  have  me,  I  will  rcfolve  to 
put  an  end  to  myfclf. 

Lucy.  O  do  not  do  that.  But  indeed  I  can  never 
hate  you  ;  and  the  apothecary  fays,  no  woman  marries 
any  man  fhe  does  not  hate. 

Coup.  Ka,  ha,  ha  !  fuch  mean  fellows  as  thofe 
every  fine  lady  mud  hatej  but  when  they  marry  fine 
gentlemen,  they  love  them  as  long  as  they  live. 

Lucy.  O  but  1  would  not  have  you  think  I  love 
you.  I  afllire  you,  I  don't  love  you  :  I  have  been 
told  1  muft  not  tell  any  man  I  love  him.  1  don't  love 
you  ;  indeed,  1  don't. 

Coup.  But  mav  I  not  hope  you  will  ? 

Lucy.  Lard,  Sir,  I  can't  help  what  you  hope  ;  it 
is  equal  to  me  what  you  hope.  Mifs  Jenny  fays,  I 
muft  always  give  myfelf  airs  to  a  man  1  like.   [J/ide. 

Coup.  Hope,  Madam,  at  lealt,  you  may  allow 
me  i  the  cruelleft  of  your  fex,  the  greatcft  tyrants 
deny  not  hope. 

Lucy, 
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Lucy.  No,  I  won't  give  you  the  Icaft  crumb  of 

hope. Hope,  indeed!  what  do  you  take  me  for? 

I'll  afTure  you  !  No,  I  would  not  give  you  the  leaft 
bit  of  hope,  tho'  I  was  to  fee  you  die  before  my  face. 
— It  is  a  pure  thing  to  give  one's  felf  airs.     [/7/Ide. 

Coup.  Since  nothing  but  my  death  will  content 
you,  yoii  fhall  be  fatisfy'd,  even  at  that  price.  [Pulls 
out  his  kitt.']  Ha  !  curfed  fate!  I  have  no  other  in- 
ftrument  of  death  about  me  than  a  fword,  which 
won't  draw.  But  I  have  thought  of  a  way  :  within 
the  orchard  there  is  an  apple-tree  ;  there,  there.  Ma- 
dam !  you  fhall  lee  me  hanging  by  the  neck. 

There  Hiall  you  fee  your  dancing-mafler  die  ; 
As  Bateman  hang'd  for  love e'en  ^o  will  L 

Lucy.  O   itay  1 La,  Sir!  you're  lb  hady. — 

Mufti  tell  you  the  firft  time  I  fee  you  ?  Mifs  Jenny 
Fiantit  has  been  courted  thefe  two  years  by  haif  a 
dozen  men,  and  nobody  knows  which  flie'll  have  yet: 
and  muft  not  f  be  courted  at  all  ?  I  will  be  courted, 
indeed  fo  I  will. 

Coup.  And  fo  you  fliall ;  I  will  court  you  after  Vv'e 
are  m.arried. 

Lucy.  But  will  you,  indeed  ? 

Coup.  Yes,  indeed  ;  but  if  I  iliould  not,  there  are 
others  enough  that  wou'd. 

Lucy.   But  1  did  not  think  married  women  had 
eer  been  courted  tho*. 

Coup.  That's  all  owing  to  your  not  learning  to 
dance  !  Why  there  are  abundance  of  v/omen  who 
marry  for  no  other  reafon  j  as  there  are  feveral  men 
who  never  court  any  but  married  women. 

Lucy.  AVeJl,  then,  I  don't  much  care  if  I  do 
marry  you.  Bur,  hold  i  there  is  one  thing,  but  that 
does  not  much  fignify. 

Coup.  What  is  it,  my  dear? 

Lucy.  Only  I  promis'd  the  apothecary  juft  now; 
that's  all. 

Coup.  Well,  fliall  I  fly  then,  and  put  every  thing 
in  readinefs  ? 

K  3  Lucy. 
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.    Lucy.  Ay,  do  j  I'm  ready. 

Coup.  One  kifs  before  I  go,  my  dearefl:  angel  ! 
And  now  one.  two,  three,  and  away.  [Exif. 

Lucy.  Oh,  dear  Tweet  man  !  He's  as  handfome  as 
an  angel,  and  as  fine  as  a  lord.  He  is  haiidfomer 
than  Mr.  Thomas,  and,  'icod,  almoft  as  well  dreft. 
1  fee  now  why  my  father  wou'd  never  let  me  learn 
to  dance.  For,  by  Golcs !  if  all  daiicing-mafters  be 
fuch  fine  men  as  this,  I  wonder  every  woman  does 
not  dance  away  with  one.  O  la  !  now  I  think  on't, 
he  pull'd  out  his  fiddling  thing,  and  I  did  no:  afk  him 

to  play  a  tune  upon't. But  when  we  are  married, 

I'll  make  him  play  up»;n'r  j  'icod,  he  ihall  teach  me 

to  dance  too. He  fhall  phiy,  and  I'll  dance ;  that 

will  be  pura.     O  la  !  what's  here  ?  Another  beau  ? 

Enter  QUAVER. 

QuAV.  Madam,  your  fervant.  I  fuppofe  my 
coufin  Goodwill  has  told  you  of  the  happinefs  he  de- 
figns  me. 

Lucy.  No,  Sir,  my  papa  has  not  told  me  any 
thing  about  you.     Who  are  you,  pray  ? 

QuAV.  I  have  the  honour  of  being  a  diftant  re- 
lation of  yours,  and  I  hope  to  be  a  nearer  one.  My 
name  is  Quaver,  Madam  :  I  have  the  honour  to 
teach  fome  of  the  firft  quality  to  fing. 

Lucy.  And  are  you  come  to  teach  me  to  fing  ? 

QuAV.  I  like  her  defirc  to  learn  to  fing  j  it  is  a 
proof '''fan  excellent  underflanding.  \_/1fuie. 

Yes,  Madam,  I  will  be  proud  to  teach  you  any  thing 
in  my  power ;  and  do  believe  I  (hall  not  yield  to  any 
one  in  the  fcience  of  finging. 

Lucy.  Well,  and  I  (hall  be  glad  to  learn ;  for  I 
have  been  tokl  I  have  a  tolerable  voice,  only  I  don't 
know  the  notes. 

QuAv.  That,  Madam,  may  be  acquired;  a  voice 
cannot.  A  voice  muft  be  the  gift  of  nature  ;  and 
it  is  the  greatell  gift  nature  can  beftow.     All  other 

perfedtioDSj 
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perfections,  without  a  voice,  are  nothing  at  all.  Mufic 
is  allow'd  by  all  wife  men  to  be  the  nobleft  of  the 
fciences:  whoever  knows  mufic,  knows  every  thing. 

Lucy.  Come  then,  begin  to  teach  me  -,  for  I  long 
to  learn. 

QuAV.  Hereafter  I  fhall  have  time  enough.  But 
at  prefent  I  have  Ibmething  of  a  different  nature  to 
fay  to  you. 

Lucy.  What  have  you  to  fay  ? 

A I  R    VIII.     Dimi  Caro. 

Deareft  charmer ! 
Will  you  then  bid  me  tell 
What  you  difcern  lo  well. 
By  my  expiring  fighs. 

My  doating  eyes, 

Mv  doating  eyes  ? 
Look  thro'  th'  inttrudive  grove. 
Each  objefl  prompts  to  love  j 
See  how  the  turtles  play  j 
Each  objed:  prompts  to  love  ; 
All  nature  tells  you  what  I'd  fay, 

Lucy.  O  charming  !  deligiitful ! 

QuAV.  May  1  hope  you'll  grant 

Lucy.   Another  long,  and  I'll  do  any  thing. 

QuAV.  Deareft  creature. 
Pride  of  nature  ! 
All  your  glances 
Give  me  trances. 
Deareft,  &c. 

Lucy.  Oh,  I  melt,  I  faint,  I  fv/oon,  I  die  ! 
QuAV.  May  I  hope  you'll   be  mine? 
Lucy.  Will  you  charm  me  fo  every  day  ? 
Quay.  And  every  night  too,  my  angel. 

K  4  Emer 
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Enter  COUPEE. 

Coup.  Keyday  !  what  do  I  fee?  my  mi  ft  re  fs  in 
another  man's  arms  ?  Sir,  will  you  do  me  the  favour 
to  tell  me  what  bufinefs  you  have  with  that  lady  ? 

QuAV.  Pray,  Sir,  be  fo  good  as  to  tell  me  what 
bufinefs  you  haveto  afk. 

Coup.  Sir  I 

QuAV.  Sir  ! 

CobP.  Sir,  this  lady  is  my  miftrefs. 

QuAV.  I  beg  to  be  excus'd  for  that.  Sir. 

Coup.  Sir  1 

QuAV.  Sir  1 

AIR    IX.     Of  all  the  fimple,  &c. 

Coup.  Excufe  me.  Sir  j  zounds,  what  d'ye  mean  ? 

I  hope  you  don't  give  me  the  lie. 
QuAV.  Sir,  you  miftake  mc  quite  and  clean  j 

Indeed,  good  Sir,  not  I. 
Coup.  Zounds,  Sir,  if  you  had,  I'd  been  mad; 

But  I'm  very  giad  that  you  don't. 
QuAV.  Do  you  challenge  me,  Sir  ? 
Coup.  Not  1,  indeed.  Sir. 
QuAV.     Indeed,  Sir,  I'm  very  glad  on'r. 

Lucy.  Pray,  gentlemen,  what's  the  matter  ?  I  be- 
feech  you,  fpeak  to  me,  one  of  you. 

Coup.  Have  I  not  reafon  ?  Did  I  not  find  you  in 
his  arms  ? 

QuAv.  And  have  I  not  reafon?  Did  he  not  fay 
you  was  his  miftrefs,  to  my  face  ? 

A  I  R    X.     Molly  Mog. 

Lucy.      Did  mortal  e'er  fee  two  fuch  fools  ? 

For  nothing  they're  going  to  fightj 
I  begin  to  find  men  are  but  tools. 
And  both  with  a  whifper  I'll  bite. 

With 
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Wich  you  I  am  ready  to  go,  Sir ; 
I'll  give  t'other  fool  a  rebuff. 

[To  Coupee. 
Stay  you  but  a  fortnight,  or  fo,  Sir, 
1  warrant  I'll  grant  you  enough. 

iTo  Quaver. 
QuAV.  Damnation  ! 
Coup,  Hell  and  confufion  ! 
.  [Tbey  dra^jD  i  Lucy  ru?ts  out. 

Enter  BLISTER. 

Elist.  For  Heaven's  fake,  gentlemen,  what's  the 
"matter  ?  I  profefs  I  am  afraid  you  are  both  diforder'd. 
Pray,  Sir,  give  me  leave  to  feel  your  pulfe  :  I  wifh 
you  are  not  light-headed  ! 

Coup.  What  is  it  to  you.  Sir,  what  I  am  ? 

QuAV.  How  dare  you  interfere  between  gentle- 
men, firrah  ? 

Coup.  I  have  a  great  mind  to  break  my  fword 
about  your  head,  you  dog  ! 

QuAV.  I  have  a  great  miind  to  run  you  through 
the  body,  you  rafcal  ! 

Coup.  Do  you  know  who  we  are  ? 

QuAV.  Ay,  ay,  do  you  know  whom  you  have  to 
do  with  ? 

Blist.  Dear  gentlemicn  j  pray,  gentlemen. 1 

wifh  I  had  nothing  to  do  with  you  ;  I  meant  no 
harm. 

Coup.  So  much  the  worfe,  firrah  i  fo  much  the 
worfe. 

QuAV.  Doyou  knov/  what  it  is  to  angergentlemen  ? 

Enter  GOODWILL. 

Good.  Heyday  1  what  are  you  fencing  here,  gen- 
tlemen ? 

Blist.  Fencing,  quotha  ?  They  have  almoft 
fenced  me  out  of  my  fenfes,  I  am  fure. 

Coup.  1  (hall  take  another  time. 

QuAV.  And  fo  Ihall  I. 

Good. 
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Good.  I  hope  there  is  no  anger  between  you.  You 
are  nearer  relations  than  you  imagine  to  each  other.— 
Mr.  Quaver,  you  Was  fent  out  of  England  young  ; 
and  you,  Mr.  Coupee,  have  liv'd  all  your  lifetime 
in  London ;  but  I  afilire  you,  you  are  coufin-gernians. 
Let  me  introduce  you  to  each  other. 

Coup.  Dear  coufin  Quaver. 

QuAv.  Dear  coufin  Coupee. 

Blist.  It's  but  a  blow  and  a  kifs  with  thefefparks, 
I  find. 

Coup.  I  thought  there  was  fomething  about  him 
I  cou'd  not  hurt. 

Good.  Here  is  another  relation  too,  whom  you  do 
not  know.  This  is  Mr.  Blifter,  fon  to  your  uncle 
Elifter  the  apothecary. 

Coup.  I  hope  you  will  excufe  our  ignorance. 

Blist.  Yes,  coufin,  with  all  my  heart,  fince  there 
is  no  harm  come  on't  j  but  if  you  will  take  my  ad- 
vice, you  fball  both  immediately  lofe  fome  blood, 
and  1  will  order  each  of  you  a  gentle  purge. 

Enier  WORMWOOD. 

Worm.  Your  fervant,  coufin  Goodwill.  How  do 
you  do,  Mafter  Coupee  ?  How  do  you  do,  Mailer 
Blifter?  The  roads  are  very  dirty  i  but  I  obey  your 
fummons,  you  fee. 

Good.  Mr.  Quaver,  this  is  your  coufin  Worm- 
wood, the  attorney. 

Worm.  I  am  very  glad  to  fee  you.  Sir.  I  fup- 
pofe  by  fo  many  of  our  relations  being  aflembled, 
this  is  a  family  lawfuit  I  am  come  upon.  1  fliall  be 
glad  to  have  my  inftrudions  as  foon  as  polTible  ;  for 
I  muft  carry  away  fome  of  your  neighbours  goods 
with  executions  by  and  by. 

Good.  1  fent  for  you  on  the  account  of  no  law- 
fuit this  time.  In  fhort,  I  have  refolv'd  to  difpofe 
of  my  daughter  to  one  of  my  relations:  if  you  like 
her,  coufin  Wormwood,  with  io,oool.  and  you 
Ihould  happen  to  be  her  choice 

Blist, 
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Blist.  That's  impoiriblei  for  fhe  has  promis'd 
me  already. 

Coup.  And  me. 

Qtav.  And  me. 

Worm.  How!  has  fiie  promis'd  three  of  you? 
Why  then  the  two  that  mifs  her  will  have  very  good 
actions  againd  him  that  has  her. 

Good.  Her  own  choice  muft  determine;  and  if 
that  fall  on  you,  Mr.  Blifter,  I  muH:  infift  on  your 
leaving  off  your  trade,  and  living  here  with  me. 

B.MST.  No,  Sir,  I  cannot  conlent  to  leave  off  my 
trade. 

Good.  Pray,  gentlemen,  is  not  the  requefl:  rea- 
fonable  ? 

All. -Oh,  certainly,  certainly. 

Coup.  Ten  thoufand  pounds  to  an  apothecary, 
indeed ! 

QuAV.  Not  leave  off  his  trade  ? 

Coup.  If  I  had  been  an  apothecary,  I  believe  I 
fhou'd  not  have  made  many  words. 

Good.  I  dare  fwear  you  will  not,  coufin,  if  fhc 
Jhou'd  make  choice  of  you. 

Coup.  There  is  fome  difference  tho'  between  us: 
mine  is  a  genteel  profefTion,  and  I  fhali  not  leave  it 
off  on  any  account. 

Good.  I'll  be  judg'd  by  Mr,  Quaver  here,  who 
has  been  abroad  and  i'een  the  world. 

QuAV.  Very  realbnable,  very  reafonable — This 
man,  I  fee,  has  excellent  fenfe,  and  can  diftinguifli 
between  arts  and  iciences. 

Good.  I  am  confident  it  would  not  be  eafy  to  pre- 
vail on  you  to  continue  the  ridiculous  art  of  teaching 
people  to  fing. 

QuAv.  Ridiculous^  art  of  teaching  to  fing !  Do 
you  call  mufic  an  art,  which  is  the  nobleft  of  all 
icienccs  ?  I  thought  you  a  man  of  fenfe,  but  I  find — 

Coup.  And  I  find  too. 

Blist.  And  fo  do  I. 

3  Worm, 
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Worm.  Well,  it  is  furprifing  that  men  fnould  be 
fuch  fools,  that  they  Ihou'd  hefitate  at  leaving  off 
their  profeffions  for  io,oool. 

Good.  Coufin  Wornawood,  you  will  leave  off  your 
practice,  I'nn  fure. 

Worm.  Indeed,  Sir,  but  I  will  nor.  I  hope  you 
don't  put  me  upon  a  footing  with  fiddlers  and  dan- 
cing-mafters.  No  man  need  be  afham'd  of  marrying 
his  daughter  to  a  praftitioner  of  the  law.  What 
wou'd  you  do  without  lawyers  ?  Who'd  know  his 
own  property  ? 

Blist.  Or  without  phyHcians,  who'd  know  when 
he  was  well  ? 

Coup.  If  it  was  not  for  dancing-mafters,  men 
might  as  well  walk  upon  their  heads  as  their  heels. 

QuAV.  And  if  it  was  not  for  finging-mallers,  they 
might  as  well  have  been  all  born  dumb. 

Good.  Ha!  confuOon !  wliat  do  I  lee!  my 
daughter  in  the  hands  of  that  fellow  ! 

Enur  LUCY  timi  Mr.  THOMAS. 

Lucy.  Pray_,  papa,  give  me  your  blcffing  ;  I  hope 
you  won't  be  angry  with  me,  but  I  am  married  to 
Mr.  Thomas. 

Good.  Oh  Lucy,  Lucy  !  is  this  the  return  you 
make  to  my  fatherly  fondnefs  ? 

Lucy.  Dear  papa,  forgive  me,  I  won't  do  lb  any 

rnore. Indeed  I  fhouid  have  been  perjured  if  I 

had  not  had  him. — And  1  had  not  had  him  neither, 
but  that  he  met  me  when  I  was  frighten'd,  and  did 
not  know  what  1  did. 

Good.  To  marry  a  footman  ! 

Tho.  Why,  look  ye.  Sir,  I  am  a  footman,  'tis 
true,  but  I  have  a  good  acquaintance  in  life.  I  have 
kept  very  good  company  at  the  hazard-table  j  and 
when  I  have  other  clothes  on,  and  money  in  my 
pocket,  they  will  be  very  glad  to  fee  me  again. 

Worm. 
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Worm.  Harkye,  Mr.  Goodwill,  your  daughter 
is  an  heirefs.  1*11  put  you  in  a  way  to  profecute 
this  fellow. 

Blist.  Did  you  not  promife  nne.  Madam  ? 

Coup.  Ay,  did  you  not  promife  me,  Madam  ? 

QuAV.   And  me  too  ? 

Lucy.  You  have  none  of  vou  any  reafon  to  com- 
plain ;  if  I  did  promife  you  all,  I  promis'd  him  firll. 

Worm.  Look  ye,  genrlemen,  if  any  of  you  will 
employ  me,  I'll  undertake  we  fhall  recover  part  of 
her  fortune. 

QuAV.  If  you  had  given  your  daughter  a  good 
education,  and  let  her  learn  mufic,  Jt  wou'd  have 
put  fofter  things  into  her  head. 

Blist.  This  comes  of  your  contempt  of  phyfic. 
If  (he  had  been  kept  in  a  diet,  with  a  little  gentle 
bleeding,  and  purging,  and  vomiting,  and  bliftering, 
this  had  never  happen'd. 

Worm.  You  fhou'd  have  fent  her  to  town  a  term 
or  two,  and  taken  lodgings  for  her  near  the  Temple, 
that  (he  might  have  converfed  with  the  young  gen- 
tlemen of  the  law.  and  feen  the  world. 

AIR    XL     Bufn  of  Boon. 

Lucy.  Oh  dear  papa  !  don'r  look  fo  grum  j 

Forgive  me,  and  bre  good  : 
For  tho'  he's  not  fo  great:  as  fome. 

He  rtill  is  flcfa  and  blood. 
What  tho'  he's  not  Co  fine  as  beaus. 

In  gold  and  filver  gay  j 
Yet  he,  perhaps,  wichou:  their  clothes. 

May  have  more  charms  than  they. 

Tho.  Your  daughter  has  married  a  man  of  fomc 
learning,  and  one  who  has  ktn  a  little  of  the  world, 
and  who  by  his  love  to  her,  and  obedience  to  you, 
will  try  to  deferve  your  favours.  As  for  my  having 
worn  a  livery,  let  not  that  grieve  you  i  as  I  have  liv'd 
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in  a  great  family,  I  have  feen  that  no  one  is  refpeded 
for  what  he  is,  but  for  what  he  has  ;  the  world  pavs 
no  regard  at  prefent  to  any  thing  but  money  ;  and  if 
my  own  indiiftry  fliou'd  add  to  your  fortune,  fo  as  to 
entitle  any  of  my  pollerity  to  grandeur,  it  will  be  no 
reafon  againfl:  making  my  fon,  or  grandfon,  a  lord, 
that  his  father,  or  grandfather,  was  a  footman. 

Good.  Ha!  thou  talk'fl:  like  a  pretty  fenfible  fel- 
low, and  I  don't  know  whether  my  daughter  has  not 
made  a  better  choice,  than  fhe  cou'd  have  done 
among  her  booby  relations.  I  fliall  fulpend  my 
judgment  at  prefent,  and  pafs  it  hereafter,  according 
to  your  behaviour. 

Tho.  1  will  try  to  deferve  it  (hou'd  be  in  my 
favour. 

Worm.  I  hope,  coufin,  you  don't  expefl  I  fiiou'd 
lofe  my  time.  I  exped  fix  and  eight  pence  for  my 
journey. 

Good.  Thy  profefTion,  I  fee,  h;is  made  a  knave  of 
whom  nature  meant  a  fool.  Well,  I  am  now  con- 
vinced, 'tis  lefs  difficult  to  raife  a  fortune,  than  to  find 
one  worthy  to  inherit  it. 

A  I  R    XII.     The  Yorkfhire  ballad. 

Blister. 

Had  your  daughter  been  phyfic'd  well,  Sir,  as  flie 

ought, 
Withbleeding,andblifl.*ring,  and  vomit,  and  draught. 
This  footman  had  never  been  once  in  her  thought, 
With  his  Down,  down,  &c. 

Coupee. 

Had  pretty  Mifs  been  at  a  dancing-fchool  bred. 
Had  her  feet  but  been  taught  the  right  manner  to 

tread. 
Gad's  curfe  1  'twould  have  put  better  things  in  her 
head. 

Than  his  Down,  down,  &:c. 

Quaver. 
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QjJ  AVER. 

Had  (he  learnt,  like  fine  ladies,  inftead  of  her  prayers. 
To  languiih  and  die  at  Italian  foft  airs, 
A  footman  had  never  thus  tickled  her  ears. 
With  his  Down,  down,  &c. 

Lucy. 

You  may  phyfic,  and  mufic,  and  dancing  enhance. 
In  one  I  have  got  them  all  three  by  good  chance. 
My  doclor  he'll  be,  and  he'll  teach  me  to  dance. 
With  his  Down,  down,  &c. 

And  tho'  foft  Italians  the  ladies  controul. 
He  fwears  he  can  charm  a  fine  lady,  by  Gole  ! 
More  than  an  Italian  can  do  for  his  foul. 
With  a  Down,  dov^n,  &c. 

My  fate  then,  fpeftators,  hangs  on  your  decree  1 
I  have  brought  kind  papa  here,  at  la(t  to  agree  ; 
If  you'll  pardon  the  poet,  he  will  pardon  me. 
With  my  Down,  down,  &c. 

Let  not  a  poor  Farce  then  nice  critics  purfue. 
But  like  honeil-hearted  good-natur'd  men  do. 
And  clap  to  pleafe  us,  who  have  fwe.it  to  pleafe  you^ 
With  our  Down,  down,  ^c. 

Chorus. 
Let  not  a  poor  Farce  then,  &c. 
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^nfelii:  habitum  tcrapcris  hujus  babn.  Ovid. 


Vol.  hi. 


TO  HIS  GRACE 


CHARLES 

DUKE  OF  MARLBOROUGH, 


MY  ;LORD, 

THE  unhappy  fate  v/hich  thefe  fcenes  have  met 
withj,  mavj  to  fome,  make  my  prefumption  in 
offering  them  to  your  prote6lion,  appear  extrava- 
gant ;  but  diftrefs  puts  on  a  different  face  in  your 
■Grace's  eye,  with  v;hom  I  know  it  will  plead  in 
their  favour,  that  though  they  do  not  merit  fo  great 
a  patron,  they  at  leaft  want  him. 

To  join  the  torrent  of  fuccefs,  to  fmile  with  for- 
tiinej  and  applaud  with  the  v/orld,  are  within  the 
limits  of  an  inferior .nanrie;;  and  narrower  capacity. 
It  has  been  the  glory  of  a  duke  of  Marlborough 
to  fupport  the  fallings  to  protect  the  diftrefl,  to 
raife  a  finking  caufe,  and  (i  will  venture  on  the  ex- 
preffion)  to  diredportunej  inftead  of  being  directed 
by -her. 

But  thefe  are  laurels,  my  Lord,  which   will   to 

lateft  ages  flourifli  in  the  hiftorian,  and  the  epick 

poet.     Comedy  looks  no  farther  than  private  life, 

where  we  fee  you  acting  with  the  fame  fpirit  of  hu- 

L  2  manitv 
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manity  that  fired  your  noble  anceftor  in  publick. 
Poverty  has  imppfed  chains  on  ni^nkind  equal  with 
tyranny  i  and  your  Grace  has  fhewn  as  great  an 
eagernefs  to  deliver  men  from  the  former,  as  your 
illuftrious  grandfather  di4  to  refcue  them  from  the 
latter. 

Those  who  are  happier  than  myfelf,  in  your  in- 
timacy, will  celebrate  your  other  virtues  ;  the  fame 
of  your  humanity,  my  Lord,  reaches  at  a  diftance, 
and  it  is  a  virtue,  which  never  reigns  alone  ;  nay, 
which  feldom  enters  into  a  bread  that  is  not  rich  in 
all  other. 

I  AM  fure  I  give  a  convincing  proof,  in  how  high 
a  degree  I  am  perfuaded  you  poflefs  this  virtue, 
when  I  hope  your  pardon  for  this  prefumprion. 
Eur  I  will  trefpafs  no  farther  on  it,  than  to  aflurq 
you  that  I  am,  with  great  refpeft, 

MY  LORD, 

Your  Grace's  mofl:  obedient, 

moil:  devoted  humble  fervant. 


Buckingham-dreet, 
Feb.  12. 


HENRY   FIELDING. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

THE  cruel  ufage  this  poor  Play  hath  met  with, 
mayjudly  furprife  the  Author,  who  in  his  whole 
life  never  did  an  injury  to  any  one  perfon  living. 
What  could  incenfe  a  number  of  people  to  attack  it 
with  fuch  an  inveterate  pjejudice,  is  not  eafy  to  de- 
termine;  for  prejudice  mud  be  allowed,  be  the  Play 
good  or  bad,  when  in  is  condemn'd  unheard. 

I  HAVE  heard  that  there  are  fome  young  gentle- 
men about  this  town,  who  make  sljeft  of  damning 
Plays — but  did  they  ferioufly  confider  the  cruelty 
they  are  guilty  of  by  fuch  a  pradice,  I  believe  it 
would  prevent  them.  Every  man  who  produces  a 
Play  on  the  Stage,  muft  propofe  to  himfelf  fome  ac- 
quifition,  either  of  pleafure,  reputation,  or  profit, 
in  its  fuccefs :  for  tiiough  perhaps  he  may  receive 
fome  pleafure  from  the  firft  indulgence  of  the  itch 
of  fcribbling,  yet  the  labour  and  trouble  he  muft  un- 
dergo before  his  Play  comes  on  the  Stage,  muft  fet 
the  profpecfl  of  fome  future  reward  before  him,  or  I 
believe  he  Vv^ould  decline  the  undertaking.  If  plea- 
fure or  reputation  be  the  reward  he  propofes,  it  is 
fure  an  inexcufable  barbarity  in  any  uninjured  or 
unprovoked  perfon  to  defeat  the  happinefs  of  an- 
other :  but  if  his  views  be  of  the  laft  kind,  if  he  be 
fo  unfortunate  to  depend  on  the  fuccefs  of  his  la- 
bours for  his  bread,  he  muft  be  an  inhuman  creature 
indeed,  who  would,  out  of  fport  and  wantonnefs,  pre- 
L  3  yen? 
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vent  a  man  from  getting  a  livelihood  in  an  honefi: 
and  inoffenfive  way,  and  make  ajeft  of  ilarv-ing  him 
and  his  family. 

Authors,  whofe  works  have  been  rejefled  at  the 
theatres,  are  of  all  perfons,  they  fay,  the  moft  inve- 
terate j  but  of  all  perfons,  I  am  the  laft  they  fhoiild 
attack,  as  I  have  often  endeavoured  to  procure  t-hs 
fuccefs  of  others,  but  never  alTifted  at  the  condemn- 
ation of  any  one. 


PROLOGUE. 

Spoken  by  Mr.  Q^U  I  N. 

f^OLD  is  tF  attempt,  in  this  nice-judging  age^ 

■^  To  try  at  fame^  by  -pleafing  on  the  Jiage. 

So  eager  to  coiidemn  as  you  are  grown y 

Writing  feems  war  declared  againft.  the  town^ 

Vyhichever  way  the  Poet  feeks  applan.fe^ 

The  O  itick's  ready  fiill  to  damn  his  caufe. 

If  for  new  cbaracfers  he  hunts  abroad^ 

And  boldly  deviates  from  the  beaten  road, 

Jn  monfters  then  unnatural  he  deals ; 

If  they  are  known  and  common^  then  he  fleals^ 

If  wit  he  aims  at,  you  the  traps  can  pew. 

If  ferious ,  he  is  dull ;  if  humorous^  low. 

Some  would  maintain  one  laugh  throughout  a  play :, 

Some  would  be  grave^  ayid  bear  fine  things  away. 

How  is  it  poffble,  at  once  to  pleafe 

Tafies  fo  directly  opp'fite  as  thefe? 

Nor  be  offended  with  us  if  we  fear ^ 

From  us jome  feek  not  entertainment  here,. 

^Tis  not  the  Poet's  wit  affords  the  jefi. 

But  who  can  cat-call^  hifsy  or  wmjlle  heft. 

Can  then  anoiher^s  anguifj  give  you  joy  ? 

Or  is  it  fuch  a  triumph  to  dejiroy  ? 

tVe^  like  the  fabled frogs^  confider  thus: 

This  may  be  f port  to  you.,  but  it  is  death  to  us> 

If  any  bafe  ill-nature  we  dijclofe. 

If  private  characters  thefe  fcenes  expofe^ 

Then  we  expeci  - — for  then  we  merit  foes^ 

But  if  our  Jlrokes  be  general  and  nice. 

If  tenderly  we  laugh  ycu  out  of  vice. 

Do  not  your  native  entertainments  leave  j 

Let  us  at  leajl  our  fhare  of  jmiles  receive  : 

Nor  while  you  cenfure  us,  keep  ally  our  boons. 

For  foft  Italian  airs,  and  French  buffoons, 

L  4  Draai2tis 
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Dramatis  Perfonae. 

M  E  N. 

Mr.  MoNDis!?,  Mr.  Quin. 

Mr.  Gaylove,  Mr.  W.  Mills. 

Captain  Spark,  Mr.  Cibber. 

Sir  Simon  Raffler,  Mr.  Griffin, 

Colonel  Raffler,  Mr.  Harper. 

WOMEN. 

Lady  Raffler,  Mrs.  Butler. 

Mrs.  Raffler,  Mrs.  Heron. 

ClARINDA,  Mifs  HOLLIDAV 

SCENE,     LONDON. 
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S  C  E  N  E,    Mr.  M  O  N  D  I  S  H'j  AfartmenL 

Mr,  M  O  N  D  I  S  FT,  -with  a  Letter  in   his   Hand, 
[■peaking  to  a  Servant. 

Mo  N  D  I  S  H. 

HERE,  carry  this  Letter  to  Mrs.  Raffler. 
Serv.  Mud  I  bring  an  anfwer,  Sir? 
MoN.  Yes,    Sir,    if  you    receive  any 

l^Exit  Serv, 
And  now  let  me  read  thee  again,  thou  picture  of 
womankind.  \_Reads. 

S  r  R, 
"  I  fuppofe  you  will  be  furpriz'd  that  a  woman, 
«*  who  hath  been  guilty  of  fo  imprudent  a  pafFion, 
*'  fhou'd  fo  fuddenly  and  calmly  reclaim  it — but  I 
"  am  at  length  happily  convinc'd,  that  you  are  the 
*'  falfeft  of  mankind.  Be  alfur'd,  it  is  not  in  your 
*'  power  to  perfuade  me  any  longer  to  the  contrary 
^«  —wherefore  I  defire  that  henceforth  all  familia- 
*^  rity  may  ceafe  between  us — And  as  you  know 
**  me  fenfible  how  good  a  friend  you  are  to   Mr^. 

''  Raffler, 
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**  Raffier,  you  may  cafily  believe  the  feweft  vifiia 
*'  in  the  world,  at  this  houl'e,  will  be  welcome  to 
*'  me.     Farewel  for  ever." 

This  coldnefs  is  not  the  refentment  of  an  incenfed 
mlftrefs,  but  the  flight  of  an  indifferent  one — I  am 

fupplanted  by  fbme  other  in  her  favour Rare 

xvoman,  faith  !  the  fex  grows  fo  purely  inconftant, 
that  a  gallant  v/ill  fliortly  be  as  liccle  able  to  keep  a 
woman  to  himfelf,  as  a  hufband. 

Enter  another  Servant. 

Serv.  Sir,  Colonel  Raffier  has  fent  to  know 
■whether  you  are  at  home. 

MoN.  Yes,  yes, — his  vifit  is  opportune  enough 

1  may  likely  learn  from  him,  who  this  fuccefs- 

ful  rival  is,  by  knowing  who  has  vifitcd  his  wife 

moft  lately nay,  or   by  finding  who  is  his  chief 

favourite for  he  is  one  of  thofe   wife  men,  to 

whofe  friendfliip  you  mud  have  his  wife's  recom- 
mendation ;  and  fo  far  from  being  jealous  of  your 
lying  with  her,  that  he  is  always  fulpicious  you  don'c 
like  her. 

Emer  Colonel  RAFFLER. 

Dear  colonel,  good-morrow. 

CoL.  Raff.  Oh,  you're  a  fine  gentleman  !  a  very 
fine  gentleman  indeed  !  when  we  had  fent  after  you 
all  over  the  tov/n,  not  to  leave  your  bottle  for  a 

party  at  quadiille  with  the  ladies you   liave  a 

rite  reputation  among  'em,  I  affure  you — there  is 
an  irreconcilable  quarrel  with  my  wife — I  have  ftri*ft 
orders  never  to  mention  your  name  to  her. 

MoN.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  that  is  pleafant  enough,  Co- 
lonel, your  wife's  orders  to  you,  who  have  the  mod 
obedient  wife  in  Chriftendom. 

CoL.  Raff.  Yes,  I  thank  heaven,  I  am  mafler  of 
my  own  houfe. 

MoN.  Then  I  hope  you  will  lay  your  commands 
on  htr  to  forgive  me. 

Col, 
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Col.  Raff.  Well,  Vvcli,  1  don't  kitow  but  I  may^ 

fince  you  afk  it 1  am  glad  I  have  brought  you 

to  that 1  believe  I  have  made  up  a  hundred 

quarrels  between  you,,  and  eou'd  never  bring  you  to 
it  before, 

MoN.  And  yet  I  had  reafoH  on  my  fide  ;  had  you 
been  with  us  yourfelf,  you  woa'd  not  have  left  us  for 
cards. 

Col.  Raff.   No,  I  hate  'em  of  all  things  in  the 

world that's  half  my  quarrel  to  ycu,  for  I  was 

forc'd  to  fupply  your  place. 

MoN.  I  pity  you  heartily. 

CoL.  Raff.  Ay,  and  v;ich  my  wife. 

Mow.  True,  a  wife  often  makes  one's  pleafure 
diftafteful  i  what  is  in  itfelf  difagreeable^  fhe  mufi 
make  very  damnable  indeed.  But  I  wonder  you, 
who  are  mailer  of  your  own  houfe,  Colonel,  don'c 
banifli  cards  out  of  it,  fince  you  diflike  'em  fo 
much. 

Col.  Raff.  Why,  that  I  have  attempted  to  do, 
but  then  it  puts  my  wife  fo  plaguily  out  of  humourg, 
and  that  1  can't  bear^ — —  befides,  Mr.  Mondifh, 

let  me  tell  you  a  matrimonial  fecret Let  a  man 

be  never  fo  much  the  mafter  of  his  houfe,  if  his  wife 
be  continually  in  an  ill  humour,  he  leads  but  an  un- 
cafy  life  in't. 

MoN.  But  methinks  fo  good  a  lady  as  yoursy 
fliou'd  now  and  then  give  into  the  fentiments  of  her 
hufband. 

Col.  Raff.  Oh,  no  one  readier  i  but  then,  you 
know,  (he  can't  help  her  temper  :  and  if  fiie  com- 
plies againlt  her  will,  you  know,  it  is  the  more  obli- 
ging in  her;  and  then  you  know,  if  her  complai- 
fance  makes  her  unhappy,  and  out  of  humour,  and 
in  the  vapours,  a  man  mufl:  be  the  greateft  of  brutes 
to  perfilt Befides,  my  wife  is  the  mofl  un- 
fortunate jjerfon  in  the  world  :  for  tho'  fhe  loves  me 
of  all  things,  and  knows  that  feeing  her  in  the  va- 
pours makes  me  miferablcy  yet  I  never  deny'd  her 
*  any 
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any  one  thingjn  the  worldj  but  flap,  it  immediately 

threw  her  into  'em If  it  was   not  for  tnofe 

curled  vapours,'  we  fliou'd  be  the  happieft  couple 
living. 

Mox.  Nay,  faith,  I  believe  you  are. 
Col.  Raff.  Truly,  I  believe  we  nnayj    at  leaf!: 
we  have  luch  a  picture  of  the  contrary  before  our 
eyes. 

MoN.  Who,  Sir  Simon,  and  hhs  Lady  ? 
Col.  Raff.  Ay,  Sir  Simon,  call  him  any  thing 
but  my  brother,  he's  not  akin  to  me,  I'm  lure  : 
for  next  to  mine,  he  has  the  befl:  wife  in  the  world  j 
and  yet  he  never  fuffers  her  to  have  an  eafy  hour  from 
his  cvirfed  jealoufy.  I  intend  to  psrt  families,  for 
there  is  no  pofTibilicy  of  living  together  any  longer 
He  afiVonted  a  gentleman  t'other  day,  for  tak- 
ing up  his  lady's  glove  :  and  it  was  no  longer  ago' 
than  yefterday,  that  my  wife  and  fhe  were  gone 
only  to  an  audion  (where,  by  the  bye,  they  did  nac 
go  to  throw  away  their  money  neither,  for  they 
bought  nothing)  i  when  this  cuifed  brother  of  mine 
finds  'em  out,  expofes  'em   both,  and  forc'd  'enn 

away  home My  houfe  is  an  arrant  garrifon  in 

time  of  war,  no  one  enters  or  goes  out  without  be- 
ing fearch'd ;  and  if  a  lac'd  coat  pafles  by  the  win- 
dow, his  eye  is  never  off  him  till  he  is  out  of  the 
ftreet. 

Enter  Servant, 

Serv.  Sir  Simon  Raffler,  Sir. 

Col.  Raff.  Oh,  the  devil !  I'll  be  gone. 

MoN.  No,  Colonel,  that's  unkind. 

Enter  Sir  SIMON. 

Sir  Simon,  your  moft  obedient  fervant. 

Sir  Sim.  Mr.  Mondifh,  good-morrow.  Oh,  bro- 
ther 1  are  you  here  ? 

Col.  Raff.  How  do  you,  brother  ?  I  hope  your 
Lady's  well  this  morning  ? 
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Sir  Sim.  Mufl:  you  always  afk  impertinent  que-r 
ftions  !  A  hu/band  is  a  proper  perfon  indeed,  to  en- 

tjuire  of  about-  his  wife. If  you  aflc  your  own, 

\vhen  you  lee  her  next,  flie  will  inform  yovj,  for  I 
fuppofc  they  are  gadding  together. 

Col.  Raff.  Sir  Simon,  you  may  behave  to  your 
own  lady  as  you  pieafe  3  but  I  defire  you  not  to 
refle(5l  on  mine. 

SiR  SiM.  And  you  m:iy  let  your  wife  behave  as 
ihe  pleafesj  but  I  defire  (he  may  be  no  pattern  to 
mine.     I  think  one  enough  in  a  family. 

CoL.  Raff.  One  !  I  don't  know  vvhac  you  mean,  I 
don't  underftand  you. 

MoN.  Oh,  dear  gentlemen,  let  me  beg  there  may 
be  none  of  this  mifunderllanding  in  my  houfe.  You 
are  both  too  hot  indeed. 

Col.  Raff.  I  arn  appeas'd- — But  let  me  tell 
you,  brother 

MoN.  Dear  Colonel,  no  more — Well,  SirSim.on, 
what  news  have  you  in  town  ? 

Sir  Sim.  Nothing  but  cuckoldom.  Sir cuc- 

koldom  every  where.     Women  run  away  from  their 

hufbands Actions  broyght  in  Weftminfter-hall. 

I  expect,  fhortly,  to  fee  it  made  an  article  in  the 
news-paperSj  and  cuckolds  fince  our  lall  liil,  as  re- 
gularly inferred  as  bankrupts  are  now. 

Col.  Raff.  Oh  lud,  oh  lud,  poor  man  !  poor 
man  1  you  make  me  fick,  brother,  indeed  you  do. 

Sir  Sim.  And  you'll  make  mt  mad,  brother,  in- 
deed you  will. 

MoN.  Come,  come,  gentlemen,  let  me  reconcile 

this  thing  betVv^een  you Colonel,  you  knov/  the 

exceflive  jealoufy  of  Sir  Simon's  temper,  and  I  won- 
der a  man  of  your  excellent  knie  will  think  it  worth 
your  while  to  argue  with  him.       l4/ide  to  Col,  Raff. 

Col.  Raff.  Mondifh  is  certainly  a  fellow  of  the 
be  ft  fcnfe  in  the  world.  \_Afide. 

MoN.  Sir  Simon,  you  know  the  colonel'b  eafy 
femper  fo   well,  that  I   am   furpriz'd  one  of  your 

Rood 
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good  underltanding  will  reafon  with  a  man,  who 
will  defend  his  wife's  running  about  this  town  every 
day.  [^i/^de  So  Sir  Simon. 

Sir  Sim.  This  man  has  a  moil  excellent  under- 
^landing.  [JJide, 

MoN.  Come,  come,  gentlemen,  Ihake  hands  and 
he  friends.,  and  let  us  have  no  more  animofuies. 
Col.  Raff.  With  all  my  heart. 
SrR  Sim.  And  mine — And  now,  gentlemen,  wc 
are  amongil  ourfelves,  J  believe  I  have  m.y  honour, 
I  am  lure  of  it,  I  don't  fufped  I  have  it  not,  but  J 
think  it  ought  to  be  valued. 

MoN.  Doubtlefsj  doubtlefs,  Sir  Simon. 
Sir  Sim.  I  am  not  one  of  chofe  jealous  people  that 
are  afraid  of  every  wind  that  blows.  A  woman  may 
Jit  by  a  man  once  at  a  play  without  any  defign,  and 
once  a  year  may  go  to  court,  or  an  ailembly,  nay, 
and  may  fpeak  to  one  of  iier  hujband's  lie-friends 
there;  if  he  be  a  relation,  indeed,  I  fliou'd  like  it 
better.  But  why  all  thofe  curtclies  to  every  fellow 
ilie  knov/s  ?  Why  always  running  to  that  churcl^ 
where  the  youngeft  parfon  is  ? 

MoN.  Why  fond  of  operas,  mafquerades  ? 

Sir  Sim.  I  almofl:  fwoon  at  the  name. 

Col.  Raff.  I  fhall,  I'm  fure,  if  I  flay  any  longer 

« fo  your  fervant.  [Ex a, 

MoN.  Then  that  curfed  rendezvous  of  the  fexes, 
which  are  called  au6tions- 

Sir  Sim.  I  thank  heaven  there  are  none  to-day,  I 
have  fearch'd  all  the  advertifements. 

MoN.  But  there  are  fliops,  fliops.  Sir  Simon. 
Sir  Sim.  I  wilh  they  were   fhut  up  with  all  my 
'heart !  efpecially  thofe  brothels  the  milliners  Ihops, 
in  which  cuckoldom  is  the  chief  trade  that  is  carried 
on, 

MoN.  Heyday!  is  the  colonel  gone  ? 
Sir  Sim.  I  am  glad  of  it,  for  truly  I  take  no  .plea- 
ifure  in  his  company.     Mr.  Mondifh,  you  are  a  man 
of  honour,  and  my  friend,  and  as  you  are  intimate 

m 
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in  the  family,  mufl:,  I  dare  fwear,  have  obfcrved, 
with  concern,  the  multitude  of  idle  young  fellows, 
that  fwarm  at  our  houfe.  There  is  one  particularly, 
who  ahnoft  lives  there  continually,  and  has,  no 
doubt,  behav'd  before  this,  like  a  thorough  fine 
gentleman,  and  a  man  of  gallantry, 

MoN.  Who  is  he,  pray  ? 

Sir.  Sim.  Oh,  a  fellow,  who  is  never  out  of  lace: 
and  embroidery — a  tall,  (trapping,  well-looking,  ill- 
looking  rafcal!  whom.  I  wou'd  as  foon  admiit  into 
my  family,  as  a  wolf  into  a  iheepfold, 

MoN.  What  is  his  name  ? 

Sir  Sim.  Gaylove,  I  think  they  call  him — —my 
blood  runs  cold  when  I  think  of  him. 

MoN.  Sir  Simon,  you  need  be  under  no  appre- 
henfion  ;  for  my  lady  Raffler  is  a  woman  of  that  pru- 
dence and  difcretion— ^ 

Sir  Sim.  Yes,  Sir:  but  very  prudent  and  difcreet 
women  have  made  very  odd  monders  of  their  huf- 
bands.  1  had  rather  truft  to  my  own  prudence  than 
hers,  I  thank  you. 

MoN.  Was  I  married  to  that  woman,  I  fiioold  be 
the  mod  contented  man  alive;  for,  on  my  honour  1 
I  think  fhe  iurpafles  the  reft  of  womankind  as  much 
in  virtue  as  beauty. 

Sir  Sim.  Hal  what? 

MoN.  Nay  more  in  my  opinion — for  to  tell  you 
a  truth  (which  I  know  you  will  excufe  me  for),  I 
do  not  think  her  fo  handfome,  as  the  reft  of  the 
world  think  her. 

Sir  Sim.  Nor  I,  neither — I  am  glad  to  hear  you 

don't 1  began  to   be  in  a  heat — But  dear  Mon- 

difh,  tho'  my  wife  be,  as  you  fay,  a  virtuous  wo- 
man, and  I  know  fhe  is,  I  am  fure  of  itj  and  was 
never  jealous  of  her  in  my  life  :  yet  I  take  virtue  to 
be  that  fort  of  gold  in  a  wife,  which  the  lefs  it  is 
try'd,  the  brighter  it  fliines  ;  befides,  you  know, 
there  is  a  trouble  in  refitting  temptation,  and  I  am 
willing  to  fpare  my  wife  all  the  trouble  I  can. 

Enter 
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Enhr  a  Seriwh'. 

Serv.  Sir,  captain  Spark  to  waic  en  you. 

Sir  Sim.  Who  is  he,  pri^y  ? 

MoN.  A  relation  of  nnine,  a  courtier,  and  Co  fine 
a  gentleman,  that  (if  you  will  believe  him)  he  has 
h'ad  ?11  the  fine  wouien  in  town. 

Eiiicr  Captain  SPARK. 

Capt.  Spark.  Dear  coufin  Mondiili,  your  very 
humble  I'ervanr,  I  only  call  to  afk  you  how  you  do 

■ — inY  I  can't  ftay  ten  minutes  v/ith  you 1  have 

juft  left  fome  ladies,  whom  I  have  promifed  to  meet 
in  the  park fiark'ye.  [/Vhifpers  Mon, 

Sir  Sim.  I  hope  my  wife  is  not  one  of 'em — a  very 
impudent-looking  fellow,  this  courtier,  and  has,  I 
warrant,  as  many  cuckolds  in  the  city,  as  that  has 
debtors  at  court. 

Capt.  Spark.  The  devil  take  me  if  it  is  not  ttve 
very  woman  1  but  pray  take  her,  I  dangled  after  her 
long  enougli  too.  You  muft  know,  the  laft  time  I 
iav/  her  was  at  an  affembly. 

Sir  Sim.  That  is  another  name  for  a  bawdy- 
houfe.  [/iftdc, 

Capt.  Spark.  And  there  I  piqued  her  molt  con- 
foundedly, fo  that  Ihc'  vow'd  fhe'd  never  fpeak  to 
me  again  j  and  indeed  flie  kept  her  word,  till  yelter- 
day  I  met  her  at  an  auflion — there  was  another  lady 
with  her — at  firft  Jlie  put  on  an  air  of  indifference. 
O,  ho  1  thinks  I,  are  you  at  that  fport  ?  I'll  fit  you^ 
I  warrant.  So,  Sir,  I  goes  up  to  the  other  lady,  who 
happened  to  be  her  filler,  and  an  intimate  acquaint- 
ance of  mine — But  I  afk  pardon,  this  is  a  dull  en- 
tertainment to  you.  Sir.  [To  Sir  Sim. 

Sir  Sim.  Far  from  it.  Sir ;  but  I  beg  I  may  not 
be  thought  impertinent,  if  I  alk  whether  this  lady 
■was  flTorr  or  tall  ? 

Capt.  Spark.  A  (hort  woman,  Sir. 

Sir 
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Sir  Sim.  Then  I  am  fafe  [y^ic-.] But  perhaps 

fome  people  think  her  tall. 

Capt.  Spark.  Yes,  Sirj  I  know  feveral  who 
think  her  fo. 

Sir  Sim.  lam  on  the  rack,  [/i/^t/^.] Sir,  I  afk 

ten  thoLifand  pardons  i  but  was  ilie   a  brown  or  a 
fair  woman  ? 

Capt.  Spark.  Oh,  Sir !  no  harm She  was  a 

brown  woman,  Sir. 

Sir  Sim.  Rather  inclining  to  fair. 

Capt.  Spark.  Yes,  a  good  deal  inclining  to 
fair. 

Sir  Sim.  I  am  undone  !  if  I  was  to  afl<  her  name, 

I  fhould  hear  my  own 1  will  go  tear  her  eyes 

out —Mr.  Mondifn,  your  fervant !    your  fer- 

vant ! 

MoN.  Be  not  in  fuch  a  hurry.  Sir  Simon. 

Sir  Sim.  I  am  in  a  great  hurry,  Sir^  your  humble 
fervant  1  [^Exit. 

Capt.  Spark.  Pr'ythee,  dear  coz,  what  queer 
fellow  is  that  ?  Gad,  I  began  to  think  he  fufpedled 
me  with  fome  relation  of  his. 

MoN.  Faith,  probable  enough for  he  wou'd 

fufpect  a  more  unlikely  man  than  you. 

Capt.  Spark.  Ha,  ha  !  George,  I  believe  I  am 

fufpe6led  in  town 1  believe  there  are  women 

--I  fay  no  more,  but  I  believe  there  are  women,  I 
fay  no  more. 

MoN.  And  upon  m.y  foul,  I  believe  thou  canft  fay 
no  more  on  thy  own  knowledge.  {_J^de, 

Capt.  Spark.  Here,  here,  you  mud  not  afk  to  fee 
ihe  name.  [Pull's  cut  feveral  letters.]  May  I  be  curll 
if  this  be  not  from  a  woman  of  the  firfl  diftinclion 
—Nay,  if  he  is  here,  I  muft  put  it  up  again. 

Enkr  GAYLOVE. 

Gay.  Good-morrow,  George !  Ha !  monfieur 
Le  Spark  ! 

Vol.  III.  M  Capt. 
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Capt.  Spark.  My  dear  Gaylove,  how  long  haft 
thou  been  in  town  ? 

Gay.  About  a  fortnight.  Sir. 

Capt.  Spark.  Mondiili,  this  is  the  beft  friend  I 
have  in  the  world  ]i  if  it  had  not  been  for  him,  I  had 
died  of  the  fpleen  in  country-quarters — I  made  his 
hoiife  my  own. 

Gay,  Upon  my  honour  he  did,  and  fo  entirely, 
that  if  he  had  not  been  order'd  away,  1  believe  I 
Ihoilld  ihortly  have  given  it  him. 

Capt.  Spark.  Thcu  art  a  pleafant  ft-llow  !  but 
pr'ythce  how  do  ::.ll  the  girls?  How  do  Mifs  Flirt, 
and  MifsFlareir,  JMifs  Caper,  Mifs  Liip,  and  my 
dear  Jcr.ny  Thunipfioor  ? 

Gay.  All  at  your  fervice.  Sir;  but  methinks  you 
fhould  have  afK'd  after  your  dear  Clarinda. 

Caft.  Spark.  O!  ay,  Clarinda  !  hov/  does  Ihe 
do  ?  upon  my  foul  I  was  fond  of  that  wench  ;  but 
Ihe  grew  fo  fond  again,  that  the  world  began  to  take 
notice  of  us,  and  yet  if  ever  any  thing  pafs'd  be- 
tv^een  us,  at  lead  any  thing  that  ought  not,  may  I 

be-  But  what  fignifies  fwearing Come,  l 

know  you  are  a  fufpicious  rogue. 

Gay.  Far  from  it — I  have  always  defended  you 
both.  For  as  I  am  confident  fhe  wou'd  not  grant 
any  thing  difhonourable,  fo  I  am  confident  thou 
wou'dli:  not  take  it.' 

MoN.  And  if  you  will  be  evidence  for  the  lady, 
I  will  for  the  gentleman. 

Capt.  Spark.  Your  fervant,  your  fcrvant,  my 
dear  friends;  you  have  made  me  a  compliment  at 
a  cheap  rate,  I  fhall  not  rifque  your  confciences  ; 
yet,  in  my  fenfe  of  the  word  Diflionourable,  you 
might  fwear  it,  for  I  pofitively  think  nothing  dif- 
honourable  can  pafs  between  man  and  woman. 

MoN.  Excellent  doctrine  indeed  ! 

Gay.  I  am  not  of  your  opinion:  for  I  think  it 
very  diilionuurable  in  a  fine  gentleman  to  folicit  fa- 
vour* 
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•vours  from  a  lady,  and  refufe  accepting  'em  when 
ihe  wou'd  grant  'em. 

Capt.  Spark.  O  !  a  fad  dog !  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

MoN.  Unlefs  it  be  not  in  his  power  to  accept  'em^ 
Gaylove.  The  braveft  fellow  may  be  beaten,  you 
know,  without  lofs  of  honour. 

Capt.  Spark.  Well,  well !  you  may  fufpect  what 
you  pleafe — You  poor  devils  that  never  had  any 
thing  above  a  fempftrefs,  make  fuch  a  rout  about  the 
reputation  of  a  woman  a  little  above  the  ordinary 
rank :  you  make  as  much  noife  in .  town  about  a 
man's  having  a  woman  of  quality,  as  they  wou'd 
in  the  country  if  one  had  run  away  with  a  juftice 
of  peace's  eldeft  daughter — Now,  to  me,  women  of 
quality  are  like  other  women. 

Gay.  Thou  know'fl  no  difference,  I  dare  fwear. 

Efiter  a  Servant, 

Serv.  Sir,  my  lady  Fophunter's  coach  is  at  the 
door. 

Capt.  Spark.  She  has  fent  it  for  me ;  I  am  to 
call  on  her  at  lady  Sightly's — damn  her  !  I  wifh  flie 
had  forgot  the  appointment — Gaylove,  v/ill  you  go 
with  me  ? 

Gay.  No,  excufe  me. 

Capt.  Spark.  Well,  gentlemen,  I  hope  you  will 
excufe  me  too — fo,  I'm  your  very  humble  fervant. 

[Exit, 

MoN.  I  wifh  thou  hadfl:  been  here  fooner,  I  have 
had  ioTCie.  rare  diverfion  this  morning  :  here  have 
been  Sir  Simon  and  the  Colonel,  and  have  quarrell'd 
about  their  wives.  But  what  is  better  ftili,  the  no- 
ble Captain  juft  now  departed,  hath  fent  Sir  Simon 
away  fully  perfuaded  that  he  has  an  affair  with  his 
wife. 

Gay,  Then  we  fliail  have  It  in  the  afternoon  at 
Mrs.  RafRer's  tea-table. 

MoN,  I  think  you  live  there,  Gaylove. 

M  1  Gay. 
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Gay.  I  have  pretty  much  lately ;  for  to  let  you 

into  a  fecretj  George,  I  have  a  miftrefs  there. 

MoN.  What  has  the  Captain  infected  you,  that 
you  are  fo  open-hearted  -,  or  is  this  a  particular  mark 
of  your  confidence  in  me  ? 

Gay.  Neither.  It  is  impoffible  it  fhould  be  a 
fecret  long,  and  I  am  not  afliam'd  of  having  aa 
honourable  pafilon  for  a  woman,  from  which  I  hope 
to  reap  better  fruits  than  the  Captain  ufually  pro- 
pofes  from  his  amours. 

MoN.  I  rather  fear  thou  wilt  find  worfe.  Thefe 
fort  of  gentlemen  are  the  only  perfons  who  engage 
with  women  without  danger.  The  reputation  of  an 
amour  is  what  they  propofc,  and  what  they  gene- 
rally efiefl  :  for,  as  they  indulge  their  vanity  at  the 
price  of  all  that  is  dear  to  a  woman,  the  world  is 
good-natur'd  enough  to  make  one  perfon  ridicu- 
loufly  happy,  at  the  expe!nce  of  making  another 
lerioufly  mifcrable. 

Gay.  Hang   'em  !    I  believe   they  flireen  more 

reputations  than  they  hurt 1  fancy  women,  by 

an  afieiSted  intim.acy  with  thefe  fellows,  have  divert- 
ed the  world  from  difcovering  a  good  fubftantial 
amour  in  another  place.  ^ 

MoN.  Do  you  think  fo?  then  I  wou'd  advife  you 
to  introduce  my  kinfman,  here,  to  Mrs.  Raffler. 

Gay,  Are  there  reputations  there,  then,  that 
want  cloaks  ? 

MoN.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Gay.  Nay,  pr'ythee  tell  me  ferioufly,  for  the 
deuce  take  me,  if  thefe  two  years  retirement  hath 
not  made  me  fuch  a  (Iranger  to  the  town 

MoN.  Then,  ferioufly,  I  think  there  is  no  cloak 
wanteds  for  a  fond,  credulous  hufband  is  the  befl 
cloak  in  the  world.  And  if  a  man  will  put  his  horns 
in  his  pocket,  none  will  ever  pick  his  pocket  of  'em, 

If  he  will  be  fo  good  as  to  be  very  eafy  under 

being  a  cuckold,  the  good-natur'd  world  will  fufFer 
his  wife  to  be  eafy  under  making  him  one. 

Gay. 
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Gay.  a  word  to  the  wife,  George — But,  faith  ! 
thou  haft  inforrn'd  me  of  what  I  did  not  fufpefl  be- 
fore. 

MoN.  The  wife  do  not  want  a  word  to  inform 
them  of  what  they  knew  before. 

Gay.  What  doft  thou  mean  ? 

MoN.  Then,  in  a  word,  my  clofe  friend,  this 
mighty  fecret,  which  you  have  difcover'd  to  me,  I 
knew  fome  time  before.  Nay,  and  I  can  tell  you 
another  thing — the  world  knows  it. 

Gay.  Let  'em  know  it.  I  am  fo  far  from  being 
afham'd  of  my  paffion,  that  I'm  vain  of  my  choice. 

Mox.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  this  is  excellent  in  a  fellow  of 
thy  fenfe  !  I  fhall  begin  fliorcly  to  look  on  the  Cap- 
tain   as    no   extraordinary   characler- — Vain    of 

your  choice  !  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  now  am  I  vain  of  my 
good-nature — for  I  cou'd  {o  reduce  that  vanity  of 


yours! 

Gay.  I  fuppofe  thou  art  prepar'd  with  fome  cool 
ledlure  of  modern  oeconomy.  I  know  thee  to  be  one 
of  thole  who  are  afraid  to  be  happy  out  of  the  road 
of  right  wifdom  —I  tell  thee,  George,  let  the  world 
fay  what  it  wiil,  there  is  more  true  happinefs  in  the 
folly  of  love,  than  in  all  the  wifdom.  of  philofophy. 

MoN.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Gay.  It  is  the  fafh'ion  of  the  world  to  laugh  at  a 
man  who  owns  his  palTion,  and  thou  art  a  true  fol- 
lower of  the  Vv'orld. 

Mow.  Thou  art  a  follower  of  the  world,  I  am  fure. 
You  m:i;ft  be  modeft  indeed,  to  be  afham'd  of  your 
palTion,  fince  you  have  fuch  multitudes  to  keep  you 
in  countenance. 

Gay.  So  much  the  better.  Rivals  keep  a  man's 
pafTion  up ;  it  gives  continual  new  pleafure  in  the 
arms  of  a  miftrefs,  to  think  half  the  coxcombs  in 
the  town  are  fighing  for  what  you  are  in  pofTeffion  of, 

MoN.  Ay,  faith,  and  the  gallant  has  a  pleafure 
iometimes  to  think  a  hufband  is  in  poflclllon  of  what 
he  is  weary  of. 

M  J  Gay. 
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Gay.  How  the  happy  man  triumphs  in  his  hearts 
when  he  fees  his  woman  walking  thro'  a  crowd  of 
fellows  in  the  Mall,  or  a  drawing-room,  fome  iigh- 
ing,  fome  ogling  j  all  envying  him:  and  retiring 
immediately  to  toad  her  at  the  next  tavern. 

MoN.  When  he  wifhes  himfelf,  as  heartily  as 
they  do  themfelves,  with  her,  which  perhaps  fome 
of  them  are,  in  their  turn.  And  1  wou'd  not  have 
you  too  fure  that  may  not  be  your  cafe. 

Gay.  Pugh  !  you  have  heard  Spark  talk  of  her, 

I  fuppofe  5  or  heard  her  talk'd  of  for  Spark 1 

ihou'd  be  no  more  jealous  of  her  with  him,  than  with 
oneof  her  own  fex.— Now,  in  my  opinion,  a  fquir- 
rel  is  a  more  dangerous  rival  than  a  beau  ;  for  he  is 
more  liable  to  fhare  her  heart,  and 

Mo:t.  Why,  this  is  a  good,  credulous,  marriage- 
able opinion,  and  wou'd  fit  well  on  a  hujband. 

Gay.  Well  !  and  I  fee  no  terrors  in  that  name. 

MoN.  Nor  I  neither.  I  think  it  a  good,  harmlefs 
name.  Eefides,  the  Colonel  is  a  rare  inllance  of  the 
contrary.     If  a  man  can  be  happy  in  marriage,  I 

dare  fwear  he   is his  wife  is  young,  handfome, 

witty,  and  conftant in  his  opinion. 

Gay.  And  that  is  the  fame  as  if  (he  were  fo  in 
reality — for,  if  a  man  be  happy  in  his  own  opinion, 
I  fee  little  reafon  why  he  fhou'd  trouble  himfelf 
about  the  world's. 

MoN.  Or  fuppofe  fl:ie  were  inconftant,  if  fhe  is 
fond  of  you  while  you  are  with  her,  why  fliou'd 
you  like  her  the  lefs  ?  I  don't  fee  why  he  is  not  as' 
felfifn  who  wou'd  love  by  himfelf,  as  he  who  wou'd 

drink  by  himfelf Sure  he  is  a  nice  and  a  dull  fot^ 

who  quarrels  with  his  wine,  becaufe  another  drinks 
O'Jtot  the  fame  cafk.  Nay,  perhaps,  it  were  better 
to  have  two  or  three  companions  in  both,  and  wou'd 
prevent  the  glafs  coming  round  too  faft. 

Gay.  Thou  art  in  a  ftrange  whimfical  humour  to- 
day.    I  fancy  fomething  has  difturb'd  you. 

MoN.  No,  faith  1   tho'  fomething  has  happen'4 

which 
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which  might  have  difturb'd  another — I  have  been 
difcarded  this  morning.  Here's  my  clifcharge,  do 
you  know  the  hand  ?  [Gvvutg  the  letter. 

Gay.  Hum 1  fuppofe you  "JOill  be  furpriz'd • 

ivonian — imprudent — a  paffion — convinced— falfefi  of 
m  tin  kind. 

MoN.  His  countenance  does  not  alter— He  docs 
not  know  her  hand  Ture. 

Gay.  [Reading,'\  Friend  you  are  to — Mrs.  Raffler 
—the  devil ; 

MoN.  "What  think  you  nov/  ? 

Gay.  Think  !  that  thou  art  a  happy  man. 

MoN,  1  hope,  then,  you  will  not  interfere  with 
my  happinefs. 

Gay.  Not  1,  upon  my  honour, 

MoN.  Thou  art  an  obliging,  good-natur'd  fel- 
low ;  and  now  I  will  wait  on  you  where  you  pleafe 
to  dinner. 

Gay.  I  have  a  fhortvifit  to  m.akc,  but  will  meet 
you  any  where  at  three. 

MoN.   At  the  Key  and  Garter,  if  you  pleafe. 

Gay.  I  will  be  there  j   adieu.  \^Exit, 

MoN.  This  cool  reception  of  my  letter  ill  agrees 
with  the  warm  profeffions  he  made  before.  Nor 
did  he  fhew  a  fufficient  furprize — ihe  certainly  had 
acquainted  him  with  it — it  is  natural  to  fuppofe,  her 
fear  that  I  might  difcover  it  to  him,  m.ight  fet  her 
on  trying  to  be  beforehand.  And  yet  this  behaviour 
in  Gaylove  is  not  agreeable  to  his  nature,  which  I 
know  to  be  rather  too  open.  I  will  find  the  bottom 
of  this  out — I  will  fee  her  in  the  afternoon  myfelf. 
—Damn  her  !  I  was  weary  of  the  affair,  and  fnc 
has  found  out  the  only  way  to  renew  my  eagernels 
■ — the  whole  pleafure  of  life  is  purfuit. 

Our  game  tho'  we  are  eager  to  embrace. 
The  pleafure  *s  always  over  with  the  chace. 

M  4  ACT 
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A  C  T    II.       S  C  E  N  E     I. 

Sir  SIMON'j-   Honfe, 
Enter  Lady  RAFFLER,  and  Mrs.  RAFFLER. 

Lady   Raffler. 

NEV  E  R  tell  me,  fifter,  it  is  notorious  that  a 
woman  of  my  virtue  and  difcretion,  and  pru- 
dence, fhou'd  be  eternally  tormented  with  thefufpi- 
cions  of  a  jealous-paced  hufband. 

Mrs.  Raff.  I  own  it,  but  I  only  propofe  to  you 
the  beft  method  to  quiet  them.  You  cannot  alter 
his  nature  J  and  if  you  wou'd  condcfcend  to  flatter 
it  a  little,  you  wou'd  make  your  life  much  eafier. 

Lady  Raff.  I  flatter  it  !  I  allure  you,  I  fhan't. 
If  my  virtue  be  not  clear  enough  of  itfelf,  I  fnall 
Tjfe  no  art  lo  make  it  fo — Mull  1  give  a  hufband  an 
account  of  all  my  words  and  actions  ?  mufc  1  fatisfy 
his  groundlefs  fears  ?  1  am  no  fuch  poor-fpirited 
wretch;  and  I  folemnly  declare,  if  I  knew  any  one 
tiling  that  wou'd  make  him  more  Jealous  than  an- 
other, 1  wou'd  do  it. 

Mrs.  Raff.  Then  you  wou'd  do  wrong,  my  dear, 
and  only  revenge  your  hufbanu's  jealoufy  on   your- 

Lady  Raff.  Siilcr,  filler,  don't  preach  up  any 
of  your  maxims  to  me.  If  the  Colonel  was  of  Sir 
Simon's  temper,  you  wou'd  lead  a  worfe  life  than  I 
do. 

Mrs.  Raff.  Indeed,  you  are  mifl;aken  j  if  my 
huiLand  was  as  jealous,  and  as  cunning  as  the 
devil,  I  wou'd  engage  to  make  an  arrant  afs  of 
him. 

Lady  Raff^  You  v/ou'd  make  another  fort  of  a 
bealt  of  him. 

Mrs^ 
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Mrs.  Raff.  I  don't  tell  you  that.  But  if  I  fhou'd, 
he  had  better  be  To,  than  fufpeft  it — his  horns  wou'd 
hurt  him  lefs  on  his  forehead  than  in  his  eyes. 

Lady  Raff.  I  wonder  you  can  talk  fuch  fluff  to 
mej  I  can't  bear  to  hear  it,  the  very  name  of  a  whore 
makes  me  fwoon  -,  if  any  fet  of  words  cou'd  ever 
raiie  the  devil,  that  fingle  one  wou'd  do  more  than 
all. 

Mrs.  Raff.  Dear  fifler,  don't  be  fo  outrageoufly 
virtuous. 

Lady  Raff.  It  wou'd  be  well  for  you,  if  the 
Colonel  had  a  little  of  Sir  Simon's  temper.  I  can't 
help  telling  you  there  are  /ome  adions  of  your  life 
which  I  am  far  from  approving. 

Mrs.  Raff.  Come,  don't  be  cenforious.  I  never 
refuted  giving  my  hufband  an  account  of  any  of  my 
aftions,  when  he  defires  it — and  that  is  more  than 
you  can  fay. 

Lady  Raff.  My  a6tions  give  an  account  of  them- 
felves ;  I  am  not  afraid  of  the  v/orld's  looking  into 
'em. 

Mrs.  Raff.  Take  my  word  for  it,  child,  pure  na- 
ture won't  do  }  the  world  will  eafily  fee  your  faults, 
but  your  virtues  mufl  be  fhewn  artfully,  or  they  will 
not  be  difcover'd.  Art  goes  beyond  nature  j  and 
a  woman  who  has  only  virtue  in  her  face,  will  pafs 
much  better  thro'  the  world,  than  fhe  who  has  it 
only  in  her  heart. 

Lady  Raff.  I  don't  know  what  you  mean,  ma., 
dam  J  I  am  fure  my  conduft  has  been  always  care- 
ful of  appearances;  but  as  for  the  fufpicions  of  my 
hufband,  I  defpife  ;  and  neither  can,  nor  will,  give 
myfelf  any  trouble  about  'em. 

Mrs.  Raff.  Soh  !  here  he  comes,  and  I  fuppofe 
we  fnall  have  the  ufual  dialoo;ue. 

Enler  Sir  SIMON. 

Sir  Sim.  Your  fervant,  ladies  !  why,  you  are  at 
home  early  to-day.     What,  cou'd  you  find  no  di- 

verfions 
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verfions  in  town  ?  Is  there  no  opera-rehearfalj  no 
audions,  no  Mall  ? 

Lady  Raff.  No,  none :  befides,  my  filler  had  a 
ir/md  to  be  at  home. 

Sir  Sim.  You  need  not  have  faid  that,  my  dear,  I 
fhou'd  not  have  fufpetted  you. 

Lady  Raff.'  I  think,  I  leldom  give  you  reafon 
of  fufpefiing  my  fondnefs  for  my  own  houfe. 

Sir  Sim.  No,  nor  of  any  thing  elfe.     I  am  not 
jealous  of  you,  my  dear. 

Lady  Raff.  It  wou'd   give  me  no  uneafmefs,  if 
you  was. 

Sib  Sim.  I  am  not  jealous  even  of  Captain  Spark, 

Lady  Raff.  Captain  Spark!  who  is  he? 

SfR  Sim.  Tho'  he  is  a  very  pretty  gentleman,  and 
is  very  agreeable  company. 

Lady  Raff.  I  long  to  fee  him  mightily.     Won't 
you  invite  him  hither,  my  dear  ? 

Sir  Sim.  Why  fhcu'd  I  invite  him,  when  yon 

can  meet  him  at  an  auction  as  well  ? Befides,  it 

feems,  he  is  not  proper  company  for  me,  or  you 
would  not  have  fhuffled  him  away  yefterday,  when 
1  came.  You  need  not  have  taken  fuch  care  to  hide 
him,  I  fliou'd  not  have  been  jealous  of  him,  my 
dear.. 

Mrs.  Raff.  This  mufi:  be  fome  Urange  chimera 
of  his  own  :  no  fuch  perfon  was  with  us.  \,^ftdc. 

Lady  Raff.  No,   my  dear,  I  know  you  wou'd 
nor,  tho'  he  is  a  very  pretty  fellow. 

Sir  Sim.  The  devil  take  all  fuch  pretty  fellows ! 
with  ail  my  heart  and  foul.  \_/lfide. 

Lady  Raff.    Don't  you  know,  filler,  he  is  the 
moll:  witty,  molt  entertaining  creature  in  the  world  I 

Mrs.  Raff.  Think  whom  fo  ? 

Lady  Raff.  Oh,  the  Captain, — Captain, — what's 
his  name  ? 

Sir  Sim.  Captain  Spark,  madam.     I'll  afllfl  yoUo 

Lady  Raff.  Ay,  Captain  Spark. 

Mrs, 
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-  Mrs.  Raff.  I  know  no  Captain  Sparky  nor  was 
any  fuch  peribn  with  us  yefterday, 
,  Lady  Raff.  Don't  believe  her,  my  dear. 

Sir  Sim.  No,  my  dear,  I  ihali  not,  i  alTure  you*. 
But  do  you  think  this  right,  my  dear  ? 

Lady  Raff.  What  right  ?.  ,  % 

Sir  Sim.  Why  being  particular  with  an  idle.,  rake^ 
helly  young  feijow. 

Lady  Raff.  Sir  Sipion,  I  fhali  not  have  my  com- 
pany preicr-ib'd  to  me  ■by;-.any  p^e.     I  will  .keep  Avhan 
company  I  pleafei  I  (liall  anfy^'er  to  the  world /or  my- 
actions.    '.'.''  ' 

Sir  Sim.  Y^s,  madam^  I  am  to  anfwer  to  the 
world  for  your  actions  too — ■!  am  moft  concsm'd  to 
fee  that  you  act  right,  fince  I  muit  bear  the  greater 
part  of  the  (hame,  if  you  don't. 

Lady  Raff.  Sir,  this  is  a  ufage  I  can't  bear,  nor 
I  won't  bear!  trouble  not  me  with  your  bale,  ground- 
lefs  fufpicions :  I  believe  the  whole  world  is  lenfible 
hov,^  unworthy  you  are  of  a  woman  of  my  virtue  ; 
but,  henceforth,  whenever  any  of  thefe  chimeras  are 
rais'd  in  your  head,  I  fliall  leave  you  to  lay  them  at 
your  leifure.  \_Exit, 

Sir  Sim.  Is  not  this  intolerable!  is  not  this  in- 
fufferable  !  this  is  the  comfortable  ilate  that  a  man 
is  willi'd  joy  of  by  his  friends :  and  yet  no  man 
u'ifnes  a  man  joy  of  being  condemn'd,  or  of  getting 
the  plague.  But  when  a  maan  is  married,  Give  you 
joy.  Sir,  cries  one  fool  j  I  wiib  you  joy,  fays  an- 
other;  and  thus  the  wretch  is  ufher'd  into  the  gal- 
lies,  with  the  fame  triumph  as  he  cou'd  be  exalted 
to  the  empire  of  the  Great  Mogul. 

Mrs.  Raff.  You  yourfelf  make  it  fo,  brother  : 
if  you  had  iefs  jealoufy  in  your  tem-per,  or  lady 
Raffler  more  complaifance,  you  m.ight  be  very  hap- 
py— You  torment  yourfelf  with  groundlefs  fears, 
and  fne  depends  on  her  own  innocence,  and  will 
not  quiet  tijem.  This  was  the  cafe  juft  now:  for 
whatever  put  this  Captain  Spark  into  your  hrad,  I 

will 


172    THE  UNIVERSAL  GALLANT:  Or, 

■will  take  my  oath,  fhe  fpoke  to  no  fuch  man  at  the 
au(5lion. 

Sir  Sim.  You  are  a  triifty  confidant,  I  find — but 
I  had  it  from  his  own  mouth. 

Mrs.  Raff.  What  had  you  from  his  own  mouth? 

Sir  Sim.  What !  why  that  my  wife  was  a  tall 
woman. 

Mrs.  Raff.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  a  very  good  reafon  to 
be  jealous,  indeed. 

Sir  Sim.  Yes,  madam,  and  that  fhe  was  a  fair 
woman. 

Mrs.  Raff.  Well,  and Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Sir  Sim.  Look  ye,  fifter,  if  he  had  told  me  this 
at  firfl-,  I  fliou'd  not  have  regarded  it  :  but  I  pumped 
it  out  of  him.  He  is  a  very  clofe  fellow,  and  pro- 
per to  be  trufted  with  a  fecret,  I  can  tell  you  j  for 
he  told  me  juft  the  contrary;  but  truth  will  our, 
fifter  :  befides,  did  you  not  hear  my  wife  confefs 
it  ? 

Mrs.  Raff.  That  was  only  in  revenge,  to  plague 
you. 

Sir  Sim.  A  very  charitable  good  fort  of  lady, 
truly. 

Mrs.  Raff.  I  wifli  Chq  was  of  my  temper,  bro- 
ther, and  wou'd  give  you  fatisfaftion  in  every  thing, 
— For  my  part,  I  own,  if  I  was  your  wife,  your 
jealoufy  would  give  me  no  pain,  and  I  fliould  take 
a  pleafure  in  quieting  it :  I  fhou'd  never  be  uneafy 
at  your  enquiring  into  any  of  my  a6lions — I  fhou'd 
rather  take  it  for  a  proof  of  your  love,  and  be  the 
fonder  of  you  for  ic. 

Sir  Sim.  Yes,  Madam,  but  I  do  not  defire  my 
wife  fhould  -be  like  you,  neither. 

Mrs.  Raff.  Why  To,  brother  ?  what  do  you 
diflike  in  me  ? 

Sir  Sim.  Truly,  madam,  that  rendezvous  of  fel- 
lows you  continually  keep  at  your  houfe,  and  which, 
if  your  hufoand  was  of  my  mind — 

Mrs.  Raff.  He  wou'd  be  jealous  of,  I  fuppofe. 

Sir 
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Sir  Sim.  Particularly,  that  tall  fellow,  who  break- 
fafts  here,  dines  here.  Hips  here,  and  I  believe  lies 
here,  or  will  lie  here  very  Ihortly. 

Mrs.  Raff.  Hold,  brother,  I  defire  you  wou'd 
not  grow  fcurrilous  ;  no  wonder,  my  filter  can'c 
bear  with  this  curfed  tennper  of  yours. 

Sir  Sim.  What  can  a  married  woman  mean  by  an 
intimacy  with  any  other  but  her  hufband  ? 

Mrs.  Raff.  What's  that  to  you,  brother?  who 
made  you  the  inquifitor  of  my  aftions  ?  Do  you 
think  to  call  me  to  an  account,  as  you  do  your  wife? 
Oh  !  if  I  was  married  to  fuch  a  jealous — If  I  did  not 
give  him  enough  of  his  jealoufy  in  one  week,  if  J 
did  not  make  him  heartily  weary  on't— 

Sir  Sim.  Oh  rare  !  this  is  the  woman  that  wou'd 
take  a  pleafure  in  fatisfying  her  hufband's  doubts. 

Mrs.  Raff.  Look  ye.  Sir  Simon,  your  temper 
is  fo  intolerable,  that  you  are  the  by-word  of  every 
one  i  the  whole  town  compalTionates  my  fifter's 
cafe,  and  if  I  was  fhe,  if  a  virtuous  woman  cou'd 
not  content  you,  you  fhou'd  have  your  content  an- 
other way — If  you  wou'd  have  an  account  of  every 
thing  I  did,  I  wou'd  do  fomething  worth  giving  you 
an  account  of. 

Sir  Sim.  I  believe  it,  I  eafily  believe  it.  It  is 
very  plain  who  is  my  wife's  counfellor — But  I  fhall 
take  care  to  get  fome  better  advice ;  for  I  will  not 
be  a  cuckold  if  I  can  help  ir.  Madam. 

Enter  CLARINDA. 

Cla.  There's  my  poor  lady  Raffler  within  in  the 
moft  terrible  way — She  has  taken  a  whole  bottle  of 
hartfhorn  to  keep  up  her  fpirits.  It  has  thrown  me 
into  the  vapours,  to  fee  her  in  fuch  a  condition,  and 
Jhe  won't  tell  me  what's  the  matter  with  her. 

Mrs.  Raff.  Can  you  have  liv'd  a  fortnight  in 
the  houfe,  and  want  to  know  it?  Sir  Simon  has 
abus'd  her  in  the  moft  barbarous  manner.  You  are 
a  wicked  man, 

q  Cla. 
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Cla.  I  am  fure  fhe  is  one  of  the  bed  women  in 
the  '-v'Qrtd* 

Mp.s.  Raff.  Any  one  but  a  brute  might  be  happy 
vith  ftdh  a  wife. 

Cla*  He  that  can't,  I  am  fure,  can  be  happy 
■\vith  no  woman. 

Mrs.  Raff.  Oh  i  that  1  had  but  a  jealous  huf- 
band  for  one  month. 
■   Cla.  Heav'n  forbid,  I  ihou'd  ever  have  one. 

Sir  Sim.  So  the  enemy  is  reinforced,  and  bravery 
can  hold  out  no  longer. 

Cla.  Dear  uncle,  you  fhall  go  and  comfort  her, 
and  afk  her  pardon. 

Mrs.  Raff.  She  is  too  good,  if  fhe  forgives  fuch 
bafe  fufpicions. 

Cla.  I  am  fure  (he  never  gave  you  any  reafon  for 
them.     I  don't  believe  fhe  wou'd  do  any  thing  to 
bring  her  condudt  into  queftion  for  the  world. 
•  Mrs.  Raff.  She  is  too  cautious.     If  I  was  in  her 
cafe,  I'd  make  the  houfe  too  hot  for  him. 

Sir  Sim.  So  it  is  already.  Who's  there  ?  bring 
my  chariot  this  inftant,  or  if  that  be  not  ready,  gee 
me  a  chair  j  get  me  any  thing,  that  will  convey  me 
away. 

ErJer  Servant, 

Serv.  Madam,  Mr.  Gaylove  dcHres  to  know  if 
you  are  at  home. 

Mrs.  Raff.  Yes,  I  fhall  be  glad  to  fee  him. 

Si:<  SiM.  Heaven  be  prais'd,  my  v/ife  is  not  in  a 
condition  to  fee  company.  [Z:.v?/. 

Mrs.  Raff.  Here's  a  pi6lure  of  matrimony  for 
you,  dear  Clarinda  j  what  fiy  you  now  to  a  coach 
and  fix  with  fuch  a  hufband  ? 

Cla.  That  I  had  rather  walk  on  foot  all  the  days 
cf  my  life. 

Mrs.  Raff.  What  difference  is  there  between  Mr. 
Gaylove's  temper,  and  your  uncle's!  how  happy 
wou'd  a  woman  be  with  him  1 

Cla. 
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■  Cla.  I  am  not  fure  of  that— Men  often  appear 
before  marriage  different  creatures  from  what  they 
are  after  it — Befides,  there  is  fomething  in  him  fo 
. — fomething  fo — In  fhort,  fomething  in  him  I  don't 
like,  and  of  all  women  in  the  v/orld,  I  fhall  never 
envy  Mrs.  Gaylove. 

Mrs.  Raff.  That's  a  lie,  I  am  fure.  [J/ide.l 
Nay,  the  man  is  agreeable  enough,  he  is  genteel. 

Cla.  I  don't  think  fo. 

Mrs.  Raff.  He  has  a  great  deal  of  wit. 

Cla.  Then  he  has  wifdom  enough  to  keep  it  to 
himfelf. 

Mrs.  Raff.  And  the  beft-natur'd  creature  in  the 
world. 

Cla.  It  is  verv  good-natur'd  in  you  to  think  him 
fo. 

Mrs.  Raff.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  Indeed,  and  fo  it  wou'd. 
For  I  have  been  only  telling  you  the  opinion  of  the 
world.  In  my  own,  he  has  none  of  thefe  qualities  t 
And  I  wonder  how  the  world  came  ever  to  give 
them  to  him. 

Cla.  So  do  I,  if  he  does  not  deferve  them  ;  for 
the  world  feldom  errs  on  that  fide  the  queftion. 

Mrs.  Raff.  And  yet  it  does  in  him.  For  to  me,- 
he  is  the  mioft  difagreeable  creature  on  earth. 

Cla.  Well,  I  cannot  be  of  your  opinion — there 
i'S  fomewhat  in  his  countenance  when  he  fmiies,  fo 
extremely  good-humour'd  j  I  love  dearly  to  fee  him 
fmile,  and  you  know  he's  ahvays  a  fmiiing — —and 
his  eyes  laugh  fo  comically,  and  have  fo  much  fweez- 
nefs  in  them.  Then  he  is  the  moft  entertaining, 
creature  upon  earth,  and  I  have  heard  fome  very 
good-natur'd  aftions  of  his  too.  The  world,  I  dare 
iwear,  does  not  think  one  whit  better  of  him  than 
he  defer ves. 

Mrs.  Raff.  Oh,  fay  you  fo.  Madam  ? 

Enter  GAYLOVE  and  MONDISH.' 

Oh  1  here  he  is — Are  you  there  tco  ?. 

Gat. 
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Gay.  Ladies,  yonr  fervant — To  find  Mrs.  Raffier 
at  home,  and  without  company,  at  this  high  vifiting 
feafon,  is  fo  furprizing — 

Mrs.  Raff.  Lard,  I  fuppofe  you  think  us  like 
thole  country  ladies  you  have  lately  convers'd  with, 
who  never  owe  a  vii^t  at  the  week's-end  to  any  of 

their  hufband's  tenants  wives Do  you  think  we 

have  nothing  eife  to  do  in  this  fweet  town  but  to 
ride  about  the  Itreets,  to  fee  if  the  knockers  of  the 

people's  doors  are  fall Indeed,  you  have  here  and 

there  a  country-gentlewoman  (her  hufband  being 
fent  up  to  parliament,  for  the  fake  of  his  country 
and  the  deltrudtion  of  his  family)  who  drives  regu- 
larly round  the  town  to  fee  the  ftreets,  and  her  ac- 
quaintance and  relations,  that  fhe  may  know  when 
fhe  may  be  fure  of  meeting  feme  one  to  curtfey  to 
at  the  drawing-room.  And  once  a  week  very  cha- 
ritably gives  her  horfes  reft  at  the  expence  of  her 
wax-candles  i  when  fhe  fits  in  her  own  dining-room, 
chair-woman  of  a  committee  of  fools,  to  criticize 
on  fafhions,  and  regifter  the  weather. 

Gay.  But,  I  think,  it  is  apityfo  good  a  cuflom 
is  left  off  i  if  it  were  only  for  the  better  propagation 
of  fcandal. 

Mrs.  Raff.  What  fignifies  fcandal,  when  no  one 
is  afliam'd  of  doing  what  they  have  a  mind  to  ? 

Gay.  Yes,  there  is  fome  pleafure  in  fpreading  it, 
when  it  is  not  true.  For  tho'  no  one  is  afhamed 
of  doing  what  they  have  a  mind  to,  they  may  be 
afhamed  of  being  fuppos'd  to  do  what  they  have  no 
mind  to. 

Mrs.  Raff.  I  knov/  very  few  people  who  are 
afhamed  of  any  thing. 

MoN.  I  believe,  madam,  none  of  your  acquaint- 
ance have  any  reafon  for  that  pafTion. 

Mrs.  Raff.  Arc  you  fure  of  that  ? 

MoN.  None  who  have  at  prcfent  that  honour  at 
jeafl— For  I  have  that  good  opinion  of  you,  that 
llich  a  difcovery  wou'd  foon  banifli  them  from  it, 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Raff.  That,  I  believe,  you  have  fesn  a  very 
late  inftance  of. 

Cla.  Well,  fince  you  are  fo  folicitous  about  the 
fong,  if  you  will  go  with  me  to  the  fpinet,  you  lliall 
hear  ir.  My  playing.  Madam,  I  am  fure,  is  not 
worth  your  hearing.  But  fince  this  creature  ^vill  not 
lee  me  be  at  quiet— 

Mrs.  Raff.  Lard,  child,  I  believe  you  do  not 
want  fo  much  entreaty.  I  think  one  can  never  be 
at  quiet  for  you,  and  your  mufick. 

Cla.  Madam,  I  afl^  your  pardon.  Come,  Mr. 
Gaylove.  [_ExeurJ. 

MoN.  I  receiv'd  a  letter  from  you  this  morning. 
Madam,  but  of  a  nature  fo  differc^nt  from  fome  I 
have  had  from  you,  that  I  could  vvilli  your  hand  had 
been  counterfeited. 

Mi^s.  Raff.  To  fave  you  the  trouble  of  a  long 
fpeech,  I  fent  you  a  letter,  and  the  lafl:  I  ever  intend 
to  fend  you  ;  fince  I  find  it  has  not  the  effeft  I  de- 
fir'd,  which  was  to  prevent  my  ever  feeing  your  face 
again. 

MoN.  So  cruel  a  banilhment,  fo  fudden,  and  fo 
unexpected,  ought  furely  to  have  fome  reafons  given 
for  it. 

Mrs.  Raff.  Afk  your  own  heart,  that  can  fug- 
gefl:  'em  to  you. 

MoN.  My  heart  is  confcious  of  no  other,  than 
what  is  too  often  a  reafon  to  your  fex,  for  exercif- 
ing  all  manner  of  tyranny  over  us :  Too  much  fond- 
nefs — 

Mrs.  Raff.  Fondnefs  !  impudence  1  to  pretend 
fondnefs  to  a  woman,  after  a  week's  negleft — Did 
I  not  meet  you  at  an  adembly,  v/here  you  made  me 
a  bow  as  diftant  as  if  we  had  been  fcarce  acquainted, 
or  rather,  as  if  we  were  weary  of  our  acquaintance  ? 

MoN.  Was  not  that  hundred-ey'd  monfter  of  jea- 
loufy.  Sir  Simon,  with  you  ?  Do  you  objc6l  my  care 
of  your  reputation  to  want  of  fondnefs  ? 

Vol.  III.  N  Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Raff.  The  old  excufe  for  indifference.  I 
wondermen  have  not  contriv'd  to  make  it  fcandalous 
for  their  wives  to  be  feen  with  'em,  that  they  might 
have  an  excufe  to  them  too  :  'Tis  likely  indeed,  that 
you  fhou'd  have  more  care  of  my  reputation  than  I 
myfelf :  It  was  not  the  jealoufy  of  my  hufband,  but 
my  rival  you  was  aware  of  j  and  yet  you  was  not 
fo  tender  of  her  reputation,  but  that  I  difcover'd 
her. 

MoN.  Excellent  juftice  !  for  fince  I  am  to  be 
punilli'd  for  your  falfehood,  it  is  but  juft  I  fhou'd  be 
convi^Siied  of  it.  My  fweet !  what  wou'd  I  give  to 
believe  what  you  are  endeavouring  to  perfuade  me. 
— Come,  I  will  affift  you  with  all  my  force  of  cre- 
dulity; for  was  your  opinion  of  my  falfehood  real, 
I  would  give  you  fuch  convincing  proofs  to  the  con- 
trary— But  your  love  to  another,  is  no  m,ore  a  fecret 
to  me,  than  it  is  that  I  owe  to  that  your  flights,  your 
letter,  and  your  cruel,  unjuft  accufation. 

Mrs.  Raff.  Infupportable  infolence  !  A  hufband 
may  plead  a  title  to  be  jealous;  our  love  is  his  due 
— But  a  wretch  who  owes  his  happinefs  to  our  free 
gift— 

MoN.  Faith,  I  think  otherwile.  Love  to  a  huf- 
band is  a  tradefman's  debt,  the  law  gives  him  the 
fecurity  of  yourperfon  for  itj  but  love  to  a  gallant 
is  a  debt  of  honour,  which  every  gentlewoman  is 

oblig'd  to  pay It  would  be  a  treafure  indeed  finely 

beftow'd  on  fuch  a  hufband  as  yours. 

Mrs.  Raff.  I  am  henceforth  refolv'd  to  give  it 
to  no  other.  I  am  fo  much  obliged  to  his  good 
opinion,  I  fliould  hate  myfelf  if  I  did  not  try  to  de- 

ferve  it and  by  thinking  me  honeft,  he  fhall  keep 

me  fo. 

MoN.  He  muft  kno-v  lefs  than  I,  who  is  fo  im- 
pos'd  on.     But  you  fnall  not  keep  my  rival  a  fecret 

from  me,  be  alTur'd  you  fliall  not I'll  haunt  you 

with  that  conftant  afiiduity,   you  fhall   not  fpeak  to 

a  man  without  my  knowledge. You  fnall  find 

that 
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that  thejealoufy  of  twenty  hufbands  is  not  equal  to 
that  of  one  abus'd  gallant. 

Mrs.  Raff.  Villain  !  was  it  not  you  that  ruin'd 
mc,  that  deceiv'd  me,  that  robb'd  me  of  my  virtue  ? 

MoN.  How  have  I  robb'd  you  ?  How  deceiv'd 
you  ?  Have  I  not  paid  you  the  price  of  your  virtue, 
eternal  conftancy  ?  Have  I  not  met  your  pafTion  dill 
with  frefh  defires?  Has  not  each  ftolen  meeting  been 
a  fcene  of  joy,  which  eager  bridegrooms  might  envy? 
What  have  I  done  to  difoblige  you ;  or  what  has 
another  done  to  oblige  you  more  ?  Have  I  been  out- 
bid in  fondnefs  ?  Has  fome  frefh  lover  burnt  with 
warmer  paflion  ?  Has  fome  beau  dreft  himfelf  into 
your  heart,  or  fome  wit  talk'd  himfelf  into  it?  Be  ge- 
nerous, and  confefs  what  has  ruin'd  me  in  that  dear 
bofom,  and  do  not  cruelly  throw  it  on  a  poor  harm- 
lefs  hufband. 

Mrs.  Raff.  Good-manners  (hould  oblige  you  to 
mention  him  with  more  civility  to  me. 

MoN.  And  after  what  has  pafs'd  between  us,  I 
think  you  fhou'd  mention  him  to  me  with  Icfs.  Be- 
fides,  I  think  you  have  fometimes  been  of  my  opi- 
nion. 

Mrs.  Raff.  Women,  you  know,  are  fubje(51:  to 
change,  and  I  may  think  better  of  him,  as  v/ell  as 
worfe  of  you. 

Mon.  This  is  trifling  with  my  pafTion,  the  cruelle(t 

infult  you  can  put  upon  it But  I  will  find  ouc 

my  rival,  and  will  be  reveng'd. 

Mrs.  Raff.  Reveng'd  !  Ha  !  ha ! 

Enter  Colonel  RAFFLER. 

Mow.  Death  and  torments  I 

Col.  Raff.  Heyday  !  What  are  they  ading  a  tra- 
gedy ? 

Mrs.  Raff.  And  how  will  you  be  reveng'd,  fweet 

Sir,  if  you  fhou'd  find  him  out or  why  fliou'd 

you  defire  it?  The  man  afts  like  a  man,  and  does 
by  you,  as  you  have  done  by  another. 

N  2  Mox, 
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MoN.  This  ufage  wou'd  jufi-ify  any  thing.  My 
own  honour  fecures  me.  Madam. 

Mrs.  Raff.  I  hope  you  wou'd  not  tell  my  huf- 
band but  he  would  not  believe  it  if  you  did. 

MoN.  Flarkye,  madam,  the  town  will 

CoL.  Raff.  Hold,  hold,  I  muil  interpofe— — 

If  you  will  quarrel,  let  it  be  at  a  diftance What 

will  I  not  believe  ?  I'll  tell  you  w!iat  I  believe — that 
you  are  in  the  wrong. 

Mrs.  Raff.  Ay,  ay,  you  v.'ili  take  his  part,  to  be 
fjre. 

Col.  Raff.  Mr.  Mondifh  is  a  friend  of  mine,  and 
it  is  ftrange  that  you  are  eternally  quarrelling  with 
all  my  friends. 

Mrs.  Raff.  I  define,  then,  Sir,  you  wou'd  keep 
your  friends  to  yourfelf,  for  I  llnall  not  endure  tlieir 

impertinence:  So  I'll  leave  you  together But 

I  muft  tell  your  friend  one  thing  before  I  go,  that  I 
defire  I  may  never  fee  his  face  again \_Exii. 

CoL.  Raff.  All  this  a  man  muft  bear  that  is  mar- 
ried. 

Mon.  Ay,  and  a  great  deal  more  than  this  too. 

Col.  Raff.  Why,  it  is  true and  yet  have  a 

good  wife 1  have  the  beft  wife  in  the  world, 

but  women  have  humours. 

Mov.  Pox  take  their  humours  !  let  their  hufbands 
bear  'cm.    Muft  we  pay  the  price  of  another's  folly  ? 

• In  fliort,  Colonel,  I  am  the  moit  unfit  per- 

fon   in  the  world,  for  that  gentle  office  you  have 
affign'd  me,  of  entertaining  your  lady  in  your  ab- 

fence.     Befides,  I'll  tell  you  a  fecret It  is  im- 

poftible  to  be  very  intimate  and  well  with  a  woman, 
without  making  love  to  her. 

Col.  Raff.  Well;  and  why  don't  you  make  love 
to  her  ?  Ha,  ha!  m.ake  love  to  her  indeed!  flie'd 
love  ycu,  I  believe,  (hcd  give  you  enough  of  mak- 
ing love. 

Mon.  Why  do  you  think  no  one  has  made  love 
to  l:er  then  ? 

^  Col, 
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Col.  Raff.  I  think  nothing,  I  ain  fure  no  one 
ever  has;  for  I  am  fure  if  they  had,  {lie  would  have 
told  me.  Perhaps  that's  a  fecret  you  don't  know, 
that  fhe  never  kept  one  fecret  fronn  me  in  her  life.  I 
am  certain,  if  it  were  poffible  for  her  to  make  me  a 
cuckold,  fhe  wou'd  tell  me  on't ;  and  it  is  an  excel- 
lent thing  to  have  fuch  a  fecurity,  that  one  is  not  one 

-dear  Mondifh,  do m.ake  love  to  my  wife, 

let  me  befeech  you. 

MoN.  Excufe  me,  dear  Colonel but  I'll  do  as 

well,  I'll  recommend  one  to  you  that  fhall. 
CoL.  Raff.  Ay,  who  is  he  ? 
MoN.  What  think  you  of  Mr.  Gaylove  ?  Befide, 
I  believe  it  v/ill  pleafe  your  lady  better. 

Col.  Raff,  Ha,  ha,  ha!  I  could  die  wirh  laugh- 
ing; ha,  ha,  ha!  this  is  the  man  now  that  knows 
the  world,  and  mankind,  and  womankind.  You 
have  happen'd  to  name  the  very  man  whom  Ihe  de- 
tefts  of  all  men  breathing.  She  told  m^e  fo  this  very 
morning. 

MoN.  Then  I  am  fatisfy'd.  Damnation  and  hell! 
Now  can  I  fcarce  forbear  telling  this  fellov/  he  is  a 
cuckold  to  his  face- — — 'Sdeath  I  have  hit  of  a  way. 
[4/^^f.]  Hark'e,  Colonel,  yon  have  put  a  very  plea- 
fant  conceit  into  my  head.  I  think  I  have  heard  you 
fay,  that  you  have  a  great  pleafure  in  feeing  the  dif- 

dain  your  lady  fhews  to  ail  mankind now  I  have 

the  fame  plealure fuppofe  therefore  it  was  poflible 

to  "work  up  Gaylove  to  make  his  addreffes  to- her, 
and  you  and  I  cou'd  convey  ourfelves  where  we  might 
fee  her  treat  him  as  he  deferves. 

CoL.  Raff.  1  like  it  vafily  :  How  I  f]iaH  hug  my- 
felf  all  the  while,  I  know  exaftly  how  fne  will  behave 
to  him.  1  fhall  certainly  die  with  pleafure  ;  let  me 
tell  you,  m.y  dear,  let  me  tell  you,  there  is  a  great 
deal  of  pride  in  having  a  virtuous  wife. 

MoN.  If  brilliants  were  not  fcarce,. they  would  not 
be  valuable:  And  virtue  in  a  wife,  perhaps,  may  be 
valu'd  for  the  fame  reafon. 

N  3  CoL. 
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Col.  Raff.  But  do  you  think  he  can  be  brought 
to  it  ? 

MoN.  I  warrant  him,  he  has  vanity  enough  to 
be  eafily  perfuaded  that  a  woman  may  be  fond  of 
him,  and  gallantry  enough  not  to  let  her  fondnefs 
be  thrown  away. 

Col.  Raff.  I  am  charm'd  with  the  contrivance. 
But  he  muft  never  know  that  I  knew  any  thing  of 
the  matter.  I  (han't  know  how  to  behave  to  him  if 
he  fliou'd. 

MoN.  You  may  learn  from  half  your  acquaint- 
ance. How  many  hufbands  do  we  fee  carefling  men, 
whole  intrigues  with  their  wives  they  muft  be  blinder 
than  darknefs  itfelf  not  to  fee  1  It  is  a  civil  commu- 
nicative age  we  live  in,  Colonel.  And  it  is  no  more 
a  breach  of  friendfliip  to  make  ufe  of  your  wife, 
than  of  your  chariot. 

Col.  Raff.  It  is  a  dcvilifn  cuckolding  age,  that's 
the  truth  on't,  and  heaven  be  prais'd  I  am  out  of 
fafhion. 

MoN.  Ay,  there's  the   glory wealth,  power, 

ev'ry  thing   is  known   by  comparilon were  all 

women  virtuous  you  wou'd   not   talle  half  of  your 
blclTing.     The  joy,  the  pride,  the  triumph  is  to  fee 

The  ills  a  neighbour  in  a  wife  endures. 

And  :iave  a  wife  as  good  and  chafte  as  yours. 


A  C  T     III.      SCENE     I, 

SCENE,    A  Street. 
MONDISH,   GAYLOVE. 


G  A  Y  L  O  V  E. 

ND  art  thou  really  in  earneft  ?  and  art  thou 
lily  fure  fhe  has  this  paffion  for  me  ? 

MoN. 


AND  ar 
perfec 
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MoN.  Thou  arc  blind  thyfelf,  or  thou  muft  have 
difcover'd  icj  all  her  looks,  words,  aftions  betray  ir. 

Gay.  Thou  art  a  nice  obferver,  George,  and  per- 
haps, in  this  cafe,  your  own  pafTion  may  heighten 
your  fulpicionsj  I  know  thy  temper  is  inclin'd  to  jea- 
loufy. 

Mom.  Far  from  it;  I  never  doubt  the  affcflions 
of  a  woman  v/hile  flie  is  kind,  nor  ever  think  any 
more  of  'em  when  flie  grows  otherwife.  Women 
undoubtedly  are  bleffings  to  us,  if  we  do  not,  our- 
felves,  make  'em  otherwife.  I  have  juft  love  enough 
to  afTift  'em  in  giving  mepleafure,  but  not  to  put  it 
in  their  power  to  give  me  pain  j  and  I  cou'd  with 
as  much  eafe  fee  thee  in  the  arms  of  Mrs.  Raffler, 
as  of  any  woman  in  town. 

Gay.  Wou'dlt  thou  ?  Oie's  young,  handfome, 
and  witty,  and  faith  1  I  cou'd  ahnoft  as  foon  v/ifli 
myfelf  there.  'Tis  true,  I  have  an  honourable  en- 
gagement ;  but  a  man's  having  fetiled  his  whole 
eilate,  fliou'd  not  prevent  his  being  charitable, 
George. 

MoN.  Efpeclally  when  what  he  beftows  does  not 
hurt  his  eftate. 

Gay.  Very  true;  therefore,  if  I  was  fure  the  lady 
was  in  neceffity,  T  don't  know  how  far  my  good- 
i-iature  might  carry  me,  for  the  devil  take  me  if  I  am 
not  one  of  the  beft-natur'd  creatures  in  the  world. 

MoN.  I  think  I  am  afting  a  very  good-natur'd 
part  too  ;  a  man  is  oblig'd  in  honour  to  provide  for 
a  caft  niillrefs,  but  I  do  more,  I  provide  for  a  mif- 
trefs  who  has  caft  me  off. 

Gay.  I  begin  to  fufpedl  thou  haft  fome  defign  of 
making  me  an  inftrument  in  your  reconciliation  j  I 
don't  fee  how  my  addrefles  can  be  of  any  ufe  to  you ; 
but  if  they  can,  they  are  at  your  fervice. 

MoN.  I  thank  you  with  all  my  heart  ;  th?y  fcrvc 

me  at  leaft,  lo  far  as  to  difcover  whether  you  are 

my  innocent  rival,  or  whether  I  am  to  feek  for  him 

eiiewhere  :  befides,  if  you  are  really  the  perfon,  and 

N  4  don'fc 
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don't  care  to  be  charitable,  as  you  call  it,  by  playing 
C?.ptain  Spark  with  her,  you  may  pique  her  back 
again  to  me. 

Gay.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

MoN.   Prithee  what  dofl:  thou  laugh  at  ? 

Gay.  To  fee  fo  cool  a  lover  as  thou  art,  who  careft 
for  a  woman  no  longer  than  fhe  is  kind,  take  fuch 
pains  to  get  her  again,  after  fhe  has  jilted  you. 

MoN.  "Pfliaw  !  that 1 well 

Gay.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Mom.  You  are  merry,  Sir, But  I  wou'd  not 

have  you  think  that  I  have  any  love  for  her She 

has  hurt  my  pride;  'tis  that,  and  not  my  love,  that 

I  want  to  cure Damn  her  !   if  I  had  her  but  in 

my  power  3  ccu'd  I  but  triumph  over  her,  I  fhou'd 
have  the  end  of  my  defires,  and  then,  if  her  hufband, 
or  the  town,  or  the  devil  had  her,  it  wou'd  give  me 
no  pain. 

Gay.  I  dare  fwear  thou  wilt  ufe  thy  power  very 
gently.  I  Hiall  fup  there  this  evening,  and  if  I  have 
an  opportunity  with  her,  I'll  do  thee  all  the  fervice 
I  can  ;  tho'  I  can't  promife  to  behave  exadlly  up  to 
the  charader  of  Captain  Spark,  if  fhe  fhou'd  be  very 
kind. 

MoN.  Well,  make  ufe  of  your  viclory  as  you 
pleafe. 

Gay.  But  methinks  you  take  a  prepofterous  way. 
Wou'd  it  not  be  better  to  alarm  her  with  another 
miilrefs  ? 

Mont.  That,  perhaps,  I  intend  too. 

Gay.  I  have  overlUy'd  my  time  with  you, — — 
befides  I  fee  one  coming,  for  whofe  company  I  have 
no  great  relifh So,  your  fervant.  {^Exit, 

MoN.  Whom?  O,  Sir  Simon.  I'll. avoid  him 
too. 

Enler  Sir  SIMON. 

Sir  Sim.  Mr.  Mondifli,  Mr.  Mondifh — is  there 
any  thing  frightful  in  me,  that  you  run  away  from 

me  ? 
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me  ?  I  fancy  my  horns  are  out,  and  people  think  I 
fliall  butt  at  'em As  for  that  handfome  gentle- 
man, who  fneak'd  off  fo  prettily,  I  fhall  not  go  af- 
ter him, — and  I  wifh  I  may  have  leen  the  laft  of  him, 
with  all  my  heart — Is  he  an  acquaintance  of  your's, 
pray  ?  for  I  faw  you  fpeak  to  him. 

MoN.  Ay,  Sir  Simon. 

Sir  Sim.  I  am  forry  for  it,  I  am  forry  you  keep 
fuch  company. 

MoN.  How  fo.  Sir  Simon  ?  he's  a  man  of  honour, 
I  hope. 

Sir  Sim,  Oh,  a  man  of  very  nice  honour,  I  dare 
anfwer  for  him,  and  one  who  lies  with  every  man's 
wife  he  comes  near. 

MoN.  Indeed  I  fear  he  has  been  guilty  of  fome 
fmall  offences  that  way. 

Sir  Sim.  Small  offences !  and  yet  to  break  open  a 
houfe,  or  rob  on  the  highway,  are  great  offences.  A 
man  that  robs  me  of  five  fhillings  is  a  rogue,  and  to 
be  hang'd  ;  but  he  that  robs  me  of  my  wife,  is  a  fine 
gentleman,  and  a  man  of  honour. 

MoN.  The  laws  Ihou'd  be  fevcrer  on  thefe  occa- 
fions. 

Sir  Sim.  The  laws  fhou'd  give  us  more  power 
over  our.  wives.  If  a  man  was  to  carry  his  treafure 
about  openly  among  thieves,  I  believe  the  laws 
would  be  very  little  fecurity  to  him. 

MoN.  And  as  to  prevent  robbing,  they  have  put 
down  all  night-houfes,  and  other  places  of  rendez- 
vous ;  Co  to  prevent  cuckoldom,  we  iliou'd  put  down 
all  affemblies,  balls,  operas,  plays,  in  fliort,  all  the 
pubiick  places. 

Sir  Sim.  Ay,  ay,  pubiick  places,  as  they  call  'em, 
are  intended  only  to  give  people  an  opportunity  of 
getting  acquainted,  and  appointing  to  meet  in  pri- 
vate places. 

Mow.  An  affembly,  Sir  Simon,  is  an  exchange 
for  cuckoldom,  where  the  traders  meet,  and  make 

their 
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theit  bargains,  and  then  adjourn  to  a  private  room 
ro  fign  and  feal. 

Sir  Sim.  Mr.  Mondifh,  I  know  you  are  my  friend, 
there  has  been  a  long  acquaintance  and  friendlhip 
between  our  families ;  I  fhall  tell  you,  therefore,  what 
I  wou'd  not  tell  any  other  living.  I  have  not  the 
lead  jealou fy  in  my  temper,  but  I  have  a  wife  that 
wou'd  make  the  devil  jealous.  Oh,  here  comes  the 
man  I  have  been  looking  after. 

MoN.  Sir  Simon,  your  humble  fervant. 

Sir  Sim.  Nay,  but  flay  a  m.oment. 

MoN.  I  have  bufinefs  of  confequence,  and  can't 
poflibly— Your  humble  fervant.  [Exif^ 

Sir  Sim.  Well,  your  fervant, 

Ettier  Captain  SPARK. 

What  in  the  name  of  mifchief  is  he  reading  ?  A  let- 
ter from  my  wife,  I  fuppofe. 

Capt.  Spark.  Sir,  your  mofl  humble  fervant— 
I  think  I  had  the  honour  of  feeing  you  at  my  coufin 
Mondifh's  this  morning. 

Sir  Sim.  Yes,  Sir,  and  I  fhou'd  be  glad  to  have 
the  honour  of  feeing  you  hang'd  this  afternoon. 

[Jfide, 

Capt.  Spark.  Pray,  Sir,  what's  o'clock  ?  becaufe 
I  have  an  engagement  at  fix. 

Sir  Sim.  Oh,  Sir,  it  wants  confiderably  of  that; 
but  perhaps  your  engagement  is  with  a  lady,  and 
that  makes  the  time  longer. 

Capt.  Spark.  Why,  faith  !  to  be  fincere  with  you, 
it  is  J  but  I  beg  you  wou'd  not  mention  that  to  any 
body  ;  tho*,  if  you  fnou'd,  as  long  as  you  don'^ 
know  her  name,  there's  no  reputation  hurr. 

Sir  Sim.  I  fuppole.  Captain,  it  is  fhe  whom  you 
met  at  the  auction. 

Capt.  Spark.  How  the  devil  came  you  to  guefs 
that  ? 

Sir  Sim.  Well,  but  I  have  guefs'd  right. 

Capt. 
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Capt.  Spark.  I  am  not  obllg'd  to  tell — but  this 
I  will  teii  yon.  Sir,  you  have  a  very  good  knack  at 
guelTing.  And  yet  I  will  iliew  you  her  chriftian 
name,  and  lay  you  a  v/ager  you  don't  find  out  her 
firname. 

Sir  Sim.  Anne,  the  devil !  It  is  not  my  wife's 
hand,  but  it  is  her  name. 

Capt.  Spark.  Hold,  Sir;  that  is  not  fair. 

Sir  Sim.  Let  me  but  lee  the  two  firft  letters  of 
her  firname. 

Capt.  Spark.  To  oblige  you,  you  fhall but 

if  you  Ihou'd  guefs  afterv/ards,  you  are  a  man  of 
honour. 

Sir  Sim.  Sir,  I  am  fatisfy'd 1  am  the  happieft 

man  in  the  world dear  Captain,  I  give  you  ten 

thoufand  thanks.  You  have  quieted  my  curiofity. 
I  thought,  by  your  defcription  this  morning,  you 
had  meant  another  lady. 

Capt.  Spark.  Whom  did  you  think  ? 

Sir  Sim.  Really  I  thought  the  lady's  name  was 
Raffler,  whom  you  defcrib'd. 

Capt.  Spark.  Mrs.  Raffler,  indeed  ;  ha,  ha  ! 

Sir  Sim.  Why,  do  you  know  Mrs.  Raffler  ? 

Capt.  Spark.  Know  her,  ay,  who  the  devil  does 
not  know  her  ? 

Sir  Sim.  What,  what!  what  do  you  know  of  her? 

Capt.  Spark.  Pugh,  know  of  her  !  ha,  ha  !  Lard 

help  you,  know  of  her  indeed and  with  a  grave 

face,  as  if  you  had  never  heard  any  thing  of  us 
two. 

Sir  Sim.  My  brother  is  an  errant  downright 
cuckold.  I  never  was  better  pleas'd  with  any  news 
in  my  life. 

Capt,  Spark.  Is  fhe  a  relation  of  yours,  that  you 
are  fo  anxious  ? 

Sir  Sim.  No,  Sir,  no;  no  relation  of  mine,  upon 
my  honour — I  have  fome  acquaintance  with  a  lady 
of  her  name,  one  lady  Raffler. 

Capt.  Spark.  Ay,  that's  a  good  one  too. 

Sir 
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Sir  Sim.  What,  do  you  know  my  lady  Raffler  ? 

Capt.  Spark.  Yes,  I  think  I  do.  Ha,  ha,  ha — 
faith  !  I  remember  that  woman  a  very  fine  woman  ; 
nay,  fhe's  well  enough  ftill,  I  can't  help  faying  I 
like  her  better  than  her  fiRer. 

Sir  Sim.  I  fuppofe  you  have  had  them  both. 

Capt.  Spark.  Who  L?  ha,  ha,  ha  !  no,  no,  nei- 
ther of  'em  ;  you  are  the  moll  fufpicious  perfon, 
tho'  I  believe  the  world  has  talk'd  pretty  freely.  But, 
ha,  ha  !  the  world  you  know  is  a  cenforious  world, 
and  yet  pox  take  the  women  !  they  owe  more  dif- 
coveries  to  their  own  imprudence.  I  never  had  a 
woman  fond  of  me  in  my  life,  that  was  able  to  con- 
ceal it  J  if  I  had  had  her,  it  might  have  been  a  fe- 
cret  for  me. 

Sir  Sim.  Well,  Sir,  it  is  no  fecret,  I  alTure  you 
— ten  thoufiind  devils  take  'em  both  !  \^Jfide, 

Capt.  Spark.  I  defy  any  one  to  fay  he  ever  heard 
me  brag  of  m.y  amours,  and  yet  I  have  had  a  few. 

Sir  Sim.  And  you  have  had  lady  Raffler  then  ? 

Capf.  Spark.  No,  that's  too  much  to  own. 

Sir  Sim.  Not  at  all ;  no  one  is  afham'd  to  own 
their  amours  now — fine  gentlemen  talk  of  women  of 
quality  in  the  fame  manner  as  of  their  laundreffes. 
Befides,  it  is  known  already,  you  may  own  it,  efpe- 
cially  to  me ;  for  it  fhall  go  no  farther,  I  afTure  you. 

Capt.  Spark.  Well  then,  in  confidence  that  you 
are  a  man  of  honour,  I  will  own  it  to  you  i  yes,  yes, 
I  have,  I  have  had  her. 

Sir  Sim.  Would  the  devil  have  had  you.  Now, 
if  I  had  the  fpirit  of  a  worm,  I  would  beat  thi?  fel- 
low to  death ;  but  I  think  I  have  fpirit  enough  to 
beat  my  wife.  She  fhall  pay  for  alii  and  that  im- 
mediately.    Your  fervant. 

Capt.  Spark.  I  hope  you  won't  difcover  a  word, 
fmce  I  place  fuch  confidence  in  you. 

Sir  Sim.  Never  fear  me,  Sir— I  am  much  beholden 
to  your  confidence,  I  am  very  much  beholden  to  you. 
Cuckolds  !  horns  I  daggers  1  fire  and  furies  1  [^Exii, 

Capt. 
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Capt.  Spark.  The  gentleman  Teems  in  a  pafllon. 
Now  don't  I  know  what  in  the  world  to  do  with  my- 
felf — hum,  hum, — I  hear  Clarinda's  in  town,  I'll  go 
try  if  I  can't  find  her  out.  If  I  follow  her  but  one 
fortnight  here,  the  world  will  give  me  her  for  ever, 

SCENE  changes  to  Sir  S  I  M  O  N'j  Houfe. 
Enter  GAYLOVE,  CLARINDA. 

Cla.  And  fo  you  have  told  Captain  Spark  I  am 
in  town,  I  am  very  much  oblig'd  to  you. 

Gay.  It  fhews  you,  at  leaft,  I  am  not  of  Sir  Si- 
mon's temper,  not  inclin'd  to  jealoufy. 

Cla.  No,  people  are  never  jealous  of  what's  in- 
different to  them. 

Gay.  Faith,  I  have  no  notion  of  being  fo  at  all; 
for  if  there  can  be  no  jealoufy  without  fondnefs,  I 
am  fure  I  cou'd  never  be  fond  of  any  woman  who 
wou'd  give  me  reafon  to  be  jealous. 

Cla.  Yes,  but  fome  men  are  jealous  without 
reafon. 

Gay.  And  fome  men  are  fond  without  any  reafon. 
The  lover  who  can  be  the  one,  gives  you  flirewd 
caufe  of  fufpicion,  that  he  may  afterwards  prove  the 
other. 

Cla.  Well,  then  I  think  I  may  fufped  you  will 
one  day  or  other  prove  the  m.oil  jealous  hulband  in 
the  univerfe. 

Gay.  I'll  fuffer  you  to  fpeak  what  you  don't  think 
of  yourfelf,  fince  you  juft  now  fpoke  what  you  don't 
think  of  me,  at  leaft,  what  if  I  v/as  alTur'd  you  did 
think  of  me,  1  fhou'd  be  the  moft  miferable  creature 
breathing. 

Cla.  Hum,  that  may  be  my  cafe  too,  I'm  afraid. 

lAfide. 

Gay.  I  hope  my  aflions  hitherto  have  convinc'd 
you  of  the  contrary  $  but  if  they  have  not,  I  defire 

no 
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no  greater  happinefs  than  to  complete  your  convic- 
tion by  an  undeniable  one — nor  do  I  fee  any  reafon, 
if  indifference  be  not  on  your  fide,  why  you  any 
longer  deny  the  opportunity  of  giving  it  you. 

Cla.  I  fee  you  have  a  aiind  to  divert  yourfelf. 

Gay.  Oh,  Clarinda  !  Diverfion  is  too  poor  a  word 
for  my  defires,  they  aim  at  fuch  a  height  of  happi- 
nefs, fuch  tranfcendent  joys,  yet  none  but  what  this 
dear  breaft  fnou'd  be  a  partaker  of. 

Enter  Lady  RAFFLER,  and  Mrs.  RAFFLER. 

Lady  Raff.  Heyday !  What  are  you  at  romps, 
good  people  ?  I  delire  none  of  thefe  games  may  be 
carried  on  in  my  houfe — If  you  have  been  bred  up 
in  the  country  to  fufier  thefe  indecent  familiarities, 
I  defire  you  wou'd  leave  'em  off,  now  you  are  under 
my  roof. 

Gay.  I  hope.  Madam,  I  fhall  under  no  roof  of- 
fer any  thing  which  this  lady  may  not  juftifiably 
fuffer. 

Lady  Raff.  Give  me  leave,  Sir,  to  bejudge  what 
fhe  ought  to  fuffer.  There's  no  good  ever  comes  of 
romping  and  palming  :  I  never  gave  my  hand  to  any 
man  without  a  glove except  Sir  Simon. 

Mrs.  Raff.  I  wonder,  Gaylove,  how  you  can  bear 
girls  company.  Your  wit  is  thrown  away  upon  'em  j 
but  all  you  creatures  are  fo  fond  of  green  fruit. 

Gay.  So,  I  think,  fhe  has  giv'n  me  my  cue. 

[^/tde. 

Cla.  Lard,  Madam,  I  know  fome  girls  are  as 
good  company  as  any  women  in  England. 

Mrs.  Rafi-.  Indeed,  Mrs.  Pert  i  are  you  attempt- 
ing to  Ihew  your  wit  ? 

Gay.  She  fliews  her  bravery.  Madam,  in  attack- 
ing the  very  woman  of  her  lex  that  has  the  mod. 

Mrs.  Raff.  I  fancy,  then,  fhe  has  more  bravery 
than  you  have.  Sir. 

Gay.  Gad,  I  am  afraid  fo  too.  [/^fide. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Raff.  Fy,  fy,  that  a  man,  celebrated  for 
his  wit,  Ihou'd  put  his  wit  to  a  girl. 

Cla.  I  am  no  fuch  girl,  Madam,  I  don't  fee  why 
a  man  Ihou'd  not  put  his  wit  to  a  girl,  as  well  as  to 
any  one ;  as  contemptuoufly  as  you  fpeak  of  girls,  I 
have  known  fome  girls  that  have  wit  enough  to  be 
too  hard  for  mod  men. 

Mrs.  Raff.  Upon  my  word.  Madam,  you  feem 
to  come  on  finely,  I  don't  know  but  you  may  be  a 
very  good  match  for  him. 

Lady  Raff.  Upon  my  word,  if  I  miftake  not, 

you  come  both  very  finely  on Well,  the  forward- 

nefs  of  fome  women  1  \_^Jtde. 

Mrs.  Raff.  Look  ye.  Sir,  I  am  too  generous  to 

infult  a  man,  who  already  appears  to  have  been  van- 

quifh'd  J  but  if  you  dare  meet  me  another  time,  this 

will  give  you  inftrudions  where  I  am  to  be  found. 

\_Jfide.     Giving  him  a  letter. 

Cla.  I  am  aflonifh'd  at  her  impudence  !  I 

can't  bear  it,  to  take  him  away  from  me  before  my 

face 1  hate  him  too.    He  might  be  rude  to  her; 

he  mufb  be  fure  it  v/ou'd  have  pleas'd  me. 

Lady  Raff.  I  defire  the  converfation  may  be 
more  general — here's  fuch  whifpering,  filler,  I  am 
furpriz'd  at  you.  This  particularity  with  a  young 
fellow  is  very  indecent. 

Enter  Sir  SIMON. 

Sir  Sim.  Your  fervant,  ladies  j  your  very  humble 
fervant.  What,  but  one  poor  gentleman  amongft 
you  all  ?  and  he  too  of  our  own  family;  for  I  think 
he  does  us  the  honour  of  making  this  houfe  his  own. 

Gay.  I  have  indeed.  Sir,  lately  done  myfelf  that 
honour. 

Sir  Sim.  Oh,  Sir,  you  are  too  obliging — you  are 
too  compiaifant  indeed ^you  mifplace  the  obligation 
— We  are  infinitely  beholden  to  you,  that  you  will 
take  up  with  fuch  entertainment  as  this  poor  houfe 

caa 
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■  can  afford — And  I  afiure  you,  you  are  very  welcome 
to  every  thing  in  it — Every  thing. 

Gay,  Sir,  I  know  not  how  to  return  this  favour; 
but  I  alTureyou,  there  is  that  in  it,  that  will  make 
ine  the  happieft  of  mankind. 

Sir  Sim.  That's  my  wile,  I  fuppofe 1  fhall 

have  him  adc  her  of  me  in  a  very  little  time ;  and  he 

is  a  very  civil  fellow  if  he  does for  moft  of  the 

rafcals  about  this  town  take  our  wives  without 
afking  us. 

Lady  Raff.  I  hope,  my  dear,  you  are  in  a  better 
humour  than  when  you  went  out  to-day. 

Sir  Sim.  Oli,  my  dear,  I  am  in  a  pure  good  hu- 
mour; I  am  quite  fatisfy'd  in  my  mind. 

Enter  Servant.     Whifpers  G  A  Y  L  O  V  E. 

Gay.  Mr.  Mondifh,  fay  you  ? 

Servant.  Yes,  Sir. 

Mrs.  Raff.  Mr.  Gaylove,  you  fup  here,  I  hope. 

Gay.  There's  no  fear.  Madam,  of  my  failing  fo 
agreeable  an  engagement.  [Exit, 

"SiR  Sim.  Yes,  my  dear,  I  am  fo  happy,  fo  eafy, 
fo  fatisfy'd  j  the  Colonel  himfelf  docs  not  go  beyond 
me.  I  have  not  the  leaft  doubt  or  jealoufy,  and  if 
I  was  to  fee  you  and  your  fifter  in  two  hackney 
coaches  with  each  a  young  fellow,  I  ihould  think  no 
more  harm  than  I  do  now. 

Lady  Raff.  Indeed,  my  dear,  I  fliall  never  give 
you  the  trial. 

Sir  Sim.  Indeed  I  believe  thee,  my  dear;  thou  art 
too  prudent. 

Lady  Raff.  How  happy  fhall  I  be  if  this  change 
in  your  temper  continue— But  pray  what  has  wrought 
it  fo  fuddenly  ? 

Sir  Sim.  What  fatisfies  every  reafonable  man ;  I 
am  convinc'd,  I  have  found  it  out. 

Lady  Raff.  What,  my  dear  ? 

Sir  Sim.  Why,  my  dear,  that  I  am  a  very  ho- 
ncft,  fober,  fafhionable  gentleman,  very  tit  to  have 

a  hand- 
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ahandfome  wife,  and  to  keep  civil  company. — And 
that  you  are  a  very  fine,  fafliionable,  good-humour'd 
lady,  fit  to  be  married  to  a  good  honeft  huiband, 
and  mighty  proper  for  any  company  whatfoever. 

Mrs.  Raff.  This  begins  to  have  an  ill  afpedt. 

Lady  Raff.  I  don't  underiland  you. 

Sir  Sim.  Nor  Captain  Spark  neither,  I  dare  fwear. 

Lady  Raff.  What  do  you  tell  me  of  Captaia 
Spark  for  ? 

Sir  Sim.  You  don't  know  him,  I  warrant  you. 

Lady  Raff,  Perhaps  I  do,  what  then  ? 

Sir  Sim.  Nay,  it  is  but  grateful  in  you,  not  to 
deny  your  acquaintance  with  a  gentleman  who  is  i'o 
fond  of  owning  an  acquaintance  with  you* 

Lady  Raff.  J  hope  I  am  acquainted  with  no  gen- 
tleman  who  is  afham'd  of  owning  it. 

Sir  Sim.  Look  ye.  Madam,  he  has  told  me  all 
that  ever  pafs'd  between  you 

Lady  Raff.  Indeed  1  then  he  has  a  much  better 
memory  than  I  have,  for  he  has  told  you  more  than 
I  remember. 

Mrs.  Raff.  Brother,  this  is  fome  curfed  fufpicion 
of  yours  ;  ihe  has  no  fuch  acquaintance,  I  am  con- 
fident;  if  (he  had,  I  mud  have  known  it. 

Lady  Raff.  There  is  no  occafion  for  your  deny- 
ing it,  fifler ;  I  think  Captain  Spark  a  very  civil, 
v.ell-behav'd  man,  and  I  fnali  coriverfe  with  him, 
in  fpite  of  any  jealous  hufband  in  England,  (Tho' 
I  never  faw  this  fellow  in  my  life,  I  am  refolv'd  not 
to  denv  his  acquaintance,  Vv'ere  I  to  be  hang'd  for  it.) 

Cla.  If  all  perfons  have  my  opinion  of  him,  I 
think  there  is  not  m^ore  innocent  company  upon 
earth. 

Sir  Sim.  Oh,  hoj  you  are  acquainted  v/ith  him 
too,  and  I  dare  fv/ear,  if  I  had  afk'd  him,  he  has 
had  you  too. 

Mrs.  Raff.  In  (hort.  Sir  Simon,  you  are  a  mon- 
VoL.  Ill,  O  fler^ 
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fler,  to  abufe  the  belt  of  wives  thus  !  the  town  fhall 
ring  of  you  for  it. 

Sir  Sim.  And  Wedminfler-hall  fliall  ring  too,, 
take  my  word  for  it. 

Enter  Colonel  RAFFLER. 

CoL..  Raff.  How  now  ?  What's  the  matter? 

Mrs.  Raff.  The  matter  !  the  matter,  my  dear,. 
is  that  Sir  Simon  is  a  brute,  and  has  ahus'd  thy  poor 
fifter  for  her  intimacy  with  a  man  whom  flic  never 
fa  A'. 

Sir  Sim.  Nor  you  never  faw  neither  ? 

Mrs.  Raff.  Never  to  my  knowledge,  as  I  hope 
to  be  fav'd. 

Sir  Sim.  You  never  faw  Captain  Spark  ? 
■  Mrs.  Raff.  No,  never. 

Col:  Raff.  Who  gives  you  an  authority  to  en- 
quire, pray  ? 

Sir  Sim.  The  care  of  your  honour,  Sir,: — nay 
don't  look  ftern  at  rr.e.  Sir,  for  v/e  are  both— 

CoL.  Raff.  What!  what  are  we  both  ? 

Sir  Sim.  Captain  Spark's  very  humble  fcrvanis 
a  couple  of  ufeful  perfons  which  no  fine  gentle- 
man fliou'd  be  without. 

CoL.  Raff,  Who  is  this  Captain  Spark,  fifter,  do 
you  know  him  ? 

Lady  Raff.  Look  ye,  brother,  fmceyou  alk  me; 
I  will  do  that  to  fatisfy  you,  which  he  never  fhou'd 
have  e>;torted  from  me.  Upon  myjionour  I  do  not. 
know  him. 

Mrs.  Raff.  Nor  I,  upon  mine. 

Col.  Raff.  Nov/,  are  not  you  afliam'd  of  your- 
felf  ?  Can  you  ever  look  the  world  in  the  face  again, 
if  this  were  known  in  it  ?  If  you  was  not  my  own 
brother,  I  fhou'd  know  how  to  deal  with  you,  for 
your  fufpicions  of  my  wife.  However,  I  infift  on 
it,  you  immediately  aflc  her  pardon,  and  if  you  have 
any  honour,  you  will  do  the  fame  to  your  own. 

Sir  Sim.  I  dSk  their  pardon  1 

Col* 
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Col.  Raff.  Ay,  are  you  not  fully  convinc'd  of 
being  in  the  wrong  ?  Have  they  not  both  folemniy 
attefted,  that  they  know  no  fuch  perfon  ? 

Ejiler  Servant. 

Sery.  Ladies,  Captain  Spark's  below. 

Sir  SjM.  "Who  ?  who  ?  who  ?  [very  eagerly^ 

Serv.  Captain  Spark. 

Sir  Sim.  To),  lol,  lol.  Brother,  your  fervant — 
Ladies,  your  fervant — I  allc  pardon,  I  afk  a  thou- 
fand  pardons — tol,  lol,  lolj  I  believe  I  am,  at  this 
moment,  the  merrieft  cuckold  in  the  univerfe, 

Cla.  Pray,  defire  the  Captain  to  v/alk  in. 

Sir  Sim.  Now,  brother,  I  am  ajealous-pated  fool ; 
I  fuppofe,  I  am  in  the  wrong,  lam  convidled,  they 
don't  know  him.  If  a  woman  was  to  tell  me  the 
fun  fnone  at  noon-day,  I  wou'd  not  believe  it. 

CoL.  Raff,  Well,  here's  a  gentleman  come  to 
wait  upon  my  niece,  and  what  of  that  ? 

Enter  Captain  SPARK. 

Sir  Sim.  'Tis  he,  'tis  he,  tol,  lol,  loL 

Capt.  Spark.  Mifs  Clarinda,  your  mod  obedient 
fervant.  Ladies,  your  mod  humble  fervant. — Oh, 
Sir,  I  did  not  expect  to  meet  you  here. 

Sir  Sim.  No,  I  believe  you  did  not.  \^/1ftde, 

Capt.  Spark.  If  I  had  known  you  had  been  in 
town  fooner,  Madam,  I  fhou'd  have  dene  myfeif 
the  honour  before. 

Cla.  And  now,  perhaps,  this  vifit  is  not  to  me, 
but  to  the  ladies. 

Capt.  Spark.  Really,  Madam,  thefe  ladies  I  have 
not  the  honour  to  be  acquainted  with. 

CoL.  Raff.  Oh,  your  fervant,  brother,  I  afk  your 
pardon — who  is  convi^fled  now  ? 

Lady  Raff.  Unlefs  at  an  auction.  Captain  !  I 
have  feen  you  there. 

Capt.  Spark.  Madam,  you  do  me  too  much  ho- 
nour i  yes.  Madam,  I  have  indeed  had  the  happi- 
.  O  2  neis— 
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ncfs — tho'  the  devil  take  me,  if  I  know  when  or 
where. 

Sir  Sim.  Oh,  I  thought  they  wou'd  know  one 
another  by  and  by. 

Lady  Raff.  I  think  you  laid  out  a  great  dfal  o* 
money  that  niorningj  Captain — you  bid  for  almoft 
every  thing. 

Capt.  Spark.  Yes,  Madam,  I  am  a  pretty  good" 
cufbomer  to  'em  generally.     Either  1  have  adamn'd 
Jhort  mem.ory,  or  this  lady  wants  a  good  one. 

Mrs.  Raff.  1  think.  Captain,  I  ought  to  be  af- 
fronted, you  don't  remember  me  too,  for  I  v/as  at 
the  fame  place  with  my  filler. 

Capt.  Spark..  Madam,  I  afk  ten  thoufand  par- 
dons. Your  mod  obedient  fervant.  Madam.  Hark'e, 
Sir,  will  you  be  lb  good  as  to  tell  me,  what  thefe 
ladies  names  are,  for  I  have  pofitively  forgot. 

Sir  Sim.  I  am  furpriz'd  at  that,  Sir  j  why.  Sir, 
that  is  my  good  lady,  my  lady  Raffler — for  your  fa- 
vours to  whom,  I  am  very  much  oblig'd  to  you  ; 
and  the  other,  Sir,  is  Mrs.  Raffler,  wife  to  that  gen- 
tleman, who  is  as  much  oblig'd  to  you  for  your  ci- 
vilities to  her. 

Capt.  Spark.  Soh,  I'm  in  a  fine  way,  faith 

Oh,  curfe  on  my  lying  tongue  !  if  I  get  well  out  of 
this  amour,  I  will  never  have  another  as  long  as  I 
live. 

Sir  Sim.  Look  ye,  Sir,  as  for  mc,  I'm  an  honeft, 
fober  citizen,  and  fliall  take  my  revenge  another  way; 
but  my  brother  here  is  a  fighting  man,  and  will  re- 
turn your  favour  as  fighting  men  generally  do  return 
favours,  by  cutting  your  throat.  Hark'e,  brother, 
you  don't  deferve  it  of  me,  yet  I  muft  let  you  know, 
that  this  gtntleman  aiTur'd  me  to-day,  that  he  had 
done  you  the  favour  with  your  wife. 

Mrs.  Raff.  With  me  ! 

CoL.  Raff.  What  favour  ? 

Sir  Sim.  The  favour,  the  only  favour  which  fine 
gentlemen  do  fuch  fort  of  people  as  us  j  but  be  not 

dejcded. 
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dejefted,  brother,  I  am  your  fcllow-fuff-rer,  he  has 
Iiad  my  wife  too,  he  confefs'd  it  to  my  face. 

Capt.  Spark.  Not  I,  upon  my  foul.  Sir — a  likely 
thing  I  fhou'd  fay  that  I  had  an  amour  witli  a  wo- 
man that  I  never  faw  before,  to  my  knowledge  ! 

Sir  Sim.  And  have  you  the  aflurance  to  deny  to 
my  face 

Capt.  Spark.  I  think,  Sir,  your  afTjrance  is 
greater,  to  afiert  a  thing  to  my  face,  which  I  never 
faid  i  I  never  nam'd  either  of  the  ladies  in  my  life. 

Sir  Sim.  What,  Sir  !  did  you  not  mention  Mrs. 
Raffler's  name  ? 

Capt.  Spark.  Mrs.  Raffler  !  Oh,  then  it  is  out 
— What  a  confufion  had  the  miftake  of  a  name  like 
to  haveoccafion'd  ?  Ladies,  I  am  under  the  greatcft 
concern,  that  I  fliou'd  be  ev'n  the  innocent  occauon 
of  the  leaft  uneafinefs  to  you.  But  I  believe,  Sir,  I 
fnall  end  yours,  when  I  have  put  myfelf  to  the  blufh, 
by  confefllng  that  it  was  only  a  Dutch  lady  of  plea- 
sure, whom  I  knew  in  Amiterdam,  that  caus'd  your 
jealoufy. 

Sir  Sim.  What !  and  did  not  you  name  my  lady 
Raffler  too  ? 

Capt.  Spark.  Yes,  fometimes  flie  is  call'd  Mrs. 
Raffler,  and  fometimes  my  lady  Raffler. 

Col.  Raff.  An  impudent  jade  1  ha,  ha,  ha!  ay, 
it's  common  enough  with  'em  to  have  feveral  names 
and  titles — Come,  come,  brother,  all  you  have  to 
do,  is  to  alk  pardon  of  the  gentleman,  and  your  wife 
and  mine — Are  you  not  afliam'd  to  put  all  the  com- 
pany into  this  confufion,  becaufe  there  is  a  woman 
of  the  town  who  wears  the  fame  nam.e  with  your 
own  wife  ? 

Sir  Sim.  A  man  has  fome  rcafon  for  confufion 
tho',  let  me  tell  you,  when  a  gentleman  who  does  noc 
know  him,  tells  him  to  his  face,  that  he  has  lain 
with  a  woman,  who  wears  the  fame  name  with  his 
wife.  And  I  think  he  may  be  excus'd,  if  he  thinks 
file  wears  the  fame  cioaths  too, 

O  3  Col, 
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Col.  Raff.  Sir,  I  am  very  forry  any  thing  of  thi^ 
nature  fhou'd  happen. 

Capt.  Spark.  Oh,  Sir,  things  of  this  nature  are 
fo  ufual  with  me,  I  beg  no  apology. 

Sir  Sim.  Fkafe  heav'n  !  I'll  make  a  voyage  to 
Kolland,  and  fearch  all  the  bawdy- houfes  in  Am- 
flerdam,  but  I  will  find  out  v/hether  there  be  fuch  a 
woman  or  no. 

Col.  Raff.  Come,  brother,  a(k  the  gentleman's 
pardon — I  am  afham'd  of  you. 

Sir  Sim.  Well,  Sir,  (I  don't  know  how  to  do  it) 
if  I  have  injur'd  you,  I  aflc  your  pardon  ;  and  yet 
I  can't  help  thinking  ftill,  it  was  my  lady  Raflier 
you  mention'd,  and  I  believe  you  fpoke  truth  too. 

Capt.  Spark.  Sir,  I  can  eafily  forgive  you  fufpevfl- 
ing  me  to  be  the  happieft  peribn  upon  earth  j  if  you 
have  this  lady's  pardon,  you  have  mine. 

Sir  Sim.  What,  is  the  rafcal  making  love  to  her 
before  my  face  ?  But  I  won't  give  liim  an  opportu- 
nity of  cutting  my  throat  before  her ;  for  I  w^ou'd  not 
willingly  give  her  fo  much  pleafure. 

Cla.  I  believe,  madam,  the  Captain  will  make  a 
fourth  at  quadrille. 

Capt.  Spark.  You  honour  me  too  much.  Ma- 
dam; but  if  you  will  bear  with  a  very  bad 
player—-- — 

Lady  Raff.  Tho'  I  hate  cards,  I  will  play  with 
him,  if  it  be  only  to  torment  my  hufband. 

Mrs.  Raff.  I'his  is  opportune  enough — I  will 
fet  'cm  together,  and  fhall  foon  get  fome  one  to 
hold  my  cards,  while  I  go  to  a  better  appointment. 
Come,  if  you  will  follow  me,  I'll  conduit  you  to 
the  cards.  [ExeunL 

Manent  Sir  SIMON,  ^Jid  Colonel  R  A  F  F  L  E  R. 

Sir  Sim.  This  is  mighty  pretty,  mighty  fine,  truly. 
This  is  a  rare  country,  and  a  rare  age  we  live  in, 
where  a  man  is  oblig'd  to  put  his  horns  in  his  pockety 
whether  he  will  or  no. 

COL. 
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Col.  Raff.  Fye  upon  you,  brother,  fye  upon  you] 
r  or  you,  who  have  one  of  the  moll  virtuous  women 
in  the  world  to  your  wife,  to  be  thus  tormenting 
yourfelf  and  her,  your  friends  and  every  one,  with 
thofe  groundlefs  fufpicions,  fuch  unheard-of  jealou- 
fies ! 

Sir  Sim.  S'r,  you  injure  me,  if  you  call  m^e  jea- 
lous j  I  have  not  a  grain  of  jealouly  within  me.  I 
am  not  indeed  fo  foolifhly  blind  as  you  are. 

Col.  Raff.  And  you  injure  me,,  if  you  think  I 
am  not  jealous  J  I  am  all  over  jealoufy,  and  if  there 
was  but  the  leaii  occafion  to  Ihew  it 

Sir  Sim.  Occafion  !  why. is.  not  your  wife  at  this 
very  inirant  at  cards  with  a  young  fellovv  ? 

Col.  Raff,  Well,  Sir,  and  is  not  your  wife  v/ich 
her  ? 

Sir  Sim.  Sore  againfl  m.y  will,  I  aiTure  you— 
what,  I  fuppofe,  you  are  one  of  thole  wife  men, 
who  think  one  woman  is  a  guard  upon  another — 
Now,  it  is  my  opinion,  that  a  plurality  of  women 
only  tend  to  the  making  a  plurality  of  cuckolds. 
Thieves,  indeed,  difcover  one  another,  becaufe  the 
difcoverer  often  faves  his  life  by  it But  wo- 
men do  not  fave  their  reputations  after  the  fame 
manner,  and  therefore  every  woman  keeps  her  neigh- 
bour's fecret,  in  order  to  have  her  own  kept. 

Col.  Raff.  Pfliaw  !  Sir,  I  don't  rely  upon  this, 
nor  that,  nor  t'other,  1  rely  upon  my  wife's  vir- 
tue. 

Sir  Si.m.  Why,  truly.  Sir,  that  is  not  relying  upon 
this,  nor  that,  nor  t'other,  lor  it  is  relying  upon  no- 
thing at  ail. 

CoL^  Raff.  How,  Sir  !  ^on't  you  think  my  wife 

virtuous? Now  Sir,  to  fhew  you  to  your  con- 

fufion,  what  an  excellent  creature  this  is,  1  gave 
her  leave  once  to  go  to  a  mafquerade,  and  follow'd 
her  thither  myfelf,  where,   tho'  I  knew  her  drefs,   I 

did  not  find  her, and  where  do  you  think  fl;ie 

was  ?  wh«re  do  you  think  this  good  creature  was  ? 
O  4.  buC' 
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but  at  fupper  in  private,  with  a  poor  female  relation 
of  hers,  who  keeps  a  millintr's  fhop  at  St.  James's. 

Sir  Sim.  O  lud  !  O  lud  !  O  lud  ! and  are 

you,  brother,  really  wife  enough  to  think  fhe  was 

there  ? Or  if  Ihe  was  there,  do  you  think  fhe 

was  alone  with  this  poor  female  relation  ?  who  is  a 
relation  of  mine  too,  I  thank  heav'n,  and  is,  I  dare 
fwear,  as  ufeful  a  woman  as  any  in  the  pariCh  of  St, 
James's. 

CoL.  Raff.  Brother,  you  are 

Sir  Sim.  What  am  I,  brother? 

Col.  Raff.  I  can  bear  this  no  longer.  You  are— 
I  need  not  tell  you,  you  know  what  you  are— — 

Sir  Sim.  And  I  know  what  you  are  too,  you  are 

a  cuckold,  and  fo  am  I,  I  dare  fwear Notwith- 

flanding  this  evafion  of  the  Captain's,  however,  it 

fhall  not  reft  fo If  I   am  what   I  think,  I  will 

make  an  ample  difcovery  of  it ;  tho'  if  I  was  to  find 
them  in  one  another's  arms,  the  poor  hui'band  wou'd 
always  be  found  in  the  wrong. 

f 

ACT     IV.     SCENE     I. 

Sir  S  I  M  O  N'j  Houfc. 

MONDISH,  Colcncl  RKFFhER, 
Colonel  Raffler. 

HA,  ha,  ha  I  This  is  excellent,  this  is  delightful  ^ 
and  fo  the  poor  dog  fell  into  the  trap  at  once, 
and  is  abfolutely  perfuaded  my  wife  is  fond  of  him. 

MoN.  That  he  is,  I'll  he  anfwerable  for  him. 

Col.  Raff.  How  purely  fhe'll  ufe  him,  I  wou'd 
not  be  in  his  coat  for  a  confiderable  fum  $   my  only 

fear  is,  that  fhe'll  do  hini  a  mifchief Lord! 

Lord  !  how  far  the  vanity  of  young  men  will  carry 
them.  Methinks  too  he  is  not  ading  the  handfomelt 
part  by  me  all  this  while,  1  think  I  ought  to  cut  his 
throat  fcrioufly. 
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MoN.  Oh,  fye.  Colonel,  don't  think  of  any  thing 
of  that  nature;  you  know  we  have  drawn  him  into 
it,  and  really  Mrs.  Raffler  is  fo  fine  a  womanj  thaC 
fuch  a  te:r.ptation  is  not  eafily  refifled. 

CoL.  Raff.  That's  true,  that's  true,  fhe  is  a  fine 
woman,  a  very  fine  woman  j  I  am  not  a  litde  vain 
of  her. 

Mont.  And  fo  chafte,  fo  conftant,  and  fo  virtuous 
a  woman.  Colonel. 

Col.  Raff.  They  are  bleffings  indeed,  very  great 
blefTmgs !  I  beg  this  thing  maybe  kept  a  fevere 
fecrer.  For  I  fhould  nev'er  be  able  to  look  her  in 
the  face  again,  if  Ihe  fhou'd  difcover  itj  fne  wou'd 
never  forgive  me. 

MoN.  For  my  own  fake.  Colonel,  you  may  de- 
pend upon  my  keeping  it  a  fecret.  ^Lonks  on  his 
watch.l  Ay,  it  is  now  the  hour  of  appointment, 
fo  if  you  will,  we  will  go  round  the  other  way,  to 
the  clofet. 

Col.  Raff.  With  all  my  heart ;  I  can't  help  hug- 
ging myfelf  with  fhe  thought, 

MoN.  You  will  fee  more  people  hugg'd  be.lde 
yourfelf,  I  believe.  This  is  not  the  moll  generous 
aftion  that  I  am  about,  but  fhe  has  piqu'd  my  pride, 
and  whatever  be  the  confequence,  I  am  reiolv'd  to 
be  reveng'd  of  her.  [^Exeunt, 

SCENE    changes    to   another   Apartment   in    Sir 
SIMON'j   Houfe, 

Enter  GAYLOVE. 

Gay.  How  happy  wou'd  fome  men  think  them- 
felves,  to  have  fo  agreeable  an  engagement  upon 
their  hands !  but  the  deuce  take  me,  if  I  have  any 
great  llomach  to  it,  and  confidering  I  have  another 
miftrefs  in  the  houfe,  I  think  it  is  bravely  done. 
Yet  I  could  not  find  in  my  heart  to  refufe  the  invi- 
tation. Well,  what  pleafure  women  find  in  deny- 
ing, 
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ing,  I  can't  imagine  j  for  the  devil  take  me,  if  ever 
I  could  deny  a  fine  woman  in  my  life. 

Enur  Mrs.  RAFFLER. 

0^^  here  llie  comes;  now  hang  me,  if  I  know 
what  to  fay.  Whether  fhall  I  addrcfs  her  at  diftance, 
or  boldly  fall  on  at  once. 

Mrs.  Raff.  So,  Sir,  you  are  puniflual  to  the  ap- 
pointment. 

Gay.  Faith,  Madam,  I  have  a  flrange  oddity  in 
my  temper,  tharinclines  me  to  be  extremely  eager 
after  happinefs. 

Mrs.  Raff.  If  you  had  propofed  any  fuch  happi- 
nefs in  m^y  converfation,  I  believe  you  know  you 
rnight  have  had  it  oftener. 

Gay.  You  wrong  me,  if  you  impute  my  fear  of 
-difobliging  you  to  wane  of  pafllon.  By  thofc  dear 
eyes,  by  that  dear  hand,  and  ail  thofe  thoufand  joys 
which  you  can  be'ftow 

Mrs.  Raff.  Hold  Sir,  what  do  you  mean  ?  I  am 
afraid,  you  think  otherwife  of  this  aflignation  than 
it  was  meant. 

Gay.  I  think  nothing,  but  that  I  am  the  happieft 
of  my  fex,  and  you  the  mofr  charming  and  belt  na- 
fjred  of  yours. 

Mrs.  Raff.  Come,  Sir,  this  is  no  way  of  (hewing 
your  wit;  I  invited  you  to  make  a  trial  of  that, 
which  is  feldom  (hewn  in  compliments;  thofe  are 
foreign  to  our  purpofe. 

Gay.  I  think  fo  too,  and  therefore  without  any 
further  compliment,  my  dear  lovely  angel 

TvIrs.  Raff.  Lud,  what  do  you  mean  ? 

Gay.  I  mean.  Madam,  to  take  immediate  pof- 
felTion  of  all  the  raptures  which  this  lovely  perfon 
can  give  me. 

Mrs.  Raff.  O  heavens  !  you  will  not  make  any 
bad  ufe  of  the  confidence  1  have  repos'd  in  you  ;  if 
you  offer  any  thing  rude,  I  will  never  trull  myfclf 
along  with  you  again, 

8  Gay. 
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Gay.  Then  I  mufl:  make  the  bcft  of  this  oppor- 
tunity. 

Mrs.  Raff.  I'll  die  before  I'll  confentj  I'll -. 

Gay.  I  muft  truft  to  your  good-nature. 

Lady  R  A  F  F  L  E  R  at  the  door. 

Lady  Raff.  Sifter,  fifter,  what,  have  you  lock-d 
yourfelf  in  ? 

Mrs.  Raff.  Lee  me  go On,  my  dear,  is  it 

you  ?  I  have  order'd  this  vile  lock  to  be. mended — 
The  bolt  is  fo  apt  to  fall  down  of  its  own  accord—- 
Js  your  pool  out  ? 

Lady  Raff.  No,  fifter,  no — I  came  to  fee  what 

was  the  matter  with  you-- 1  was  afraid  you  was 

ill,  that  you  left  us But  I  fee  you  have  company 

with  you. 

Mrs.  Raff,  I  v/as  juft  coming  back  to  you, 
but 

Gay.  I  cannot  be  of  opinion  that  that  is  an  ori- 
ginal piifture  of  Hannibal  Carraccio.     I  afk  pardon 

for  differing  from  you Oh,  is  your  ladyfhip 

there?  pray,  which  opinion  are  you  of? 

Lady  Raff.  Don't  apply  to  me,  Sir,  I  am  no 
judge  of  pictures. 

Gay.  Moft  great  connoifleurs  are  fiiy  of  owning 
theirfkillj  but  if  your  ladyfhip  pleales  to  obferve, 
there  is  not  that  boldnefs — There  is  indeed  a  great 

deal  of  the   mafter -and  I  never  faw  more  fpirit 

in  a  copy— — Bur,  alas,  there  is  fo  much  difTcrence 
between  a  copy  and  an  original, — I  hope  your  lady- 
fhip will  excufe  the  freedom  1  take. 

Lady  Raff.  My  filler  will  excufe  your  freedom, 
and  that  is  full  as  well. 

Mrs.  Raff.  Come,  my  dear,  will  you  return  to 
the  card  table  ? 

Lady  Raff.  I  wifh  this  gentleman — would  be  fo 
kind  to  hold  my  cards  a  few  minutes,  I  have  a  word 
Or  two  to  fpeak  with  you. 

Gay. 
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Gay,  You  will  have  a  bad  deputy,  Madam,  but 
I  will  do  the  heft  I  can.  [Exttl 

Lady  Raff.  Sifter,  I  am  afhamed  of  you,  to  be 
lock'd  up  alone  with  a  young  fellow. 

Mrs.  Raff.  Lard,  child,  can  I  help  it,  if  the  bolt 
falls  down  of  its  own  accord  ? 

Lady  Raff.  But  you  was  not  locking  at  piftures 
before  I  cair.e  into  the  room  j  I  faw  you  cloier  toge- 
ther, I  faw  vou  in  his  arms,  and  heard  you  cry  out 
—This  I'll  fwear— 

Mrs.  Raff.  Well,  and  can  I  help  this? — I  own 
he  was  a  little  frolicklbme,  and  oifered  to  kifs  me, 
that's  all. 

Lady  Raff.  All!  monftrous  !  that's  all!  if  an 
odious  fellow  was  to  offer  to  kifs  mc,  I'd  tear  his  eyes 
out. 

Mrs.  Raff.  Yes,  and  fo  wou'd  I,  if  it  was  an 
odious  fellow. 

Lady  Raff.  The  honour  of  a  woman  is  a  very 
nice  thing,  and  the  lead  breath  fullics  it. 

Mrs.  Raff.  So  it  feems  indeed,  if  it  be  to  be  hurt 
by  a  kifs. 

Lady  Raff.  The  man  to  whom  you  give  that, 
will  venture  to  take  more. 

Mks.  Raff.  Well,  and  it's  time  enough  to  cry 
our,  you  know,  when  he  does  venture  to  take  more. 

Lady  Raff.  I  don't  like  jeRing  with  fcrious 
things. 

Mrs.  Raff.  What,  is  a  kifs  a  ferious  thing  then? 
nov/,  on  my  confcience,  you  are  fonder  of  it  than 
I  am.  1  believe,  my  dear,  you  are  very  confidenc 
I  cou'J  do  nothing  contrary  to  the  rules  of  honour 
— But  I  hate  being  folicitous  about  trifles. 

Lady  Raff.  Sifter,  it  behoves  a  garrifon  to  take 
care  of  its  outworks :  for  my  part,  I  am  refolv'd  to 
ftand  buff  at  the  firft  entrance;  nor  will  I  ever  give 

an  inch  of  ground  to  an  affailant. And  let  me 

tell  you,  that  the  woman  and  the  foldier,  who  do 
not  defend  the  firft  pals,  will  never  defend  the  laft. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Raff.  Well,  well,  good  dear,  military 
fifler,  pray  defend  yourfelf,  and  do  not  come  to  my, 
affiftance,  till  you  are  called.  I  thank  heav'n,  1 
have  no  fuch  governor  as  yours  :  i  iliou'd  fancy 
myfelf  befieg'd   indeed,    had   I    a  continual  alarm 

ringing  in  my  ears.—- 1  have  taken  a  ilricfl  re- 

folution  to  be  virtuous,  as  long  as  my  hufband 
thinks  me  fo.  It  is  a  complaifance  I  ov/e  to  his  opi- 
nion j  but  you  may  value  yourfelf  upon  your  virtue 
as  much  as  you  pleafe.  Sir  Simon  every  day  tells 
you,  you  have  none  ;  and  how  can  fhe  be  a  good 
wife,  who  is  continually  giving  the  lie  to  her  huf- 
band ? 

Lady  Raff.  Why  will  you  thus  rally  on  a  fub- 
je6l  1  think  fo  ferious  ? 

Mrs.  Raff.  And  why  will  you  be  fo  ferious  on 
a  fubjedl  I  think  fo  ridiculous  ? — but  if  you  don't 
like  my  rallery,  let  us  go  back  to  our  cards,  and 
that  will  flop  both  our  mouths. 

Lady  Raff.  I  wifh  any  odious  fellow  durft  kifs 
me.  [Exetmt. 

ErJerCo!o}7el  RAFF  1.ER,   MONDISH. 

CoL.  Raff.  Now,  Mr.  Mondifh,  nowj  what  think 
you  now  ?  am  not  I  the  happiell  man  in  the  world 
in  a  wife  ? 

MoN.  Ay,  faith  are  you^  fo  happy,  that  was  I 
pofleiTed  of  the  fame  talents  for  happinefs,  I  wou'd 
marry  to-morrow. 

CoL.  Raff.  Why,  why  don't  you,  you  will  have 
juft  fuch  a  wife  as  mine,  to   be  furej  oh,  they  are 

very    plenty, ay,    ay,    very  plenty  :    you  can't 

mifs  of  juft  fuch  another :  tlicy  grow  in  every  garden 
about  town. 

MoN.  I  believe  they  grow  in  moft  houfes  about 
town. 

CoL.  Raff.  Oh — ay,   ay,    ay here   was    one 

here  jufb  now,  my  lady  Raffler  is  juft  fuch  another, 
a  damn'd^  infamous,  fufpicious  prude,  every  vvhic 

as 
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as  bad  as  her  hufband.  If  you  had  not  held  me^j 
Mondiih,  I  am  afraid  1  cou'd  fcarce  have  kept  my 

hands  off  from  her. But  hold,  holdj  there  is  one 

thing  which  fhall  go  down  in  my  pocket-book 

1  ha'-je  taken  a  fvriSi  refolution  to  be  virtuous  as  long  as 
my  hujhand  thinks  me  fo,- Then  thou  fhalt  be  vir- 
tuous till  doomfday,  my  fweet  angel — here  is  a  wo- 
man for  you — who  puts  her  virtue  into  her  hufband's 

keeping Oh,    Mondiih if  that  lady  Raffler 

had  not  come  in. 

MoN.  Ay,  if  Ihe  had  not  come  in.  Colonel — — 

CoL.  Raff.  She  would  have  handled  him,  we 
fliou'd  have  feen  him  handled,  we  fliou'd  have  feeii 
handling;   Mondifh,  we  Ihou'd  have  feen  handling. 

MoN.  Indeed,  I  believe  we  Ihou'd.  Deuce  take 
the  interruption.  \_/1fide. 

Col.  Raff.  But,  what  an  age  do  we  live  in  tho', 
fincerely,  Mr.  Mondifh  !  why,  we  fhall  have  our 
wives  ravifh'd  (hortly  in  the  middle  of  the  (Ireets  : 
an  impudent,  faucy  rafcal !  and  when  flie  told  him 
that  (he  wou'd  cry  out — 

MoN.  That  he  fliou'd  not  believe  her — But  then 
her  art,  Colonel,  in  giving  in  to  his  evafion  about 
the  piftures — Mcthinks,  there  was  fomething  fo  ge- 
nerous in  her  fuddtn  forgivenefs;  fomething  fo  no- 
bly ferene,  in  her  refolving  herfelf  fo  foon  from  a 
moft  abandon'd  fright  into  a  pcrfed  tranquillity. 

CoL.  Raff.  Ay,  now,  that  is  your  higheft  fort  of 
virtue,  that  is  as  high  as  virtue  can  go. 

MoN.  Why  fhou'd  not  calm  virtue  be  admir'd  in 
a  woman,  as  well  as  calm  courage  in  a  general.  Co- 
lonel ? — Your  lady  is  a  perfect  heroine,  flie  laid 
about  her  m,oft  furioufly  during  the  attack:  but  the 
moment  the  foe  retired,  became  all  gentle  and  mild 
again. 

Col.  Raff.  But  come,  as  all  things  are  fafe,  we' 
will  go,  my  dear  Mondifh,  and  drink  my  wife's 
health  in  one  bottle  of  Burgundy — Ah,  fhe's  an  ex- 
cellent woman !  [^Exeunt. 

Enter 


THE  DIFFERENT  HUSBANDS.       207 

Enter  5ir  S I  M  O  N  %vith  a  Letter, 

Sir  Sim.  Here  it  is — the  plot  is  fo  well  laid  fiOw, 
that  unlefs  fortune  confpire  v/ith  a  thoufand  devils 
againft  mCj  I  ihali  difcover  myfelf  to  be  a  rank 
cuckold.  Have  I  not  watch'd  her  with  as  much 
care  as  ever  mifer  did  his  gold  ?  and  yet  I  am,  I 
am,  an  arrant,  dav/nright — a — as  any  little  fneak- 
ing  courtier,  or  fubaltcrn  officer  in  the  kingdom  ; 
and  what  an  unhappy  rafcal  am  I,  that  have  not  beea 

able  to  find  it  out- not  to  convi(5l   her  fairly  in 

ten  long  years  marriage  ! — If  1  cou'd  but  difcover 
it,   it  were  fome  facisfaclion — Well,  this  letter  will 

I  fend  to  Captain  Spark no  hand  was  ever  better 

counterfeited— if  he  had  feen  never  fo  many  quires 
of  her  writing,  he  will  not  be  able  to  find  any  diifer- 
ence.  If,  after  all  this,  I  fhouid  not  difcover  her,  I 
muft  be  the  mod  miferable  dog  that  ever  wore  horns. 

\_Exit, 

Enter  Lady  R  AF  F  LER  ^;?^  C  L  AR  I  N  D  A. 

Lady  Raff.  I  tell  you.  Niece,  you  have  fufter'd 
too  great  freedoms  from  Mr.  Gaylove,  I  can't  bear 
thofe  m.onftrous  indecorums  which  the  young  wo- 
men of  this  age  give  into :  the  firft  time  a  woman's 
hand  fhou'd  be  touch'd,  is  in  the  church. 

Cla.  Lud,  Madam  !  I  can't  conceive  any  harm 
in  letting  any  one  touch  my  hand. 

Lady  Raff.  Yes,  Madam,  but  I  can.  Bcfides^ 
I  think  I  caught  you  in  one  another's  arms, — I  hope 
you  conceive  Ibme  harm  in  that. 

Cla.  I  can  confide  in  Mr.  Gaylove's  honour,  and 
if  his  pafTion  hurried  him — 

Lady  Raff.  His  paffion  !  what  paffion  ?  he  has 
never  declar'd  any  honourable  paffion  for  you  to 
your  uncle. 

Cla.  No,  I  fhou'd  have  hated  him  if  he  had. 

Lady  Raff.  Give  me  leave  to  tell  you,  Mifs, 
diat  is  the  proper  v/ay  of  applying  to  you.     Then, 

if 
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if  his  circum (lances  were  found  convenient.  Sir  SI-* 
mon  wou'd  have  mention'd  it  to  you;  and  fo  it  wou'd 
have  come  properly.  A  woman  of  any  prudence 
and  decency  gives  her  confent  to  her  relations,  not 
to  her  hufband.  For  it  iliou'd  be  ftill  fuppos'd,  that 
you  endure  matrimony,  to  be  dutiful  to  them  only* 
I  hope  you  wou'd  not  appear  to  have  any  fondncfs 
for  a  fellow. 

Cla.  I  hope  I  fhou'd  have  fondnefs  for  a  fellow 
I  wou'd  make  a  hufband  of. 

Lady  Raff.  Child,  you  fliock.  me  ! 
Cla.   Why,  pray  Madam,  had  you  no  fondnefs 
for  Sir  Simon  ? 

Lady  Raff.  No,  I  defy  th>;  world  to  fay  it. 
Cla.  How  came  you  to  marry  him  then  ? 
Lady  Raff.  Out  of  obedience  to  my  father,  he 
thought  it  a  proper  match. 

Cla.  And  ought  not  a  woman  to  be  fond  of  a 
man,  after  fhe  is  married  to  him  ? 

Lady  Raff.  No,  fhe  ought  to  have  friendfhip 
and  efteem,  but  no  fondnefs,  it  is  a  naufeous  word, 
and  I  dctert  it A  woman  mull  have  vile  incli- 
nations, before  flie  can  bring  herfclf  to  think  of 
it. 

Cla.  Now,  I  am  refolv'd  never  to  marry  any  man 
whom  I  have  not  thefe  vile  inclinations  fur. 
Lady  Raff.  O,  monftrous ! 
Cla.  Whom  I  do  not  love  to  fuch  diflraflion  as 
to  place  my  whole  happinefs  in  pleafing  him,  to 
which  I  wou'd  give  my  thoughts  up  fo  entn-ely,  that 
on  my  ever  lofmg  that  power,  I  fliou'd  become  in- 
different to  every  thing  elfe. 

Lady  Raff.  Infamous  !  I  defire  you  wou'd  pre- 
pare to  return  into  the  country  immediately.  For 
I  will  not  live  in  the  houfe  with  you  any  longer :  but 
I  will  inform  you  of  one  thing,  that  the  man  you 
have  placed  this  violent  affection  on,  is  a  villain,  and 
has  defigns  on  your  aunt. 

Cla.  What,  on  your  ludylhip? 

Ladx 
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Lady  Raff.  On  me  !  on  me  !  me  !  I  wifh  I  coii'd 

fee  the  man  that  dar'd 1  thank  heav'n,  the  awe 

of  my  virtue  has  dill  protetfleci  me. 

Cla.  I  afk  your  pardon,  Madam,  on   the  good 

Colonel's  lady  then. That  there  have  been  de- 

fjgni  between  them,  I  am  not  ignorant,  tho'  I  am 

not  quite  fo  confident  they  are  on  his  fide and  to 

fay  the  truth,  my  aunt  is  an  agreeable  woman,  and 
I  don't  expect  a  man  of  his  years  to  be  proof  againft 
all  temptations.     Bur  pray,  whom   do  you  mean  ? 

for  T lud,  v^ho  i  am  defending  I  know  not— 

fomebody who  is   it  that  your  ladyfhip  means, 

for  I  am  lure  I  fivjuiJ  not  know  him  by  the  marks 
you  fet  on  him  ? 

Lady  Raff.  Oh  !  Madam,  you  fcem  to  want  no 
marks,  I  think  ;  but  if  you  have  a  mind  to  hear  his 
name,  'tis  Gaylove. 

Cla.  Mr.  Gaylove  ! 

Lady  Raff.  Mr.  Gaylove  !  yes,  Mr.  Gaylove — ■ 
I'll  repeat  it  to  you  to  oblige  you. 

Cla.  What's  Mr.  Gaylove  to  me? 

Lady  Raff.  That  you  know  beft 1  believe  he 

is,  or  will  be  to  you,  what  he  fliou'd  not  be. 

Cla.  If  I  had  any  affection  for  him,  I  Hiou'd 
neither  be  afraid  of  his  defigns  upon  me,  nor  jealous 
ofhis  defjgns  on  any  other. 

Lady  Raff.  Look  ye,  child,  you  may  deny  your 
affeftion  for  him,  if  you  pleafe  ;  nay  I  commend 
you  for  it.  It  is  an  affedion  you  may  well  be  afham'd 
of. 

Cla.  According  to  your  ladyfliip's  opinion,  v/e 
ought  to  be  aftiam'd  of  all  a(fe6lion — but  really  if 
one  might  be  indulg'd  in  any,  Ithink  Mr.  Gaylove 
might  keep  it  in  countenance  as  well  as  another.     ' 

Lady  Rapf«  It  is  eafy  enough  to  keep  you  in 
countenance,  you  don't  feem  to  be  eafily  put  out  of 
it.  [Gaylove /augbs  wilhi?!.'}  Oh,  that's  his  laugh- 
He's  coming  I  am  fure I'll  get  out  o'  the  vv-ay — 

Niece,  I  v/ou'd  have  vou  prepare  yourfelf  for  return- 

Vol.  IIL  P  ipg 
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ing  into   the  country If  you  will  ruin  yourfdG 

I'll  not  be  witnefs  to  it— nor  will  I  ever  live 
in  the  houfe  with  a  womanj.  that  can  own  hcrfelt 
capable  of  being  fond  of  a  fellow. 

Cla.  Then  let  me  go  as  r:>on  as  I  will,  I  find  I  am 
not  like  to  lofe  much  good  company. 

Efiler   Captain  SPARK,    GAY  LOVE,  Mrs, 
RAFFLER. 

Caft.  Sparr.  Noj  thafs  too  much,  Gaylove,  too 

much 1  hope,  you  done  believe  him.  Madam, 

ri pr'yihee,  liang  ir,  thiis  is  part  a  jeft. 

Mrs.  Raff.  Upon  my  word,  1  think  fo^  efpe- 
cially  wiih  regard  to  the  reputation  of  the  ladies. 

Capt.  Spark.  Yes,  Madam,    that's  it upon 

their  account,  methinks  he  fliou'd  forbear — Deuce 
take  me,  you  will  force  me  to  be  fcrious. 

Gay.  Nay,  pr'ythee  dan'r  afFed  concealing  what 
is  publickly  known.  Mifs  Ciarinda  here  fliall  be  my 
evidence,  whether  at  his  lafl:  qu.arteFs  he  was  not 
talk'd  of  for  the  whole  place. 

Cla.  He  was  an  univerlal  contagion,  not  one 
woman  efcap'd. 

Mrs.  Raff.  This  is  a  conviflion.  Captain. 

Capt.  Spark.  GayJove,  this  is  your  doing  now 

all  might  have  been  a  fecret  in  town,  but  for 

you country  towns,   Madam^,  are  cenforious  ; 

I  don't  deny  indeed  but  that  they  had  fome  reafoa; 
— but  when  they  fay  all,  they  midake,  they  do  in- 
deed— and  yet  perhaps  it  was  my  own  fault  that  I 
had  not  all. 

Mrs.  Raff.  I  think  it  is  too  hard  indeed>  to  infilt 
on  all. 

Gay.  Well,  but  confcfs  now,  how  many. 
Capt.  Spark..  Well,  then,    1  will  confefs,  two 
ilozen. 

Lady  Raff,     t    -r       j  \ 

A/r       r>  >   Two  dozen  I 

Mrs.  Raff,    5 

6  Gay, 
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Gay.  That's  pretty  fair,  and  thou  art  an  honeft 
fellow. 

Mr?.  Raff.  He  is  fo  happy  a  one,  that  I  wonder 
he  efcapes  being  dellroy'd  by  the  men  as  a  nnonopo- 
lizer. 

Cla.  Noj  I  think  the  men  are  oblig'd  to  him, 
for  he  has  found  out  more  beauties  for  'em  than  I 
ever  heard  of  there. 

Capt.  Spark.  Pray,  let's  turn  the  difcourfe. 

Gay.  I  am  trilling  with  this  fool,  when  I  might 
employ  my  time  better — Mifs  Clarinda,  you  know 
you  was  interrupted  to-dny.  You  promifed  me  the 
firfl  opportunity. 

Cla.  I  am  a  Il:ri(fl  obferver  of  a  promife.  Aunr, 
you  are  not  fond  of  mufick,  I  won't  invite  you  to 
fo  dull  an  entertainment. 

Mrs.  Raff.  I   think  I  am  in  a  humour  to  hear 

it at  leaft  I  am  not  in   a  humour  to  leave  you 

alone  together.  \_Exeu72r, 

EnUr  Servant  with  a  Letter^  zvhifpers  Spark. 

Capt.  Spark.  Ladies,  I'll  follow  in  the  twin- 
Idling  of  an  eye. What's  here  ?  a  woman's  hand 

by  Jupiter ! — fome  damn'd  milliner's  dun  or  other, 
—  tho'  I  think  it  will  pafs  for  an  aI][3gnation  well 

enough  with  the  ladies  that  are  juft  gbne Hat 

Raffler !  "  Sir as  Sir  Simon  v;ill  be  abroad  this 

**  evening,  I   Ihall  have  an   opportunity  of  feeing 

**  you  alone" hum "  if  you    pleafe  there- 

**  fore,  it  fiiall  be  in  the  dining-room  at  nine 

"  there  is  a  couch  will  hold  us  both."     The  devil 

there  is •*'  The  company  will  be  all  affembied  in 

**  the  parlour,  and  you  will  be  very  fafe  with  your 
"  humble  fervant,  Mary  Raffler."  Pooh  !  Pox  what 

fhall  I  do  ?  I  wou'd  not  give  a  farthing  for  her 

Ha  !  can't  I  contrive  to  be  furpriz'd  together  ?  That 

ridiculous  dog  Mondifh  fups  here if  I  cou'd  but 

convince  him  of  this  amour,  he  will  believe  all  I 

ever  told  him— '-■now  if  he  cou'd  but  fee  this  letter 

P  3  fome 
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fome  way  without  my  fhewing  it  him — Egad,  I'U 
find  him  out,  and  drop  ic  before  him.  By  goo^i 
luck  here  he  is. 

Enter  M  O  N  D  I  S  H. 

-  MoN.  So,  I  have  made  one  man  extremely  hap- 
py  the   Colonel   is  niolL    nobly  incoxicated  witi^ 

wine  and  his  wife.     This  bottle  of  burgundy  has  a 

little  elevated  me  too now  if  I  cou'd   but  find 

imy  dear  incondant  alone Ila,  Spark  I  what  the 

devil  art  ihou  dodgiiio  :vrrcr  here  ?  In  queft  of  Ibmc 
amour  or  other,  i  know  thee  to  be 

Capt.  Spark.  What  do  you  know  m€  to  be  ?  I 
know  thou  art  a  damnM  incredulous  fellow,  and 
think'Il  every  woman  virtuous,  that  puts  a  grave 

face   upon    the  matter Now,  George,  take   my 

word  for  it,  every  woman  in  England  is  to  be  had. 

MoN.  What  had  thou  had  'em  all  then  ?  that  I 
Tnuffc  take  thy  word  for  it. 

Capt.  Spark.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  thou  wilt  kill  me 
with  laughter. 

MoN.  Then  I  m.ufl;  leave  you  to  die  by  yourfelf. 

Capt.  Spark.  Nay,  but  dear  George hark'c. 

But  flay [Draz-js  Mondifh  over  the  Letter. 

MoN.  I  am  in  hade beiides  I  keep  you  from 

fome  intrigue  or  other. 

Capt.  Spark.  I   might  perhaps  have  vifited  my 

lady  Loiler but  damn  her  I  I  believe  e'en  you 

know  I  am  almod  tir'd  of  her- belides  I  have  a 

mind  to  day  with  you. 

MoN.  But  I  pofitively  neither  can  nor  will  fla.y 
with  you, 

Capt.  Spark.  The  devil  is  in  it,  if  he  has  noc 
feen  it  by  this  time.  Well,  if  you  have  a  defire  to 
leave  me,  I'll  dilappoint  you,  for  I'll  leave  you,  fo, 
your  fervant.  [Exit, 

MoN.  A  letter  dropt !    To  captain  Spark 

the  rogue  counterfeits  a  woman's  hand  exceeding 
■well.     BuL  he  could  not  counterfeit  her  hand  fo  ex- 

.  adlv. 
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av5lly,  without  having  ieen  letters  from  her — Why 
then  may  noc  this  be  from  her  ?  Is  fne  not  a  woman, 
a  prude  ? the  devil  can  fay  no  more. 

Enter  G  A  Y  L  O  Y  E. 

Gay.  Mondifb,  your  fervanr,  where  have  you 
beftovv^'d  yourfelf  this  afternoon  ? 

Mo!T.  "VYhere  I  fancy  I  far'd  better  than  you — I 
have  been  entertain'dwith  burgundy  and  the  Colonel 
— while  you  have  been  loitering  with  Sir  Simon  and 
the  ladies. 

Gay.  Faith,  I  am  afraid  thou  art  in  the  right 
on't  J  for  to  fay  truth,  I  grew  weary  of  their  comi- 
pany,  and  have  left  the  gallant  Mr.  Spark  to  enter- 
tain them. 

MoN.  Well,  what  fuccefs  in  yonr  amour  ? 

Gay.  Oh,  fuccefs  that  would  make  humility  vaia 
——Succefs  that  has  made  me  think  thy  happinefs 

not  fo  extraordinary In  a  word,  had  not  my  lady 

Raffler  come  in,  and  rais'd  the  fiege,  I   believe  I 
Ihou'd  have  been  able,  before  now,  to  have  given 

thee  a  pretty  good  account  of  the  citadel Pox 

take  all  virtuous  women  for  me  1  they  are  of  no  Qihtrr 
ufe,  but  to  fpoil  others'  fporc. 

MoN.  Yes,  taith  !  fuch  virtuous  Vv'omen  as  her 
ladyfhip,  will  fometfrnes  condefcend  to  make  fporr, 

as  well  as  fpoil  it. ' — There,  read  that,  and  then 

give  me  thy  opinion,  if  thou  think'il  there   is  one 
fuch  woman  in  the  world  as  thou  haft  mentioned. 

Gay.  To  Captain  Spark Sir  Simon — abroad 

this  evening in  the  dining-room couch  will 

hold  us  both Ka  !   ha  !  The  captain   improves 

— Safe  with  your  humble  fervant— — Marv  Raffler 

——Well  laid,  my  little  Spark Now  from   this 

moment,  Ihall  I  have  a  very  great  opinion  of  thee — 

thou  art  a  genius -a  hero -to  forge  a  letter 

from  a  woman,  and  drop  it  in   her  own  houfe- 
there  is  more  impudence  thrown  av;ay  on   this  fel- 
low, than  wou'd  have  made  fix  court  paoes,  and  as 
P  3  ■         iTiany 
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many  attornies he  is  an  errant  walking  con- 
tagion on  women's  reputation,  and  was  fcnt  into 
the  world  as  a  judgment  on  the  fex. 

MoN.  By  all  that's  infamous,  'tis  her  own  hand  ! 

Gay.  By  ail  that  is  not  infamous,  I  wou'd  fcarce 
have  believ'd  my  own  eyes,  had  thcv  feen  her  write 
it! 

MoN.  Excellent  !  thou  arc  as  incredulous  as  the 
Colonel.     Whar,  I  fuppofe  you  have  heard  her  rail 

vagainft  wicked  women and  declaim  in  praife  of 

chaftity — does  a  good  fermon  from  the  pulpir  per- 

fuade  thee  that  a  parfon  is  a  faint or  a  charge 

from  the  bench  that  the  judge  is  incorrupt  ? if 

thou  wilt  believe  in  profelfions,  thou  wilt  tind  fcarce 
one  fool  that  is  not  wife,  one  rogue  that  is  not  ho- 
ned, one  courtier  that  is  not  fit  to  make  a  friend,  or 
one  whore  that  is  not  fit  to  make  a  wife. 

Gay.  But  common  kn^c  wou'd  preferve  her  from 
an  affair  with  a  fellow,  who,  fhe  is  fure,  will  publifli 
it  to  the  whole  world. 

MoN.  I  am  not  fure  of  that — perhaps  fhe  does 
not  know  his  charad.er,  or  if  flie  does,  flie  may  think 
herfelf  fife  in  the  world's  knowing  it — befides,  if  he 
is  belitv'd  in  his  bragging  of  his  amours,  I  know 
no  man  breathing  fo  likely  to  debauch  the  whole  fe>: 
— — for  auiour-  increafe  with  a  man  of  pieafure, 
as  money  does  wini  a  man  of  bufineis ;  and  women 
.ire  mod:  ready  to  trufl  :heir  reputations,  as  we  our 
cafh,  wic!i  W^n  thnt  h.as  mod  bufinefs. 

Gay.  It  is  nioO-  natural  to  fuppofe  he  beft  under- 
ftands  his  bufinefs.  But  ftill  this  letter  of  Lady 
Rafiier's  daggers  me. 

MoN.  Are  you  fo  conc^rn'd  for  her  reputation  ? 

Gay.  Hum  !  1  fhou'd  at  leall  wifh  well  to  a  h* 
mily  I  intend  to  take  a  wife  out  of. 

MoN.  A  wife  out  of? 

Gay.  Why  are  you  furpriz'd  ?  did  I  not  tell  you 
this  morning,  I  had  u  midrefs  in  the  houfe  ? 

MoN.  Yes, — but  they  arc  two  things,  I  think; 

hcav'n 
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lieav'n  forbid  we  fnou'd  be  oblig'u  to  take  a  wife 
out  of  every  houfe  in  this  town,  wherein  we  have  had 
a  miftrefs. 

Gay.  You,  1  think,  George,  take  good  c.ire  to 
make  that  impofldble,  by  ma?.iing  miftreffcs  x)f  other 
men's  wives. 

ivloN.  Why,  it  k  my  opinion  that,  in  our  corn- 
mercewit'i  the  other  fex,  it  will  be  pretty  difficui:  to 
avoid  either  making  milirelTes  of  other  men's  wives, 
or  wives  of  other  men's  miftrefles,  fo  I  chufe  the 
former^  But  when  am  I  to  wifli  you  joy,  friend  ? 
Methinks  I  long  to  fee  thee  wedded — I  am  as  impa- 
tient on  thy  behalf,  as  if  1  was  principally  conc^rn'd 
myfelf. 

Gay.  I  fee  thou  art  planting  the  battery  of  rail- 
ing, fo  I  ill  ail  run  off,  before  you  can  hit  me. 

[Exit. 

MoN.  We  iliall  be  aWe  to  hit  your  v/ife,  I  hope 

• and   that  will   do   as   w-eli Here's  anoti.er 

'friend's  wife  will  ihortiy  want  to  be  provided  for^ 
if  my  friends  marry  fo  faft,  I  lliall  be  oblig'd  to 
be  d;  ticient  in  a  v=ery  main  point  of  friendlhip,,  and 
leave  them  their  wives  on  their  own  hands.  I 
think  my  fufpicions  relating  to  Mrs.  Raffler  are 
now  fully  clear'd  up  on  his  fide,  and  fully  fix'd  on 
•hers. 

Enter  Mrs.  RAFFLER. 

Your  mod  humble  fervant,  Madami  he  is  butjull 
gone. 

Mrs.  Raff.  Who  gonef 

MoN.  Mr.  Gaylove. 

Mrs.  Raff.  What's  Mr.  Gaylove  to  me  ? 

MoN.  Nothing,  he  is  a  very  goodjudge  of  pic- 
tures 

Mrs.  Raff.  Ha  !  What  do  you  mean  ? 

MoN.  Nothing. 

Mrs.  Raff.  I  will  know. 

P  4  MoN. 
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MoN,  You  cannot  know  more  of  me  than  you  do 

already,  nor  I  of  you- and  I  hope  fhortly  your 

knowledge  will  be  as  comprehenfive  in  another 
branch  of  your  favourite  fcience. 

Mrs.  Raff.  I  don't  underftand  you. 

MoN.  I  canr.ot  be  of  cpinion  that  that  is  an  origmal 
pcliire  of  Hannibal  Carraccio  ;  fcr  if  you  pleafe  to 
cbfave,  there  is  not  that  boldnefs -,  there  is^  indeed,  a 
great  deal  of  the  inafter^  and  I  mver  faiv  more  fpirit 
in  a  copy  :  hut,  alas !  there  is  fo  much  difference  be- 
tivecn  a  copy  and  an  original 

Mrs.  RaI'F.  I  believe  the  Colonel  bought  it  as  an 
original. 

MoN.  The  Colonel  may  be  dcceiv'd 1  wifli 

I  knew  no  more  than  one  inftance  of  it, 

Mi?s.  Raff.  Gaylovc  muft  be  a  villain,  and  have 
dilcovered  me.  \_/j/ide. 

MoN'.  It  may  be,  perhaps,  fome  people's  intcreft 
tov/ifii  all  perfons  as  eafily  aeceiv'd  as  the  Colonel ; 
what  pity  'tis,  a  gallant  lliouid  not  be  as  blind  as  a 
liufband  ! 

Mrs.  Raff.  Mr.  Mondidi,  I  v/ill  not  bear  this : 
it  v/ou'd  be  foolifli  to  diflemble  underltanding  you 
nny  longer  :  be  as  blind  or  as  watchful  as  you  will, 

it  is  equal  to  me — . 1  will  be  no  Have  to  your 

jcaloufy,  for  if  I  have  more  gallants,  be  aiTur'd  I 
will  have  but  one  huiband. 

MoN,  Spoken  fo  bravely,  that  I  am  at  lead  In 
love  v/ith  your  fpirit  fliil!  and  to  convince  you,  I 
have  that  affc(5lion  and  no  other,  deal  fincerely  with 
me,  and  I  will  be  fo  far  from  troubling  you  any  lon- 
ger with  my  own  paflion,  that  I  v/ill  alFilt  you  in  the 
purfuit  of  another. 

Mrs.  Raff.  Then  to  deal  fincerely  with  you  — 
Lud,  it  is  a  terrible  hard  thino:  to  do, 

MoN.  Ay,  come,  ftrugglea  little,  a  woman  mufl: 


undergo  foii:ie  trouble  to  be  delivered  of  truth. 


Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Raff.  Then  to  deal  fincerely  with  you,  I 
am  in  love  with  another. 

Mom.  With  Gaylove— Fll  aflifi  you — out  with 
it.  ; 

■  Mrs.  Raff.  Well,  ay,  perhaps— but  now  I  mud 
infift  on  trurh  from  you,  how  came  you  to  fufpe/t- 
}iirn  ? — and  who  put  the  pifture  into  your  head  ^-^ 

MoN.  I'll  tell  you  fome  other  time.  ''' 

Mrs.  Raff.  Relblve  me  this  only,  was  it  he  ? 

MoN.  No,  uj  on  my  hondiSr.  ' 

Mrs.  Raff.  Then- it  muft  have  been  my  fifter? 

Mo.v.  Ha! ^ 

Mrs.  Raff.  Nay,  don't  hefitatej  it  is  vain  to 
deny  it.  • 

MoN.  I  do  not  deny  it. 

Mrs.  Raff.  Now  may  the  united  curfes  of  age, 
difeafe,  uglinefs,  vain  defire  and  infamy  overtake 
her! 

MoN.  It  works  rarely. 

Mrs.  Raff..  Revenge,  revenge  ! — Mr.  Moridifb, 
my  reputation  is  in  your  hands — I  know  you  to 
be  a  man  of  honour,  and  am  eafy— — ^but  to  have 
it  in  the  power  of  a  woman,  muft  be  an  eternal 
rack.     We  know  one  another  too  well"  to  be  eafy, 

when  we  are  in  one  another's  power agaihft  her 

tongue  there  is  no  lafrguard. 

Mon.  Yes,  one. 

Mrs.  Raff.  What !  1^, 

Mon.  To  have  her  reputation  in  your  power. 

Mrs.  Raff.  That  is  impoffible  to  hope  — She  will 
take  care  of  her  reputation — for  it  is  on  that  alone 
fhe  fupports  her  pride,  her  malice,  her  ill-nature: 
thefe  have  raifed  her  a  train  of  watchful  enemies  that 
wou'd  catch  her  at  the  firft  trip — But  fhe  has  neither 
warmth  nor  generofiry  enough  to  make  it.  O  !  I 
knov/  her  too  well — She  will  keep  her  virtue,  if  it 
be  only  to  enable  her  to  be  a  continual  plague  to  her 
hufband. 

Mon.  Well,  whatever  difficulty  there  be  in  the 

attempt. 
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attempt,  I  have  refolution  enough  unaer  your  coti- 
dudl  to  begin — Perhaps  I  am  of  an  op'nion  which 
you  may  excufe,  that  no  woman's  vir  ue  is  proof 
againll  the  attacks  of  a  refolute  lover. 

Mrs.  Raff.  But  her  fear,  her  felf-love,  her  cold- 
nefs,  and  her  vanity  may. 

MoN.  I  can  give  you  more  fubftantial  reafons  for 
our  hope,  than  you  imagine — but  may  I  depend 
upon  your  afliftance  ? 

Mrs.  Raff.  If  I  fail  you,  may  my  hufband  be 
jealous  of  me,  or  may  I  lofe  the  power  or  inclina- 
tion to  give  him  caufe. 

MoN.  That's  nobly,  generoufly  faid  j  an  3  now, 
methinks,  you  and  I  appear  like  man  and  wife,  o 
each  other — at  lead  it  wou'd  be  better  for  t'^e  world, 
if  they  all  acted  as  wife  a  part — ani  i.iitead  of  ly- 
ing, and  whining,  and  canting  wiih  viriue  and  con- 
llancy,  inftead  of  fatiguing  an  Irrecoverable  dying 
palTion,  with  jealoufies  an^l  upbraidings,  kindly  lee 
it  depart  from  one  breafl-,  to  oe  happy  in  another. 

Thus  the  ^^oj  mother  of  the  favage  brood, 
Whofe  br^aits  no  more  afford  her  i.^rants  food. 
Leads  them  abroad,  and  teaches  them  to  roam. 
For  what  no  longer  they  can  find  at  home. 

ExeunU 


ACTV.      SCENE     I. 

SCENE,     A  Chamber, 
Lr.Ur  Sir  SIMON,  afjd  Colonel  R  A  F  F  L  E  R. 

Sir  Simon. 

IDE  S  I  R  E  but  this  trial  j  if  I  do  not  convince 
you  1  have  reafon  for  my  jealcufy,  I  will  be  con- 
tented all  my  life  after  to  we^r  my  horns  in  my 
pocket,  and  be  as  happy  and  fubmiiFive  a  hufl:)and 
as  any  within  the  found  of  Bow-bell. 

^  Col, 
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Col.  Raff.  A  good  reafonable  penalty  you  will 
undergo  truly,  to  be  the  happy  hulband  of  a  vir-' 
Cuous  wife. 

Sir  Sim,  And  perhaps  penalty  enough  too — if  it 
was  fo  :  a  virtuous  wife  may  have  it  in  her  power 
to  play  very  odd  tricks  with  her  hufband.  A  vir- 
tuous woman  may  contradid  him,  may  teaze  him, 
may  expole  him,  nay  ruin  himj  and  fuch  virtuous 
wives,  as  fome  people  have,  may  cuckold  him  into 
the  bargain. 

Col.  Raff.  Well,  on  condition,  that  if  your  fuf- 
picions  be  found  to  be  groundlefs,  you  never  pre« 
fume  to  fufpecL  her  or  my  wife  hereafter,  but  fuffer 
them  peaceably  to  enjoy  their  innocent  freedoms, 
and  on  condition  that  you  give  me  leave  to  laugh 
at  you  one  whole  hour,  I  am  content  to  do  what  you 
defire. 

Sir  Sim.  Ay,  ay,  any  thing  if  my  fufpicions  be 
found  true,  brothfr. 

Col.  Raff.  Wiiy  then,  brother,  you  will  find 
yourleif  to  be  a  cuckold,  and  may  laugh  at  "mc 
twenty  hours  if  you  will. 

Sir  Sim.  I  think  you  will  be  a  little  confotinded. 

Col.  Raff.  Faith  !  brother  you  are  a  very  un^- 
happy  fellow,  faith  !  you  are. 

Sir  Sim.   Why  fo,  pray  ? 

Col.  Raff.  To  marry  a  wife  that  you  have  not 
been  able  to  find  any  fault  in,  in  ten  years  time— ' 
If  you  had  good  luck  in  your  choice,  you  might 
have  been  a  cuckold  in  half  the  time,  you  migltc 
indeed. 

Sir  Sim.  Well,  it  is  your  time  to  laugh  now,  and' 
I  will  indulge  you. 

CoL.  Raff.  But  fuppofe,  brother,  itfhou'dbeas 
you  fay,  luppole  you  fhou'd  find  out  what  you  have 
a  defire  to  find,  don't  you  think  you  are  entirely  in- 
debtt^d  to  yourfelf  ? 

Sir  Sim.  I  don'c  underlland  you. 

CoL» 
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Col.  Raff.  Why,  to  your  own  fufpicions,  can  a 
wife  give  fo  good  a  reafon  for  going  adray,  as  the 
fufpicions  of  her  hufband  ?  They  arc  a  terrible  thing; 
and  my  own  wife  has  told  me,  fhe  could  not  have 
anfvver'd  for  herfelf  with  a  fufpicious  huiband. 

Sir  Sim.  But  it  wants  now  a  little  more  than  a 
quarter  of  eight  j  fo  pray,  away  to  the  clofet ;  we 
Ihall  have  the  rafcal  before  his  time  elfe,  and  be  dif- 
appointed. 

CoL.  Raff.  So  I  find  you  fufpedl  the  amour  to  be 
but  of  a  fhort  date.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Lady  RAFFLER,  and  Mrs,  RAFFLER. 

Lady  Raff.  Lud,  fider,  you  are  grown  as  great 
a  plague  to  me  as  my  hufband.  I  know  not  whe- 
ther he  teazes  me  more  for  doing  what  I  flicu'd  not, 
than  you  for  doing  Vvl.at  I  fliou'd. 

Mrs.  Raff.  A  woman  never  aiSls  as  flie  fliou'd, 
but  when  fhe  afis  againft  her  hufband.  He  is  a  prince 
who  is  ever  endeavouring  to  grow  abfolutc,  and  it 
fhou'd.  be  our  conftant  endeavour  to  reflrain  him.. 
You  are  a  member  of  the  commonwea::'^  of  wo-_ 
inen,  and  when  you  give  way  to  your  hulbnnd,  you 
betray  the  liberty  of  your  fcx. 

Lady  Raff,  ifou  ^re  always  for  turning  every 
thing  into  ridicule;  but  I  am  not  that  pooi-fpijited 
creature  you  wou'd  reprefcnt  me  :  nor  did  1  ever  give 
way  to  my  hufl^and  in  any  one  thing  in  my  lite,  con- 
trairy.  to  my  own  opinion.  I  wou'd  not  have  you^ 
think  I  do  not  refent  his  fufpicions  of  mc,  and  I  defy 
you  to  fay,  I  ever  fubmitted  to  any  method  of  quiet- 
ing 'em — Ail  that  I  am  folicitous  about  is,  not  to 
give  the  world  an  opportunity  of  fufpeding  me. 

Mrs.. Raff.  But  as  the  world  is  a  witnefs  of  his 
fufpe6Ving  you,  were  I  in  your  cafe,  I  Ihou'd  think 
my  hOnour.cngag'd  to  let  the  world  be  witnefs  of 
my  revenge, 

Lady  Raff.  Then  the  world  wou'd  condemn  mc, 
as  it  aow  does  him— Had  1  a  mind  to  be  as  tadicrous 

a& 
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as  you,  I  might  tell  you/  that  the  woman  who  parts 
with  her  virtue,  makes  her  hulband  abfolute,  and- 
betrays  the  liberty  of  her  fex.  Siller,  fifter,  believe 
me,  it  is  in  the  power  of  one  honeft  vv^oman  to  be  a 
greater  plague  to  her  hufband,  than  all  the  vile  vi- 
cious creatures  upon  earth. 

Mrs.  Raff.  Give  me  your  hand;,  my  dear,  for 
I  find  we  are  agreed  upon  the  main  point,  that  is, 
enmity  to  a  hufband.  I  proceed  now  to  the  fe- 
cond  point,  which  every  good  woman  ought  to 
confider,  namely,  the  rewarding  a  deferving  gal- 
lant. 

LwvDY  Raff.  That  is  a  fubjed  on  which  I  am 
afraid  we  fnall  eternally  differ. 

Mrs.  Raff.  I  hope  we  fhall,  my  dear;  that  is, 
I  hope  we  Ihali  never  defire  to  reward  the  fame. 

Lady  Raff.  I  defire  we  m.ay  never  difcourfe 
more  on  this  head  ;  for  1  fhall  be  inclin'd  to  fay 
things  which  you  will  not  like  ;  and,  as  1  fear  they 
will  be  of  no  fervice  to  you,  I  defire  to  avoid  it. 

Mrs.  Raff.  Oh,  yes,  they  will  be  of  great  fer- 
vice to  me,  they  will  make  me  laugh  immoderately. 

Come,  confefs  honeftly ^I  know  you  fufpe6t  me 

with  Gaylove. 

Lady  Raff.  If  you  put  me  to  it — I  cannot  call 
your  condudl  unqueftionable.  If  I  lliou'd  fufpe6l, 
it  wou'd  not  be  v/ithout  reafon. 

Mrs.  Raff.  Nay,  if  you  allow  reafon,  I  have 
reafons  to  fufped  you  with  not  half  fo  pretty  a 
fellow. 

Lady  Raff.  Me  !  I  defy  you — pure  virtue  will 
confront  fufpicion. 

Mrs.  Raff.  Pure  virtue  feems  to  have  a  pretty 
good  front,  indeed.  Let  us  try  the  paufe  fairly  be- 
tween us:  you  found  me  and  a  young  fellow  alone 
together,  and  very  comical  things  may  happen,  I 
own,  between  a  man  and  a  woman  alone  together. 
But  when  a  lady  fends  an  affignation  to  a  gentleman, 
to  meet  her  in  the  dark  on  a  couch  ;  then  if  nothing 

comical 
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comical  happens  to  pure  virtue,  they  mufl:  be  a  co- 
inical  couple,  indeed. 

Lady  Raff.  You  are  fuch  a  laughing  giggling 
creature,  I  don't  know  what  you  drive  ai. 

Mrs.  Raff.  Read  that — and  I  believe  it  will  ex- 
plain what  both  of  us  drive  at Now  I   fhall 

iee  how  far  a  prude  can  carry  it  —Not  one  blufh  yet  j 
I  find  blufhing  is  one  of  the  things  which  pure  vir- 
tue can't  do. 

Lady  Raff.  I  am  amaz'd  and  confounded!  Where 
had  you  this  ? 

Mrs.  Raff.  From  a  very  good  friend  of  yours, 
in  whofe  hands  your  reputation  will  be  fafer  than  in 
the  Captain's,  where  you  plac'd  it. 

Lady  Raff.  What  do  you  then  believe 

Mrs.  Raff.  Nothing  but  my  own  eyes.  You 
will  not  deny  it  is  your  own  hand  ? 

Lady  Raff.  Some  devil  has  counterfeited  it.  I 
befeech  you  tell  me  how  you  came  by  it. 

Mrs.  Raff.  Mondilh  gave  it  me. 

Lady  Raff.  Then  he  writ  it. 

Mrs.  Raff.  Nay,  the  Captain,  by  what  I  hear  of 
him,  is  a  more  likely  perlbn  to  have  counterfeited  it. 
But  it  is  well  done,  and  lure  whoever  did  it,  mufb 
have  feen  your  writing. 

Lady  Raff.  I'll  reach  all  the  depths  of  hell,  but 
Til  find  it  out.  Have  I  for  this  had  a  guard  upon 
every  look,  word,  and  aflion  of  my  life  j  for  this 
Ihunn'd  ev'n  fpeaking  to  any  woman  in  publick  of 
the  leaft  doubtful  character  ?  for  this  been  all  my 
life  the  forwardeft  to  cenfure  the  imprudence  of 
others  ? — have  I  defended  my  reputation  in  the  face 
©f  the  fun,  to  have  it  thus  undermin'd  in  the  dark? 

Mrs.  Raff.  Moft  women's  reputations  are  under- 
min'd in  the  dark — you  fee,  child,  how  foolifh  it  h 
-to  take  fo  much  care  about  what  is  fo  eafily  lofl: ; 
at  leaft,  1  hope,  you  will  learn  to  take  care  of  no 
ent'i  reputation  but  your  own, 

Lapt 
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Lady  Raff.  It  wanto  but  little  of  the  appointed 
hour  :  fifter,  will  you  go  with  me  ? 

Mrs.  Raff.  Oh  !  no,  two  to  one  will  not  be  fair 
— If  you  had  appointed  him  to  have  brought  his 
fecond,  indeed- 

Lady  Raff.  I  fee  you  are  incorrigible But  I 

will  go  find  my  niece,  or  my  brother,  or  Sir  Simon 
himfelf :  I  will  raife  the  world,  and  the  dead,  and 
the  devil  j  but  I  will  find  out  the  bottom  of  this 
affair. [ExiU 

Mrs.  Raff.  Hugh  !  what  a  terrible  combuftion 
is  pure  virtue  in  ?  Now  will  I   convey  myfelf,  if 

poITible,  into  the  clolet and  be  an  humble  fpec- 

tator  of  the   battle Well,  a  virtuous  wife  is  a 

moft  precious  jewel but  if  all  jewels  were  as 

eafily  counterfeited,  he  wou'd  be  an  egregious  afs 
who  wou'd  venture  to  lay  out  his  money  in  them. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  chaftges  to  another  Room  in  Sir  SlMOWs 

Hcufe, 

Enter  6"/r  S  I M  O  N  in  Women^s  Cloaths, 

Sir  Sim.  My  evidence  is  polled,  the  Colonel  is  la 
the  clofet,  and  can  overhear  all — —The  tim.e  of 
appointment  draws  near.  I  am  ftrangely  pleas'd 
with  my  ftratagem.  If  I  can  but  counterfeit  my 
wife's  voice  as  well  as  I  have  her  hand,  I  may  defy 
him  to  difcover  me;  for  there  is  not  a  glimpfe  of 
light. — I  am  as  much  delighted  as  any  young  whore- 
mafter  can  be  in  expeftacion  of  m  -eting  another 
man's  wife.  And  yet  I  am  afraid  I  Ihall  not  difcover 
myfelf  to  be  what  I  fear  neither  j  and  if  I  (hou'd  nor, 
I  will  hang  myfelf  incontinently.  Oh  !  thou  damn'd 
couch  !  thou  art  not  ten  years  old,  and  yet  what 

cuckoldom  haft  thou  been  "V;::;!:fs  of 1  will 

be  reveng'd  on  theej  fori  wii;  burn  thee  this  even- 
ing in  triumph,  pleafe  heay.n  ! — Hufh,  hufh,  here 
he  comes.  [Ijes  on  a  Concb, 

Enter 
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Enter  M  O  N  D  I  S  H. 

MoN.  This  is  the  field  of  battle.  Ifl  know  any 
thing  of  the  Captain,  he  will  not  be  in  hafie — and 
if  fhe  comes  here  before  him,  I  think  (lie  will  not 
have  the  impudence  to  deny  any  favour  to  one 
who  knows  as  much  as  I  do.  It  is  as  dark  as  hell ! 
let  a  prude  alone  fur  contriving  a  proper  place  for 
an  aflignation — Poor  Sir  Simon,  faith  I  thou  hall 
more  caufe  for  thy  jealoufy  than  I  imagin'd. 

Sir  Sim.  Ay,  or  than  I  imagin'd  either T  am 

over  head  and  ears  ii  it — I  am  the  arranteil -cuckold 
in  town.  [_/1f:de. 

MoN.  'Sdeath!  I  fliall  never  be  able  to  find  this 
couch  out  ^ fure  it  us'd  to  be  fonewhere  here- 
abouts. It  has  been  the  fcene  of  my  happinefs  too 
often  for  me  to  forget  it. 

Sir  Sim.  Oh  !  it  has — Oh  1  thou  damn'd  villain  ! 
I  wilh  thou  cou'dO:  feel  torments,  that  I  might  be 
an  age  in  burning  thee.  \^/ifids. 

MoN.  Ha  !  I  hear  a  door  open — it  is  a  woman's 
tread.     1  knDW  the  dear,  dear  trip  of  a  fofc  foot. 

EiUer  Mrs.  R  A  F  F  L  E  R,  who  falls  into  M  O  N- 
DISH'S  Arms. 

Mrs.  Raff.  In  the  name  of  goodnefs  who  are 
you  ? 

MoN.  An  evil  fpirit.  I  find  you  are  us'd  to  me^c 
them  in  the  dark,  by  your  readinefs  in  fpeaking  to 
'em. 

Mrs.  Raff.  Mr.  Mondifh  ? 

Sir  Sim.  Here  will  be  rare  caterwalling.    [/1/ide, 

MoN,   What  do  you  do  here  ? 

Mrs.  Raff.  Trouble  not  yourfelf  about  that,  I 
will  not  fpoil  your  fport. 

MoN.  But  tell  me,  have  you  fecn  your  fiftcr  ? 

Mrs.  Raff.  Yes. 

MoN.  Well,  and  how  ? 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Raff.  Oh,  fhe  raves  like  a  princefs  in  a 
tragedy,  and  hvears  that  fome  devil  has  contriv'd 
it. 

MoN.  Then  flie  perfids  in  her  innocence? 

Mrs.  Raff.  Yes,  and  will,  after  conviction — nay, 
even  after  execution. 

MoN.  A  very  hardened  criminal  indeed  but 

pray  what  is  your  opinion  of  my  fuccefs  ? 

Mrs.  Raff.  Oh,  thou  wicked  feducer !  It  would 
be  hard  indeed  that  I  fiiould  think  you  not  able  to 
fucceed,  after  fuch  a  one  as  you  have  defcrib'd  the 
Captain  to  be,  when  you  prevaii'd  on  my  innocent 
heart,  and  triumph'd  over  what  I  imagin'd  an  im« 
pregnable  fortrefs. 

MoN.  And  was  I  really  thy  firfi:  feducer  ? 

Mrs.  Raff.  By  heavens!  the  only  one  that  ever 
has  yet  injur'd  my  hufband. 

Sir  Sim.  What  do  I  hear? 

Mon.  Why  do  I  not  ftill  enjoy  that  happinefs 
fingly  ?  What  have  I  done  to  forfeit  one  grain  of 
your  efteem  ? 

Mrs.  Raff.  To  your  frefii  game,  fportfrnanj  and 
I  wilh  you  a  good  chace. 

Mon.  Whither  are  you  going  ? 

Mrs.  Raff.  Concern  not  yourfelf  with  me ;  your 
new  miftrefs  will  foon  be  with  you.  [Exk. 

Sir  SiiM.  This  Is  better  than  my  hopes !  This  is 
killing  two  birds  with  one  (tone.  My  brother  will 
be  rewarded  for  the  pains  he  takes  on  my  account — 
Ha  1  there's  a  light- 1  think  1  fliali  be  fecure  be- 
hind the  couch. 

Enier  Lad^  A  F  F  L  E  R,  zvith  a  Candle. 

Lady  Raff.  I  think  there  is  fome  plot  laid 
againft"  me,  the  whole  family  are  run  out  of  the 
houfe.  But  virtue  will  proted  her  adherents.  Ha! 
who's  that  ? 

MoN.  Be  not  ftartled.  Madam  i  it  is  one  from 
whom  you  have  nothing  to  fear. 

Vol.  III.  Q^  Lady 
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Lady  Raff.  I  know  not  that.  Sir;  I  fhall  always 
think  I  have  juft  reafon  to  fear  one  who  lurks  pri- 
vately about  in  dark  corners.  Pcrfons  who  have  no 
ill  clefign  never  fcek  hiding-places  :  but,  however, 
you  are  the  perlbn  I  defir'd  to  meet. 

MoN.  That  wou'd  make  me  happy,  indeed  ! 

Lady  Raff.  Whence,  Sir,  had  you  that  letter, 
which  you  this  day  gave  my  fitter,  and  which  was 
fign'd  with  my  name  ? 

MoN.  The  letter,  Madam  ? 

Lady  Raff.  Yes,  Sir,  the  letter !  with  that  odi- 
ous affignation  which  I  detefl  the  apprehenfion  of 
— my  reputation  fliall  be  clear'd,  and  I  will  know 
the  author  of  this  infamous  forgery,  whatever  be  the 
confequence  ! 

MoN.  Be  miflrcfs  of  youiTelf,  Madam,  and  be 
afilir'd  nothing  in  my  power  ihall  be  ever  left  undone 
to  vindicate  your  reputation,  or  dete6l  any  calumny 
againft  it.  The  letter  was  dropt  by  the  perlbn  to 
whom  it  was  directed,  dropt  on  purpofe  that  I 
Ihou'd  take  it  upj  which  I  did,  and  deliver'd  it  to 
your  filter.  Indeed,  I  even  then  fufpettcd  it  a  for- 
gery. I  thought  I  knew  my  lady  Rafller  too  well, 
to  fear  her  capable  of  placing  her  affections  unwor- 
thily. 

Lady  Raff.  And  you  know  no  more  ? 

MoN.  I  do  not,  upon  my  honour. 

Lady  Raff.  Well,  Sir,  whatever  care  you  iliall 
take  of  my  reputation,  Sir  Simon  fliall  thank  you 
for  it. 

MoN'.  Alas!  Madam,  cou'd  I  have  any  merit  in 
fuch  a  fervice,  I  fliou'd  hope  to  have  another  re- 
warder  than  the  very  laft  perfon  on  whom  I  wou'd 
confer  an  obligation. 

Lady  Raff.  How,  Sir? 

Mom.  I  aflc  pardon.  Madam,  I  know  how  tender 
the  fubje6t  is  to  your  earsj  yet  I  hope  the  excefs  of 
tendernefs  which  I  have  for  you  will  plead 

Lady  Raff.  Tendernefs  for  me  ?  [^«^0'-l 

n  MON. 
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MoN.  For  your  reputation,  Madam. 

[Sbe  looks  pleafed* 
Lady  Raff.  That,  I  think,  I  may  fufFer. 

Moy.    Pardon  me.   Madam,    if  that  tendernefs 

which  I  have  for-^ your  reputation,  Madam, 

will  not  permit  me  to  be  eafy  while  I  fee  it  lavifh'd 
on  a  man  lb  worthlefs,  lb  ungrateful,  fo  infenfi- 
ble — And  yet.  Madam,  can  even  you,  the  beil,  the 
mod:  referv'd  of  wives,  can  you  deny  but  that  his 
jealoufy  is  plain  to  you  and  to  the  whole  world  ? 
Cou'd  he  flievv  more  had  he  married  one  of  the  wan- 
ton coquets,  who  encourage  every  man  who  ad- 
dreffes  'em,  nay^  who  are  continually  throwing  out 
their  lures  for  men  who  do  not  ?  Had  he  married 
one  of  thefe,  nay,  had  he  married  a  common  avow'd 
proftitute 

Lady  Raff.  Hold,  you  fhock  me. 

MoN.  And  I  Ihall  fhock  myfclf.  But  the  v/ounds 
muft  be  laid  open  to  be  cur'd. 

Lady  Raff.  What  can  I  do  ? 

MoN.  Hate  him. 

Lady  Raff.  That,  I  think,  virtue  will  allow  me 
to  do. 

MoN.  jufl-ice  commands  you  to  do  it :  nay,  more, 
it  commands  you  to  revenge,  you  ought  for  exam- 
ple fake pardon  me.  Madam,  if  the  love  I  have 

for  you 1  (liou'd  rather  fay  if  the  friendfhip  I 

have  contrafted  for  your  virtue,  carries  me  too  farj 
but  1  will  undertake  to  prove,  that  it  is  not  only 
meHtorious  to  fulfil  his  fufpicions,  but  it  wou'd  be 
criminal  not  to  do  it.  Virtue  requires  it,  the  virtue 
you  adore,  you  pofTefs,  requires  it ;  it  is  not  you,  it 
is  your  virtue  he  injures  5  that  demands  a  juftifica- 
tion,  that  obliges  you 

Lady  R.aff.  To  hate  him,  to  defpife  him,  that  a 
virtuous  woman  may  do. 

MoN.  Oh  !  I  admire,  I  adore  a  virtuous  wo- 
man. 

Lady  Raff.  Virtue  n  her  greatefi:  jewel. 

0^2  MoN". 
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MoN.  Oh,  'tis  a  nice,  and  tender  thing,  it  will 
not  bear  fufpicion  :  fhe  woii'd  be  a  poor  creature  in- 
deed, who  cou'd  bear  to  have  her  virtue  fufpe^ed 
without  revenge. 

Lady  Raff.  What  can  (lie  da? 

MoN.  Ev'ry  thing:  part  with  it. 

Lady  Raff.  Ha ! 

MoN.  Not  fronn  her  heart 1  hope  you  don't 

think  I  mean  that ;  but  true  virtue  is  no  more  con- 
cern'd  in  punifning  a  hufband,  than  true  mercy  in 
puniiliing  a  criminal. 

Lady  Raff.  But  I  have  the  comfort  to  think  he 
is  fufRciently  punifh'd  in  the  torments  of  his  own 
mind.  Oh,  I  lliou'd  be  the  moft  miferable  creature 
alive,  if  I  cou'd  but  even  f'ufped  he  had  an  eafy 
moment.  Mr.  Mondifh,  it  wou'd  be  ridiculous  to 
affecl  hiding  from  you,  who  are  fo  intimate  in  the 
family,  my  knowledge  of  his  bafe,  unjuft  lufpicionsi 
nor  wou'd  I  have  you  think  me  fo  poor-fpirited  a 
wretch,  not  to  hate  and  defpife  him  for  them.  How 
xinjuft  they  are,  the  whole  world  can  evidence :  for 
no  woman  upon  earth  cou'd  be  more  delicate  in  her 
condu6V.  Therefore,  for  heaven's  fake,  affift  me  in 
the  difcovery  of  this  letter. 

MoN,  I  cou'd  not,  I  am  fure,  fufped  you  of  fo 
indifcreet  a  paffion,  tho*  your  hand  is  excellently 
forg'd. 

Lady  Raff.  It  mud  be  by  fome  one  who  has  feen 
it,  fure  it  cou'd  not  be  my  fifter. 

MoN.  Was  it  not  Sir  Simon  himfelf  ? 

Lady  Raff.  Ha!  it  cannot  be,  he  cou'd  not  be 
fuch  a  villain. 

MoN.  If  he  were,  I  think  you  ought  not  to  for- 
give him. 

Lady  Raff.  Cou'd  I  but  prove  it 

MoN.  If  I  prove  it  for  you- what  fhall  be  my 

reward  ? 

Lady  Raff.  The  greateft The  confcioufnefs 


of  doing  good. 


MoN. 
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MoN.  What  good  Ihall  I  do  in  difcovering  the 
criminal,  unlefs  you  will  punifii  him  ? 

Lady  Raff.  1  will  do  all  in  my  power  to  punifh 
him,  and  to  reward  you. 

Mont.  Your  power  is  infinite,  as  is  almoft  the 
happinefs  I  now  tafte.  O  my  fair  injur'd  creature, 
had'fl  thou  been  the  lot  of  one  who  had  truly  known 
the  value  of  virtue- — •  [^ilf^'^g  ^^^  hand. 

Lady  Raff.  Let  me  goj  if  you  wou'd  preferve 

my  good  opinion  of  you If  you  have  a  regard 

for  me,  fhew  it  in  immediately  vindicating  my  repu- 
tation, 

Mont.  I'll  find  out  Sir  Simon ;  if  he  be  the  for- 
ger, I  fhall  get  it  out  of  him One  earnefl  more. 

[_K?ffing  her  hand. 

Lady  Raff.  Away !  v/e  fhall  be  overfeen,  and 
then  I  fhall  hate  you  for  ever.  \_Exetint, 

Sir  Sim.  Heav'n  be  prais'd,  they  are  parted  this 
time.  I  was  afraid  it  wou'd  have  com.e  to  adion. 
Why,  if  a  hufband  had  a  hundred  thoufand  eyes, 
he  would  have  ufe  for  them  all.  A  wife  is  a  gar- 
rifon  without  walls,  while  we  are  running  to  the 
defence  of  one  quarter,  fhe  is  taken  at  another. 
But  what  a  rogue  is  this  fellow,  who  not  only  at- 
tempts to  cuckold  his  friend,  but  has  the  impudence 
to  infift  on  it  as  a  meritorious  aftion  !  The  dog 
wou'd  perfuade  her  that  virtue  obliges  her  to  it. 
Why,  what  a  number  of  ways  are  there  by  which 
a  man  may  be  made  a  cuckold  !  One  goes  to  work 
with  his  purfe,  and  buys  my  wifej  a  fecond  brings 
his  title,  he  is  a  lord,  forfooth,  and  has  a  patent  to 
cuckold  all  mankind.  A  third  (liews  a  garter,  a 
fourth  a  ribband,  a  fifth  a  lac'd  coat.  One  rafcal 
has  a  fmooth  face,  another  a  fmooth  tongue  j  ano- 
ther m.akes  fmooth  verfes  3  this  fings,  that  dances ; 
one  wheedles,  another  flatters;  one  applies  to  her 
ambition,  another  to  her  avarice,  another  to  her 
vanity,  another  to  her  folly.     This  tickles  her  eyes, 

that  her  ears,  another in  fliort,  all  her  five 

QL3  itn\\i^ 
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fenfes,  and  five  thoufand  follies  have  their  addrcf- 
fers.  And  that'fhe  may  be  fafe  on  no  fide,  here's  a 
rafcal  comes  and  applies  himfelf  to  the  very  thing 
that  fliou'd  defend  her,  and  tries  to  make  a  bawd  of 
her  very  virtue.  He  has  the  impudence  to  tell  her, 
that  fhe  can't  be  a  woman  of  virtue  without  cuc- 
kolding her  hufb-'and Hark  1  I  hear  a  noife  ! — • 

The  Captain,  I  fuppofe,  or  fomebody  elfe  after  my 
wife. 

Enter  Ccptain  SPARK. 

Capt.  Spark.  I  am  fure,  Mondilh  took  up  the  let- 
ter, and  it  is  now  a  full  quarter  of  an  hour  aker  the 
time  appointed.  I  know  him  fo  well,  that  I  cou'd 
lay  a  wager,  he  is  lift'ning  fomewhere  hereabouts. 
Madam,   Madam  ! 

Sir  SiM.  That  is  the  rafcal's  voice Is  it  you. 

Captain,  tread  foftly  for  heav'n's  fake. 

Cai'T.  Spark.  Yes,  and  I  wilh  \  may  tread  furely 
too  ;  for  it  is  as  dark  as  hell.  Where  are  you.  Ma- 
dam ? 

Sir  Sim.  Here,  Sir,  here  on  the  couch, 

Capt.  Sparx.  Quite  puncflual  to  the  place  of  af-r 
fignadon,  I  find.  Where  the  devil  can  Mondifli  be  ? 
l^/iftde-l     There,  Madam,  there,   I   am  fafe  now,  I 

thank  you 1  don't  know,  Madam,  how  to  thank 

you  enougli,  for  that  kind  note  your  ladyfliip  was  fo 
good  as  to  fend  me. 

Sir  Sim.  O  Lard  !  Sir. 

Capt.  Spark.  I  afiflire  you.  Madam,  I  think  myr 
felf  the  happieft  of  mankind.  I  am,  Madam,  upon 
my  honour,  fo  in  my  own  opinion — Pray,  Madam, 
was  not  your  ladyfliip  ar  the  laft  ridoito  ? 

Sir  Sim,  No,  Sir. \  find  he  has  had  her  'till 

he  is  weary  of  her,  \_/lfule. 

Capt.  Spark.  I  think  you  arc  a  great  lover  of 
country  dancing. 

Sir  Sim.  Yes,  I  think  it  will  do  very  well,  when 
one  can  have  nothing  t\k  to  entertain  one. 

■  Capt. 
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Capt.  Spark.  Very  true.  Madam  j  quadrille  is 
very  much  before  ir,  in  my  opinion. 

Sir  Sim.  You  and  I  have  leen  better  entertain- 
ments than  that,  before  now. 

Capt.  Spark.  Oh,  yes,  yes.  Madam ^ 1  am 

very  fond  of  the  entertainmentB  at  the  New-houfe. 
I  never  go  there  for  any  thing  elfe.  Pray  which  is 
your  ladyfhip's  favourite  ?  Moft  ladies  are  fond  of 
Perfeus  and  Andromeda What  the  devil  is  be- 
come of  Mondilh  ?  IJJ^de.l  But  i  think  the  operas 

are  fo  far  beyond  all  thofe  things Do  you  go  to 

the  drawing-room  to-night,  Lady  Raffler  ? 

S[R  Sim.  I  hope  to  pais  my  time  better  with  you, 
as  I  have  done. 

Capt.  Spark.  I  fliou'd  be  proud  to  make  one  of 
a  party  at  quadrille  ;  but  upon  my  honour,  I  am 
the  moft  unfortunate  perfon  in  the  world,  for  I  am 
engag'd. 

Sir  Sim.  Engag'd  !      .  - 

Capt.  Spark.  I  know  what  you  think  now . 

If  one  does  but  name  an  engagement,  to  be  fure— 
I  protefr,  one  wou'd  think  there  vvas  but  one  fort 

of  engagement  in  the  world and  I  don't  know 

]i.ow  it  comes  to  my  fliare  to  be  always  fufpecled. 
To  be  fure,  I  have  had  fome  affairs  in  my  life;  that 
I  don't  deny,  that  I  believe  eveiy  one  knows — and 
tlicrefore  I  am  not  obliged  to  deny 

Sir  Sim.  But  you  was  not  oblig'd  to  confefs  it  to 
Sir  Simon  to-day. 

Capt.  Spark.  Yes,  ha  !  ha  !  The  miftake  of  a 
name  had  like  to  have  occafion'd  fome  confufion  ;  I 
am  heartily  lorry  for  it  ui)on  my  word. 

Sir  Sim.  And  was  it  not  me  that  you  meant  ? 

Capt.  Spark.  You  are  pleas'd  to  rail;/.  You 
know  it  was  impofilbie  I  fliou'd  confefs  what  never 
happen'd. 

Sir  Sim.  '\Yhat,  did  nothing  ever  pafs  betvv'cen 
us .? 

0^4  Capt. 
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Capt.  Spark.  Eitlier  you  have  a  mind  to  be 
merry  with  your  humble  fcrvant,  or  I  fhall  begin  to 
fufpecl,  there  is  feme  likenefs  of  mine  happier  than 
myfelf.  For  your  ladyfliip  and  fifter  were  both 
pleas'd  to  mention  fomething  about  an  audion ; 
and  I  never  care  to  contradict  a  iady.  Upon  my 
Ibul,  compliments  afide,  I  never  had  the  honour  to 
fee  your  face  'till  this  afternoon  ? 

Sir  Sim.  How,  how!  did  you  never  fee  my  v/ife 
till  this  afternoon  ? 

Capt.  Spark.  Your  v^'ife  1 

Sir  Sim.  Lord,  I'm  delirious  I  think,  I  know  not 
■what  I  fay. 

Capt.  Spark.  I  hope  you  are  not  fubje<5l  to  fits. 
1  fhall  be  fiighten'd  out  of  my  fenfes.  For  heav'n's 
fake,  let  me  call  Ibmebody — Lights !  lights  there  1 
help!  help! 

Sir  Sim.  Hufh  !  confider  my  reputation. 

Capt.  Spark.  You  had  better  lofe  your  reputa- 
tion than  your  life.  Lights!  lights!  Flelp  there, 
my  ladv  faints. 

Sir  Sim.  What  fliall  I  do? 

Capt.  Spark.  Will  no  body  hear  ?  Help!  help! 

E.iicr  MONDISH,    and  Lady  RAFFLER, 
ivith  a  Light, 

Lady  Raff.  What's  the  matter  here  ? 

Capt.  Spark.  For  heav'n's  fake,  bring  fome  lights 
hither,  fom.ebody  i  my  poor  lady  RafBer  is  fallen 
into  a  fit. 

MoN.  My  lady  Rafiler  ! 

Lady  Raff.  What  can  this  mean  ? 

Capt.  Spark.  Ha  !  bicfs  me.  Madam,  are  you 
there  ?  then  who  the  devil  is  this  ? 

MoN.  Sir  Simon  ! 

Capt,  Spark.  Why,  there's  no  mafquerade  to- 
night. 

Sir 
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Sir  Sim.  It  has  happened  juft  as  I  fear'd.  There 
is  fome  damn'd  planet  which  attends  all  hufbands, 
and  will  never  let  them  be  in  the  right.  [^Afide^ 

Lady  Raff.  Monfter  !  how  have  you  the  aflfur- 
ance  to  look  in  my  injur'd  face  ? 

MoN.  Death  and  hell !  I  hope  he  did  not  over- 
hear what  pafs'd  between  me  and  his  wife.      \^Af,de, 

Sir  Sim.  What  injury  have  I  done  you,  my  dear  ? 

Lady  Raff.  Can  you  allc  it  ?  Have  you  not  laid 
a  plot  againft  my  reputation  ?  Have  you  not  coun- 
terfeited my  hand  ?  Did  you  not  write  this  letter  ? 
look  at  it. 

Sir  Sim.  No,  my  dear,  no. 

Lady  Raff.  How  came  it  feal'd  then  with  this 
feal  ?  which  was  only  in  your  poireflion.  Oh,  I  have 
no  name  bad  enough. 

MoN.  Come,  come.  Sir  Simon,  confefs  all;  it  is 
the  only  amends  you  can  make  your  lady. 

Sir  Sim.  Oh,  Sir,  if  you  will  endeavour  to  get  it 
out  of  me,  it  will  be  in  vain  to  deny ^ 

Enter  Colonel  R  A  F  F  L  E  R. 

Col.  Raff.  Ay,  indeed  will  it,  for  I  will  be  evi- 
dence againft  you.  Why,  fure,  you  wou'd  not  at- 
tempt to  hold  out  any  longer.  If  Ihe  forgives  you, 
you  have  the  moft  merciful,  as  well  as  the  mofl:  vir- 
tuous, wife  in  the  world.  Come,  come,  in  the  firft 
place,  afk  your  wife's  pardon  for  having  everfufped:- 
ed  her.  For  having  counterfeited  an  aflignation 
from  her,  and  being  the  occafion  of  the  confufion 

which  llie  is  at  prefent  in. In  the  fecond  place, 

alkthis  gentleman's  pardon  for  having  ever  fufpeded 
him.     In  the  next  place 

Sir  Sim.  Hold,  hold,  brother,  not  fo  faflr.  I 
own  myfelf  in  the  wrong  ;  and.  Sir,  I  afk  your  par- 
don, I  do  with  all  my  heart. 

Capt.  Spark.  That  is  fufficient,  Sir;  the' I  don't 
know  your  offencct 

Sjr. 
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Sir  Sim.  And.  my  dear,  I  afk  your  pardon  i  I 
am  convinc'd  of  your  virtue,  I  am  indeed. 

Lady  Raff.  But  what  amends  can  you  make  me 
for  your  wicked  jealoufy  ?  Do  you  think  it  is  no- 
thing for  me,  who  have  ever  abhorred  the  very  name, 
even  the  very  thought  of  wantonnefs,  to  have  had 
my  name  traduc'd  ?  Whst  devil  cou'd  tempt  you 
to  write  an  aifignation  in  my  name  to  this  gentle- 
man ? 

Capt.  Spark.  Ha ! 

MoN.  Even  fo,  faith  !  Captain,  this  was  the  Lady 
who  writ  to  you,  ha,  ha  ! 

Capt.  Spark.  How,  Sir? 

Col.  Raff.  Nay,  Sir,  don't  put  on  your  angry 
face,  good  brother  foldier.  I  do  not  perceive  your 
expectations  have  been  at  all  difappointed  j  and  my 
brother  feem'd  as  proper  to  carry  on  the  amour  with 
you,  as  his  wife — for  in  the  method  you  proceeded, 
you  wou'd  fcarce  ever  have  found  out  the  differ- 
ence. 

Capt.  Spark.  Sir,  I  don't  underhand. 

MoN.  Nay,  nay,  no  pafTignj  here  is  notliing  but 
rallery,  no  harm  meant. 

Capt.  Spark.  Is  not  there  ?  Oh,  'tis  very  well  if 
there  is  not, 

CoL.  Raff.  Why,  what  a  ridiculous  figure  do  you 
make  here — Ha,  ha,  ha !  you  know  I  am  to  have 
my  fill  of  laughing.     Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Sir  Sim.  Nay,  nay,  I  have  more  reafon  to  laugh 
than  you.  For  if  I  am  convinc'd  of  n^y  wife's  virtue, 
I  think  you  may  be  convinc'd 

CoL.  Raff.  Of  what?  Come,  I'll  bring  up  my 
Corps  de  referve,  and  put  all  your  fufpicions  to  flight 
at  once.  Come  forth,  my  dear,  come  forth,  and 
with  the  brightnefs  of  thy  virtue  difpel  thofe  clouds 
that  wou'd  eclipfe  it. 

Enier  Mrs.  RAFFLER. 

I  defire  you  wou'd  throw  yourfelf  at  this  gentleman's 

feet. 
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feet,  and  give  him  a  thoufand  thanks  for  the  hand  he 
has  had  in  your  affair. 

Sir  Sim.  He  wou'd  have  had  a  hand  in  my  affair, 
1  thank  him.  Yes,  I  am  damnably  oblig'd  to  him, 
indeed. 

Col.  Raff.  Yes,  Sir,  that  you  arc — for  he  knew 
you  were  lift'ning,  Sir.  And  ail  that  love  which 
you  overheard  him  make  to  your  wife,  Sir,  was 
intended  to  convince  you  of  her  virtue.  Sir;  it  was 
a  plot  laid  between  my  wife  and  him.  Was  it  not, 
my  dear  ? 

Mrs.  Raff.  Yes,  indeed  was  it. 

MoN.  Tho'  I  am  afraid  this  lady  will  find  fome 
difficulty  to  forgive  m.e,  I  am  oblig'd  to  own  the 
truth. 

Lady  Raff.  I  can  pardon  any  thing  where  the 
intention  was  good  i  tho',  1  confefs,  1  do  not  like 
fuch  jelts. 

Col.  Raff.  Come,  com.e,  you  fliall  like  'em,  and 
pardon  'em  too  i  and  you  fhail  thank  him  for  them. 
And,  then,  Sir,  you  fhall  afic  my  pardon. 

Sir  Sim.  For  what  ? 

CoL.  Raff.  Why,  for  being  the  occafion  of  m.y 
"wife's  imagining  me  as  jealous  pated  a  fool  as  your- 
felf:  for  you  m.uft  know,  Sir,  that  fhe  imagin'd 
that  I  was  in  the  clofet  with  the  fame  defign,  with 
which  you  difguis'd  yourfelf  in  that  pretty  mafque- 
rade  habit.  Perhaps,  tho'  you  did  not  guefs  that  fhe 
knew  1  was  in  the  clofet  all  the  time. 

Sir  Sim.  No,  upon  my  word. 

CoL.  Raff.  Oh  1  you  did  not — But  that  flie  did 
happen  to  know.  Sir  ;  and  fo  did  this  gentleman  too 

. Mr.  Mondifh,  you  are  a  wag  to  put  your  friend 

into  a  fweat ;  but  it  was  kindly  meant,  and  I  thank 
you  for  it  with  all  my  heart. 

Sir  Sim.  And  fo  do  I  too — for  having  given  me 
warning  to  keep  my  wife  out  of  your  clutches,  [ylfide. 

MoN.  Gentlemen,  your  humble  fervant!  If  I  have 
ferv'd  my  friendsj  the  adion  carries  its  reward  with 

ir« 
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it.  \T'o  Mrs,  Raffler  afide.'\  Excellent  creature  !  I  am 
now  more  in  love  with  your  wit,  than  I  ever  was  with 
your  beauty. 

Sir  Sim.  And  are  you  really,  brother,  wife  enough 
to  believe  fuch  a  notable  flory  as  this  ?  and  are  you 
thoroughly  convinc'd  ? 

Col.  Raff.  Why,  are  not  you  convinc'd  ? 

Sir  Sim.  Yes,  brother,  I  am. 

Col.  Raff.  Oh  !  it  is  well. 

Sir  Sim.  That  you  are  an  arrant  Englifli  cuckold, 
and  our  friend  an  arrant  rafcal !  \_Afidc, 

Enter  GAYLOVE  and  CLARINDA. 

Gay.  Your  fervant,  good  people  ! 

Lady  Raff.  Oh  !  Niece,  where  have  you  been, 
pray  ? 

Cla.  N:iy,  that  I'll  give  you  a  twelvemonth  to 
guefs. 

Lady  Raff.  Indeed,  Mifs,  it  wou'd  have  become 
you  better  to  have  told  us  before  you  v/ent. 

Gay.  The  refolution  was  too  fudden.  Madam, 
we  fcarce  knew  ourfelves  'till  we  put  it  in  execution  : 
But  your  niece,  Madam,  has  been  in  very  good  com- 
pany, for  we  have  been  at  the  opera. 

Lady  Raff.  You  do  well.  Madam,  to  make  good 
ufe  of  your  time  ;  for  pleafe  heaven  you  fhall  go  into 
the  country  next  week. 

Cla.  That,  Madam,  you  and  I  both  mufl:  aflv 
this  gentleman's  leave  for. 

Gay,  LTpon  my  word,  Madam,  I  have  the  ho- 
nour to  be  this  lady's  protestor,  and  fiiall  take  care 
henceforward  (he  fliall  require  no  leave  but  her  own, 
for  any  of  her  anions — To-morrow,  Madam,  flie 
has  promifed  to  make  me  the  happieft  of  men,  in 
calling  her  m.ine  for  ever. 

Lady  Raff.  I  am  glad  her  indifcretion  is  come 
to  no  worfe  an  end. 

Sir  Sim.  But  methinks.  Sir,  as  my  niece  is  under 
my  protedion,  you  fliou'd  have  afk'd  my  confent. 

For 
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For  now  I  do  not  know  whether  I  will  give  it  you  or 

or  no 1  am  fure  I  do  not  much  care  to  have  you 

in  the  family.  [4/ide, 

CoL.  Raff.  Indeed,  Sir,  but  you  fl-iali  give  ic 
him,  and  fo  fhall  your  la^y,  and  fo  fhali  my  v/ife, 
and  fo  will  I.  Mr.  Gaylove,  I  think  the  family  is 
much  honour'd  by  your  alliance.  Adod  1  the  girl 
is  happy  in  her  choice. 

Gay.  I  am  infinitely  oblig'd  to  your  good  opinion. 
Colonel. 

Mom.  Be  not  difmay'd — this  will  only  put  back 
your  affair  a  little,  you  mud  only  ftand  out  the  firft 
game  of  the  pool,  that's  all. 

CoL.  Raff.  Come,  come,  gentlemen  and  ladies, 
I  hear  the  bell  ring  to  fupper;  let  us  go  all  down 
flairs,  and  be  as  merry  as — as  wit  and  good  humour 
can  make  us.  I  can't  help  faying  my  blood  ran  a 
little  cold  at  one  time,  but  I  now  defy  appearances, 
and  am  convinc'd  that  jealoufy  is  the  foolifhefi 
thing  in  the  world  j  and  that  it  is  not  in  the  power 
of  mankind  to  hurt  me  with  my  wife. 

Sir  Sim.  That  captain's  lilcenefs  flicks  dill  in  mv 
ftomach  :  If  I  was  fure  there  was  nothing  in  that,  I 
think  I  fhou'd  be  a  little  eafy  ;  but  that  is  not  to  be 
hop'd.  I  am  convinc'd  now,  that  I  am  a  cuckold, 
and  fl\all  never  find  it  out.' 

MoN.  Sir  Simon,  here,  fliall  be  the  merriedof  us 
all.  Believe  me,  Knight,  if  it  be  the  lalt  day  of  your 
jealoufy,  it  is  the  firft  of  your  happinefs. 

You  hufbands  grow  from  thefe  examples  wife. 

View  your  wives  conduct  (till  v^ith  partial  eyes. 

If  your  opinions  err,  they  better  dray 

In  the  good  colonel's,  than  Sir  Simon's  way. 

At  eafe  ftill  fleeps  the  credulous  hufband's  bread  5 

Spite  of  his  wife,  within  himfelf  he's  bleft. 

The  jealous  their  own  miferies  create. 

And  make  themfelves  the  very  thing  they  hate. 


E     P     I     L    O    G    U     E, 

Spoken  by  Mrs.  H  E  R  R  O  N. 
H  P.  I 


CJ^'H  E  Play  being  done^  according  to  our  laws. 


I  come  to  plead  with  you  our  author^ s  caufe. 
As  for  cur  Jniari-  gallants  y  I  know  they'll  fay , 
Damn  him  !  There's  one  fad  charafter  in  's  Play. 
IVhat  /  on  a  conchy  alone^  and  in  the  dark  I 
Ladies  there's  no  fuch  fellow  as  this  Spark, 
What  can  he  mean  in  fuch  an  age  as  this  isy 
When  fcarce  a  beau  but  keeps  a  brace  of  mi£es  ? 
They  keep  I  why,  gentlemen^  perha-ps^  'tis  true. 
So  do  our  fweet  \t al\ ah  fmgers  too. 
What  can  one  think  of  all  the  beaus  in  town. 
When  with  the  ladies  fuch  gallants  go  down  ? 
TF  Italian  dames,  fJjould  this  report  grow  common. 
Will  fur  ely  pity  us  poor  English  women. 
By  the  "jafl  fums  we  pay  them  for  their  f  rains , 
They'll  think,  perhaps,  we  doiit  abound  in  brains  ? 
But  fhould  they  hear  their  fingers  turn  gallants  i 
Beaus,  faith  I  they'll  think  brains  not  your  only  wants, 

Now  for  the  aits — but  they  fo  nice  are  grcwn^ 

French  only  with  their  palates  will  go  down, 

French  plays  applaufe  have,  like  French  difhes,  got. 

Only  becaufe  ycu  undcrftand  them  not. 

Happy  o/J  England,  in  t h of e glorious  days. 

When  good  plain  English  food  and  fen fe  could  plcafe : 

When  men  were  drefs'd  like  men,  nor  curFd  their  hair, 

Inflead  of  charming,  to  oulcharm  the  fair. 

They  knezv  by  manly  means  f of t  hearts  to  move. 

Nor  afk^d  an  eunuch's  voice  to  melt  their  nymphs  to  love. 

• Ladies,  'tis  yours  to  reinflate  that  age. 

Do  you  affifl  the  fatire  of  the  fiage  ! 

Teach  foreign  mimicks  by  a  generous  fcorn, 

T^oiCre  not  afjjam'd  of  being  Britons  born  ; 

Make  it  to  your  eternal  honour  known j 

That  men  mufl  bear  your  frowns,  whenever  fije'u;n 

That  they  prefer  all  countries  to  their  czvn» 
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P     A     S     Q^    U     I     N. 


A  C  T     I.       S  C  E  N  E     L 

S  C  E  N  E,    the  Playhoufe, 
Enter  jevcral  Players. 


WHEN  does  the  rehearfal  begin  ?. 
2d  Player.  I  fuppofe  we  (hall  hardly  re-"' 
hearfe  the  comedy   this  morning;    for  the 
author  was  arrefted  as  he  was  going  home  from  King's 
coffeehoufe;   and,  as  I  heard,  it  was  for  upwards  of 
four  pound  :  I  fuppofe  he  will  hardly  get  bail, 

lit  Player.  Where's  the  tragedy  author  then  ?  I 
have  a  long  part  in  both,  and  it's  paft  ten  o'clock. 

Worn.  Player.  Ay,  I  have  a  part  in  both  too; 
I  wifn  any  one  elfe  had  them,  for  they  are  not  {tstn 
lengths  put  together.  I  think  it  is  very  hard  a  wo- 
man of  my  (landing,  jfhould  have  a  (hort  part  put; 
upon  heri  I  fuppofe  Mrs.  Merit  will  have  all  our 
principal  parts  nowy  but  I  am  refolv'd  Pil  advertife 
againfl  her  :  Pll  let  the  town  know  how  I  am  injured, 

I  ft  Player.  Oh  !  here  comes  our  tragedy  poet. 

Enter  FUSTIAN, 

Fust.  Gentlemen,' your  fervant ;  ladies,  yours 3 
I  fhould  have  been  here  fooner,  but  I  have  been 
obliged,  at  their  own  requefts,  to  v/ait  upon  fome 
half-dozen  perfons  of  the  firft  quality  with  tickets: 
upon  my  foul^  I  have  been  chid  for  putting  off  my 
play  fo  long:  I  hor)c  you  are  all  quite  perfect;  for 
the  town  v/ill  pofitively  ftav  for  it  no  longer.    I  chink 

Vol.  III.    ^  l\  I  may 
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I  may  very  well  put  upon  the  bills.  At  the  pariicukf 
defire  of  fe-jeral  ladies  of  quality^  the  firfl:  night. 

Enter  PROMPTER. 

Promp.  Mr.  Fufiianj  we  mud  defer  the  rehearfal 
of  your  tragedy,  for  the  gentleman  who  plays  the 
firfl  ghoft  is  not  yet  upj  and  when  he  is,  he  has 
got  fuch  a  churchyard  cough,  he  will  not  be  heard 
to  the  middle  of  the  pit. 

id  Player.  I  wifli  you  could  cut  the  ghoft  out. 
Sir  J.  for  I  am  terribly  afraid  hc'il  be  damn'd  if  you 
don't. 

Fust.  Cut  him  out.  Sir  ?  He  is  one  of  the  moO; 
confiderable  perfons  in  the  play. 

Promp.  Then,  Sir,  you  muft  give  the  part  to  fome 
body  elfej  for  the  prefent  is  fo  lame  he  can  hardly 
walk  the  flage. 

Fust.  Then  he  fhall  be  carried  j  for  no  man  in 
England  can  aft  a  ghoft  like  him  :  Sir,  he  was  born 
a  ghofl :  he  was  made  for  ihe  part,  and  the  part  writ 
for  him. 

Promp.  Well,  Sir,  then  we  hope  you  will  give  ua 
leave  to  rehearfe  the  comedy  firit. 

Fust.  Ay,  ay,  you  may  rehearfe  it  firft,  if  you 
pleafe,  and  a<5t  it  firll  too :  If  it  keeps  mine  back 
above  three  nights,  I  am  mifbkcn.     I  don't  know 

what  friends  the  author  may  have but  if  ever 

fuch  fluff,  fuch  damn'd,  incoherent,  fenfelefs  ftuff, 

was  ever  brought  on  any  flage if  the  audience 

fuffer  it  to  go  through  three  acls — Oh  !  he's  here. 

Enter  TRAP  WIT. 
Dear  Mr.  Trapwit !  your  mofl  humble  fervanr,  Sir^ 
I  read  your  comedy  over  lail  night,  and  a  moll  ex- 
cellent one  it  is  j  if  it  runs  as  long  as  it  deferves,  you 
will  engrofs  the  whole  feafon  to  yourfelf. 

Trap.  Sir,I  am  glad  it  met  v;itli  your  approbation^ 
as  there  is  no  m.an  v;hofe  tatle  and  judgment  I  have 
a  better  opinion  of.     Bur,  pray,  Sir^  why  don't  t;:.ey 

proc.cd 
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proceed  to  the  rehearfal  of  your  tragedy  ?  I  affure 
yoLi,  Sir,  I  had  much  difficulty  to  get  hither  fo  early. 

ad  Player.  Yes,  faith,  I  believe  you  had.  \_Afide» 

Fust.  Sir,  your  comedy  is  to  be  rehears'd  firft. 

Trap.  Excufe  me,  Sir,  I  know  the  deference  due 
to  tragedy  better. 

Fust.  Sir,  I  would  not  have  you  think  I  give  up 
the  caufe  of  tragedy  j  but  my  ghoft  being  ill.  Sir, 
cannot  get  up  without  danger,  and  i  would  not 
rifque  the  life  of  my  gholl  on  any  account. 

Trap.  You  are  in  the  right  on't.  Sir;  for  a 
ghofi:  is  the  foul  of  tragedy. 

Fust.  Ay,  Sir,  I  think  it  is  not  amifs  to  remind 
people  of  thofe  things  which  they  are,  now-a-days, 
too  apt  to  difbelievej  befides,  we  have  lately  had 
an  aci  againft  witches,  and  I  don't  queftion  but 
fiiortly  we  fhall  have  one  againft  ghofts.  But  come, 
Mr.  Trapwit,  as  we  are  for  this  once  to  give  the 
precedence  to  comedy;»  e'en  let  us  begin. 

Trap.  Ay,  ay>  with  all  my  heart.  Come,  come, 
wliere's  the  gentleman  who  fpeaks  the  prologue? 
This  prologue,  Mr.  Furtian,  was  given  me  by  a 
friend,  who  does  not  care  to  own  it  till  he  tries  whe- 
ther it  fucceeds  or  no. 

Enter  P  L  A  Y  E  R  /.jr  the  Prologue, 

Come,  Sir,  m^ake  a  very  low  bow  to  the  audience  j 
and  fliew  as  much  concern  as  poffible  in  your  looks. 


PROLOGUE. 

/IS  crafty  lawyers ^  to  acquire  applaufe, 
"^"^  Try  various  arts  to  get  a  doubtful  caufe  j 
Or^  as  a  dancing  mafier  in  a  jig, 
With  various  jieps  inftruBs  the  dancing  prig ; 
Or  as  a  doSlor  writes  you  different  bills  \ 
Or  as  a  quack  prefcribes  you  different  pills : 

K  2  Or 


1 


244  PAS  Q^U  I  N. 

Or  as  a  fiddler  -plays  more  tunes  than  one  \ 

Or  as  a  baker  bakes  more  bread  than  bro-wn  j 

Or  as  a  tmnbler  tumbles  up  and  doivHy 

So  does  our  Author^  rumaging  his  brain^ 

By  "jaricus  methods  try  to  entertain  ; 

Brings  a  jlrange  growpe  of  charcMers  before  you, 

Andfhews  you  here  at  once  both  Whig  and  Tory  5 

Or  court  and  country  -party  you  may  call  ^em  : 

But  without  fear  and  favour  he  will  maul  'em. 

To  you^  then,  mighty  fages  of  the  -pit 

Trap.  Oh  !  Dear  Sir,  feem  a  little  more  affected, 
I  befeech  you  ;  advance  to  the  front  of  the  ftage, 
make  a  low  bow,  lay  your  hand  upon  your  heart, 
fetch  a  deep  figh,  and  pull  out  your  handkerchief  ^ 
To  you,  the?iy  mighty  fages  of  the  pit 

Prol.  To  you,  then,  mighty  fages  of  the  pit. 
Our  Author  humbly  does  his  cauje  fubmit. 

He  tries  to  pleafe Oh!  take  it  not  amifs  ; 

And  tho'  it  fhoidd  be  dull.  Oh  I  do  not  hifs  j 

Laugh — if  you  can — if  you  cannot  laugh weep  : 

PFhenyou  can  wake  no  longer fall  aflcep. 

Trap.  Very  well!  very  well.  Sir!  You  have  af- 
fected me,.  I  am  fure. 

Fust.  And  fo  he  will  the  audience,  I'll  anfwer  for 
'cm. 

Trap.  Oh,  Sir,  you're  too  good-natur'd 
but.  Sir,  I  do  affure  you  I  had  writ  a  much  better 
prologue  of  my  own ;  but  as  this  came  gratis,  iiave 
referv'd  it  for  my  next  play;  a  prologue  faved  is  a 
prologue  got,  brother  Fuftian.  But  come,  where 
are  your  adors  ?  Is  Mr.  Mayor  and  the  Aldcrmcrk 
at  the  table  1 

Prow  p.  Yes,  Sir,  but  they  want  wine,  and  we 
can  get  none  from  the  quaker's  cellar  without  ready 
money. 

Trap.    Rat  him  !    can't   he   trufl:  till  the  third 

night?- riere,    take  fixpence,   and  \^z\\  two 

pots 
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pots  of  porter,  put  it  into  bottles,  and  it  will  do  for 
wine  well  enough. 

Fust.  Ay,  faith,  and  the  wine  will  be  as  good 
as  the  wit,  I'll  anfvver  for  it.  [/1/:de, 

Trap.  Mr.  Fuftian,  you'll  obferve  I  do  not  be- 
gin this  play  like  moH:  of  our  modern  comedies, 
with  three  or  four  gentlemen  who  are  brought  on 
only  to  talk  wit^  for,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  Sir,  I 
have  very  little,  if  any,  wit  in  this  play  :  No,  Sir, 
this  is  a  play  confining  of  humour,  nature,  and  fim- 
plicity:  It  is  written.  Sir,  in  the  exad  and  true 
fpirit  of  Molieres  and  this  I  will  fay  forit,  that  ex- 
cept aboXit  a  dozen,  or  a  fcore,  or  fo,  there  is  not 
one  impure  joke  in  it.  But  come,  clear  the  ftage^ 
and  draw  the  back  fcene  :  Mr.  Fuftianj  if  you  pleafe 
to  fit  down  by  me. 

MAYOR  and  ALDERMEN  difcover'd. 

Fust.  Pray,  Sir,  who  are  thefe  charaflers  ? 

Trap.  Sir,  they  are  Mr.  Mayor  of  the  town  and 
his  brethren,  consulting  about  the  eledion. 

Fust.  Are  they  all  of  a  fide.  Sir  ? 

Tr^p.  Yes,  Sir,  as  yet;  for  you  mud  know,  Sir, 
that  all  the  men  in  this  borough  are  very  feniiblc 
people,  and  have  no  party  principles,  for  which  they 
cannot  give  a  good  reafon  3  Mr.  Mayor,  you  begin 
the  play. 

Mayor.  Gentlemen,  I  have  fummioned  you  to- 
gether to  confider  of  proper  reprefentatives  for  this 
borough :  You  kno^y  the  candidates  00  the  court 
fide  are  my  lord  Place,  and  Colonel  Promife  ;  the 
country  candidates  are  Sir  Henry  Fox-Chacc,  and 
'Squire  Tankard  ;  all  worthy  gentlemen,  and  I  wifli 
with  all  my  heart  we  could  choofe  them  all  four. 

ift  Ald.  But  fince  we  cannot,  Mr.  Mayor,  I 
think  we  fhould  ftand  by  our  neighbours ;  gentle- 
men Vv'hofe  honefty  we  are  witnelTes  of,  and  whofe 
eftates  in  our  own  neighbourhood  render  'em  not 
-liable  to  be  bribed, 

R  3  F^/ST* 


945  PAS  Q^U  I  N. 

Fust.  This  gentleman,  Mr.  Trapvvit,  dees  not 
feein  fo  unbias'd  in  his  principles,  as  you  reprefent- 
ed  him. 

Trap.  Pugh,  Sir,  you  mufl:  have  one  fool  in  a 
play  J  befide  I  only  writ  him  to  fet  off  the  reft. 

Mayor.  Mr.  Alderman,  you  have  a  narrow  way 
of  thinking;  honelly  is  not  confined  to  a  county;  a 
man  that  lives  a  hundred  miles  off  may  be  as  honelt 
as  him  that  lives  but  three. 

All.  Ay,  ay,  ay,  ay.  \_Shahmg  their  heads. 

Mayor.  Belides,  gentlemen,  are  we  not  more 
obliged  to  a  foreigner  for  the  favours  he  does  us, 
than  to  one  of  our  own  neighbours  who  has  obliga- 
tions to  us  ?  I  believe,  gentlemen,  there  is  not  one 
of  us  who  does  not  eat  and  drink  with  Sir  Harry  at 
leaft  twenty  times  in  a  twelvemonth;  nov/,  for  my 
part,  I  never  faw  or  heard  of  either  my  Lord  or  the 
Colonel  'till  within  this  fortnight;  and  yet  they  are 
ns  obliging,  and  civil,  and  familiar,  as  if  we  had 
httn  born  and  bred  together. 

ill  Ald.  Nay,  they  are  very  civil,  well-bred  men, 
that  is  the  truth  on't;  but  won't  they  bring  a  ftand- 
ing  army  upon  us  ? 

Mayor,  Mr.  Alderman,  you  are  deceived ;  the 
country  party  would  bring  a  ftanding  army  upon 
us  ;  whereas,  if  we  choofe  m.y  Lord  and  the  Colonel, 
we  fhan't  have  a  foldier  in  town.  But^  mum,  here 
are  my  Lord  and  the  Colonel. 

Enter  Lord  PLACE,  and  Colonel  PROMISE. 

Lord  Place.  Gentlemen,  your  moft  humble  fer- 
vant ;  I  have  brought  the  Colonel  to  take  a  morn- 
ing's whet  with  you. 

Mayor.  Your  Lordfhip  and  the  Colonel  do  us 
great  honour  ;  pray,  my  Lord,  be  pleas'd  to  fie 
down  i  pray,  Colonel,  be  pleas'd  to  fit.  Mor^  wine 
here. 

Fust.  I  wifh.  Mr.  Trapv/it,  your  adors  don't 
get  drunk  in  the  firft  a<^* 

Trap. 
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Trap.   Dear  Sir,  don't  interrupt  the  rehearfaL 

Lord  Place.  Gentlemen,  profperity  to  the  cor- 
poration. 

Fust.  Sir,  I  am  a  well-wiflier  to  the  corporation, 
and  if  you  pleafe  will  pledge  his  lordlliip  :  Succefs 
to  vour  comedy,  Mr.  Trapwit.  \_Drinks. 

Trap.  Give  me  a  glafs Sir,  here's  to  your 

tragedy Now  pray  no  more   interruption  3    for 

this  fcene  is  one  continual  joke,  and  if  you  open  your 
lips  in  it,  you  will  break  the  thread  of  the  jeft. 

Mayor.  My  Lord,  we  are  fenfible  of  your  great 
power  to  ferve  this  corporation  j  and  we  do  not  doubt 
but  we  fliall  feel  the  effe6l  on't. 

Lord  Place,  Gentlemen,  you  may  depend  on 
me  J  I  fhall  do  all  in  my  power.  I  iliall  do  you 
fome  fervices  which  are  not  proper  at  prefent  to 
mention  to  you  ;  in  the  mean  time,  Mr.  Mayor, 
give  me  leave  to  fqueeze  you  by  the  hand,  in  af- 
llirance  of  my  fincerity. 

Trap.  You,  Mr.  that  acl  my  lord,  bribe  a  little 
more  openly  if  you  pleafe,  or  the  audience  will  lofe 
that  joke,  and  it  is  one  of  the  ftronged  in  my  whole 
play. 

Lord  Place.  Sir,  I  cannot  pofilbly  do  it  better 
at  the  table. 

Trap.  Then  get  all  up,  and  come  forward  to 
the  front  of  the  ilage.  Now,  you  gentlemen  that 
act  the  mayor  and  aldermen,  range  yourielyes  ia.  a 
line;  and  you,  my  Lord,  and  the  Colonel,  come  to 
one  end,  and  bribe  avv^ay  Vvith  right  and  left. 

Fust.  Is  this  wit,  Mr,  Trapwit  ? 

Trap.  Yes,  Sir,  it  is  wit  j  and  fuch  wit  as  will 
run  all  over  the  kingdom. 

Fust.  But,  methinks,  colonel  Promife,  as  you 
call  him,  is  but  ill-named;  for  he  is  a  man  of  very 
few  words. 

Trap.  You'll   be  of  another  opinion  before  the 

play  is  over;  at  prefent  his  hands  are  too  full  of 

byfinefs  j  and  you  may  remember.  Sir,  I  before  told 

R  4  you^ 
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you,  this  is  none  of  your  plays,  wherein  much  is 
faid,  and  nothing  done.  Gentlemen,  are  you  all 
bribed  ? 

Omn.  Yes,  Sir. 

Trap.  Then  my  Lord  and  the  Colonel,  you  muft 
go  off,  and  make  room  for  the  other  candidates  to 
come  on  and  bribe  too. 

[^Exeunt  Lord  Place  and  Cclcnel  Promife. 

Fust.  Is  there  nothing  but  bribery  in  this  play  of 
yours,  Mr.  Trapwit  ? 

Trap.  Sir,  this  play  is  an  cxaft  reprefentation  of 
nature  i  I  hope  the  audience  will  date  the  time  of 
afticn  before  the  bill  of  bribery  and  corruption  took 
place  ;  and  then  I  believe  it  may  go  down  ;  but  now, 
Mr.  Fullian,  I  fnall  fhew  you  the  art  of  a  writer, 
wiiich  is,  to  diverfify  this  matter,  and  do  the  fame 
thing  feveral  ways.  You  muil  know.  Sir,  I  dillin- 
guiili  bribery  into  two  kinds  j  the  direft,  and  the  in- 
direft  :  the  firft  you  have  feen  already  j  and  now,  Sir, 
I  fhall  give  you  a  fmall  fpecimen  of  the  other. 
Prompter,  call  Sir  Harry  and  the  'Squire.  Bur, 
gentlemen,  what  are  you  doing  ?  How  often  Ihali  I 
tell  you  that  the  moment  the  candidates  are  gone  out, 
you  are  to  retire  to  the  table,  and  drink  and  look 
■wife;  you,  Mr.  Mayor,  ought  to  look  very  wife. 

Fust.  You'll  take  care  he  fliall  talk  foolifli 
enough  j  I  warrant  you,  \_Afide. 

Mayor.  Come,  here's  a  round  to  my  lord,  and 
the  colonel's  health  ;  a  place  and  a  promife,  I  fay  ; 
they  make  talk  of  the  pride  of  courtiers,  but  I  ani 
fure  I  never  had  a  civiler  fqueeze  by  the  hand  in  my 
life. 

Trap.  Ay,  you  have  fqueez'd  that  out  pretty 
well ;  but  fliew  the  gold  at  thpfeword?.  Sir,  if  yew 
pleafe. 

Mayor.  I  have  none. 

Trap.  Pray,  Mr.  Prompter,  take  care  to  get 
fpme  counters  againft  it  is  a6led. 

Fust.  Ha^  haj  ha !  upon  my  word  the  courtiers 

have 
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h^ave   topt  their  part  3    the   ador  has  outdone  the 
author ;  tJiis-Jbiibiiig  with  an  empty  hand  is  .quite  in 
...  the.  jchaivaftcr  of  a  courtier. 

Trap.  Come,  enter  Sir  Harry,  and  the  'Squire. 
Where  are  they  ? 

ifl:  Player.  Sir,   Mr.  Sound  well  has  been  regu- 
larly fummoned,  but  he  has  refuiedto  a-fl  the  parr. 
Trap.  Has  he  been  writ  to  ? 
iH  Player.  Yes,  Sir,  and  here's  his  anfwer. 
Trap.  Let  both   the  letters  be  produced   before 
the  audience.     Pray,  Mr.  Prompter,  who  ihail  we 
have  to  aft  the  part  ? 

ift  Player.  Sir,  I  lik'd  the  part  fo  well,  that  I 
have  iludied  it  in  hope  of  fome  time  playing  it. 

Trap.  You  are  an  exceeding  pretty  young  fellow, 
and  I  am  very  glad  of  the  exchange. 

Sir  Har.  Halloo,  hark,  forwards;  hark,  honefl 
Ned,  good-morrow  to  you  j  how  doft, matter  Mayor? 
What,  you  are  driving  it  about  merrily,  th^s  m.orn- 
ing  ?  Come,  come,  ht  down  j  the  'Squire  and  I  will 
take  a  pot  with  you.  Com.e,  Mr.  Mayor,  here's  li- 
berty and  property,  and  no  excife. 
Mayor.  Sir  Harry,  your  health. 
Sir  Har.  What,  won't  you  pledge  me?  Won't 
you  drink,  no  excife  ? 

Mayor.  I  don't  love  party  healths.  Sir  Harry. 
All  Ald.  No,  no,  no  party  healths,  no  party 
Iiealths. 

Sir  Har.  Say  ye  fo,  gentlemen?  I  begin  to  fmoke 
you  ;  your  pulfcs  have  been  felt  I  perceive  :  And  will 
you  be  bribed  to  fell  your  country  i  Where  do  you 
think  thefe  courtiers  get  the  money  they  bribe  you 
with,  but  from  you  yourfelves  ?  Do  you  think  a  man, 
who  will  give  a  bribe,  won'i  take  one  ?  If  you  would 
be  ferved  faithfully,  you  mufl  choofe  faithfully  ;  and 
give  your  vote  on  no  confideration  bur  merit ;  for 
my  parr,  I  would  as  foon  fuborn  an  evidence  at  an 
^!l)ze,   as  a  vote  at  an  eleftion. 

Mayor.  I  do  believe  you.  Sir  Harry. 


.CJr 
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Sir  Kar.  Mr.  Mayor,  I  hope  you  receiv'd  thofc 
three  bucks  I  fent  you,  and  that  they  were  good. 

Mayor.  Sir  Harry,  I  thank  you  for  them;  but 
'tis  (o  long  fince  I  eat  them,  that  I  have  forgot  the 
taile. 

Sir.  Har.  We'll  try  to  revive  it.  Til  order  you 
three  more  to-morrow  morning. 

Mayor.  You  will  furfeic  us  with  venifon.  You 
will  indeed  i  for  it  is  a  dry  meat.  Sir  Harry,  a  very 
dry  meat. 

Sir  Har.  We'll  fin'd  a  way  to  moiften  it,  I'll 
warrant  you,  if  there  be  any  wine  in  town  :  Mr. 
iVldennan  Stitch,  your  bill  is  too  reafonable,  you 
certainly  mufl  lofe  by  it :  fend  me  in  half  a  dozen 
more  great-coats,  pray;  my  fervants  are  the  dirtiefl: 
dogs !  Mr.  Damafk,  I  believe  you  are  afraid  to  trult 
me,  by  thofe  few  yards  of  filk  you  fent  my  wife— 
ihe  likes  the  pattern  fo  extremely,  flie  is  refolved  to 
hang  her  rooms  with  it pray  let  me  have  a  hun- 
dred yards  of  it ;  I  fhall  want   more  of  you.     Mr. 

Timber and  you  Mr.  Iron,  I  fhall  get  into  your 

books  too 

Fust.  Would  not  th:^t  getting  into  books  have 
been  more  in  the  charafter  of  the  courtier,  Mr. 
Trapwit  ? 

Trap.  Go  on,  go  on.  Sir. 

Sir  Har.  That  gentleman  interrupts  one  fo— - 
Oh,  nov/  I  remember — Mr.  Timber,  and  you  Mr. 
Iron,  I  fhall  get  into  your  books  too  ;  tho'  if  I  do, 
I  afTure  you  I  won't  continue  in  them  long. 

Trap.  Now,  Sir,  would  it  have  been  more  in 
the  character  of  a  courtier  ?  But  you  are  like  all  our. 
modern  criticks,  who  damn  a  man  before  they  have' 
heard  a  man  out ;  when  if  they  would  but  ftay  till  ^ 
the  joke  came 

Fust.  They  would  (lay  to  hear  your  lalt  words, 
I  believe.  [//ide. 

Sir  Har.  For  you  mufl  know,  gentlemen,  that 
I  intend  to  pull  down  my  old  houfe,  and  build  a 
new  one. 

Trap, 
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Trap.  Pray,  gentlemen,  obferve  all  to  flart  at 
the  word  houfe.  Sir  Harry,  that  lad  fpeech  again, 
pray. 

Sir  Har.  For  you,  ^c, Mr,  Mayor,  I  muil: 

have  all  my  bricks  of  you. 

Mayor.  And   do   you   intend  to   rebuild  your 
houfe.  Sir  Harry  ? 
Sir  Har.  Poficively. 

Mayor.  Gentlemen,  methinks,  Sir  Harry's  toaft 
ilands  itill  j  will  no  body  drink  liberty  and  property, 
and  no  excife  ?  [They  all  dj-ink  and  huzza. 

Sir  Har.  Give  m.e  thy  hand.  Mayor,  I  hate 
bribery  and  corruption  :  if  this  corporation  will  not 
fufFer  itfelf  to  be  bribed,  there  fnall  not  be  a  poor 
man  in  it. 

Mayor.  And  he  that  will,  dcfcrves  to  be  poor; 
for  my  part,  the  world  Hiould  not  bribe  me  to  vote 
againft  my  confcience. 

Trap.  Do  you  take  that  joke,  Sir  ? 
Fust.  No  faith,  Sir. 

Trap.  Why,  how  can  a  man  vote  againll  his 
confcience,  who  has  no  confcience  at  all  ? 

I  ft  Ald.  Come,  gentlemen,  here's  a  fox-chace, 
^nd  a  tankard  ! 

Omnes.  a  fox-chace,  and  a  tankard  !  Huzza  I 
Sir  Har.  Come,  let's  have  one  turn  in  the  mar-^ 
ket-place,  and  then  v/e'U  to  dinner. 

Mayor.  Let's  fill  the  air  with  our  repeated  cries, 
pf  liberty  and  property,  and  no  excife- 

\E:<cunt  Mayor  and  Aldermen.. 
Trap.  How  do  you  like  that  couplet.  Sir? 
Fust.  Oh  !  very  fine,  Sir. 
Trap.  This  is  the  end  of  the  firft  a6l.  Sir. 
Fust.  I  cannot  but  obferve,  Mr.  Trapwit,  how 
nicely  you  have  oppofed  'Squire  Tankard  to  Colonel 
Promife  j  neither  of  whom  have  yet  utter'd  one  fyl- 
lable. 

Trap.  Why,  you  would  not  have  every  minn  a 
fpeaker,  would  you  \  One  of  a  fide  is  fufficient  ;• 

and 
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and  let  me  tell  you,  Sir,  one  is  full  enough  to  utter 
all  that  the  party  has  to  fay  for  itlelf. 

Fust.  Methinks,  Sir,  you  fhould  let  the  audience 
know  they  can  fpeak,  if  it  were  but  an  ay^  or  2^710, 

Trap.  Sir,  the  audience  mufl  know  that  already; 
for  if  they  could  not  fay  ay  and  nc^  they  would  not 
be  qualified  for  candidates. 

Fust.  Oh  !  your  humble  fervant,  I  am  anfvver*d  : 
but  pray.  Sir,  what  is  the  aftion  of  this  play  ? 

Trap.  The  action,  Sir? 

Fust.  Yes,  Sir,  the  fable,  the  defign  ? 

Trap.  Oh  !  you  aik  who  is  to  be  married  !  Why, 
Sir,  I  have  a  marriage  ;  I  hope  you  think  I  under- 
ftand  the  laws  of  comedy,  better  than  to  write  with- 
out marrying  fomebody. 

Fust.  But  is  that  the  main  defign  to  which  every 
thing  conduces  ? 

Trap.  Yes,  Sir. 

Fust.  Faith,  Sii",  1  can't  for  the  foul  of  me  fee, 
how  what  has  hitherto  paft  can  conduce  at  all  to  that 
end. 

Trap.  You  can't;  indeed,  I  believe  you  can't; 
for  that  is  the  whole  plot  of  my  play  :  and  do  you 
think  1  am  like  your  fhallow  writers  of  comedy, 
who  publiih  the  banns  of  marriage  between  all  the 
couples  in  their  play,  in  the  firft  aft  ?  No,  Sir,  I. 
defy  you  to  guefs  my  couple  'nil  the  thing  is  done, 
flap  all  at  once  ;  and  that  too  by  an  incident  arifing 
from  the  main  bufinefs  of  the  play,  and  to  which 
every  thing  conduces. 

P'usT.  That  will,  indeed,  furprife  me. 

Trap.  Sir,  you  are  not  the  firfl:  man  my  writings 

have  furprifed But  what's  become  of  all  our 

players  ?  Here,  who  begins  the  fccond  a6t  ?  Promp- 
ter. 

Enter  First  Player. 

ift  Player.  Sir,  the  prompter  and  mofl:  of  the 
players,  are  drinking  tea  in  the  Green-room. 

Trap, 
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Trap.  Mr.  Fullian,  (hall  we  drink  a  dlfli  of  tea 
■with  them  ?  Come,  Sir,  as  you  have  a  part  in  my 
play,  you  (liall  drink  a  difli  with  us. 

ill  Player.  Sir,  I  dare  not  go  into  the  Green- 
room ;  my  falary  is  not  high  enough ;  I  fhali  be  for- 
feited if  I  go  in  there. 

Trap.  PHiaw,  come  along ;  your  fifter  has  merit 
enough  for  herfelf  and  you  too  ;  if  they  forfeit  you, 
I'll  warrant  ihe'il  take  it  off  again. 

A  C  T     II.      SCENE!. 

£nter   TRAPWIT,    FUSTIAN,    PROMPTER, 
Lord  PLACE,  Mrs.  MAYORESS  and  MISS. 

T  R  A  P  W  I  T. 

A.M  afraid,  Mr.  Fuflian,  you  have  hitherto  fu- 

fpecled  that  I  was  a  dabbler  in  low  comedy  : 
NoWj  Sir,  you  fhall  fee  fome  fcenes  of  politenefs 
and  fine  converfation  amongft  the  ladies.  Come, 
my  Lord,  come,  begin. 

Lord  Place.  Pray,  Mrs.  Mayorefs,  what  do  you 
think  this  lace  cofl:  a  yard  ? 

Fust.  A  very  pretty  beginning  of  a  polite  conver- 
fation truly. 

Trap.  Sir,  in  this  play  I  keep  exacflly  up  to  na- 
ture: nor  is  there  any  thing  faid  in  this  fcene,  that 
I  have  not  heard  come  out  of  the  mouths  of  the  fineft 
people  of  the  age.  Sir,  this  fcene  has  cod  me  tan 
Ihillings  in  chair-hire,  to  keep  the  beft  company, 
as  it  is  call'd. 

Mrs.  May.  Indeed,  my  Lord,  I  cannot  guefs  It 
at  lefs  than  ten  pounds  a  yard. 

Lord  Place.  Pray,  Madam,  was  you  at  the  lafi' 
ridotto  ? 

Fust.  Ridotto  I  the  devil  !  a  country  mayorefs  at 
a  ridotto  1  Sure,  that  is  out  of  chara^er,  Mr.  Trap- 
wit. 

Trap.  Sir,  a  converfation  of  this  nature  cannot 
be  carried  on  without  thefe  helps  i  befide?,  Sir,  this 

country 
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country  mayorefs,  as  you  call  her,  may  be  allow'd 
to  know  fomething  of  the  town  ;  for  you  mufl:  ];now_, 
Sir,  that  The  has  been  woman  to  a  woman  of  quality. 

Fust.  I  am  glad  to  hear  that. 

Mrs.  May.  Oh,  my  Lord  !  mention  not  thofe 
dear  ridottoes  to  me,  who  have  been  confined  theie 
twelve  long  months  in  the  country;  where  we  have 
no  entertainment,  but  a  fet  of  hideous,  drolling  play- 
ers ;  nor  have  I  feen  any  one  human  creature,  till 
your  lordfhip  came  to  town  j  heaven  fend  us  a  con- 
troverted eleflion,  then  I  fhall  go  to  that  dear  de- 
lightful place  once  more. 

t ''  Mrss.  Yej,  Mama,  and  then  we  fhall  fee  Fari- 
belly,  the  ftrange  man-woman  that  they  lay  is  with 
child  J  and  the  fine  pictures  of  Merlin's  cave  at  the 
playhoufes  ;  and  the  rope-dancing,  and  the  tumbling. 

Fust.  By  Mifs's  tade  I  believe  die  has  been  bred 
up  under  a  woman  of  quality  too. 

Lord  Place.  I  cannot  but  with  pleafure  obferve. 
Madam,  the  polite  tade  Mifs  fhews  in  her  choice 
of  entertainments ;  I  dare  fwear  die  will  be  much 
admired  in  the  Beau  Mondey  and  I  don't  quedion 
but  will  be  foon  taken  into  keeping  by  fome  man  of 
quality. 

Miss.  Keeping,  my  Lord  ! 

Lord  Place.  Ay,  that  furprize  looks  well  enough 
in  one  lb  young,  that  does  not  know  the  world  j  but, 
Mifs,  every  one  now  keeps,  and  is  kept :  there  are 
no  fuch  things  as  marriages  now-a-days,  unlefs 
merely  Smithfield  contrads,  and  that  for  the  fup- 
port  of  families  ;  but  then  the  hufband  and  wife 
borh  take  into  keeping  within  a  fortnight. 

Mrs.  May.  My  Lord,  I  would  have  my  girl  afl 
like  other  young  ladies  ;  but  die  does  not  know  any 
men  of  quality,  who  lliall  introduce  her  to  'em  ? 

Lord  Place.  That,  Madam,  mud  be  your  part  j 
you  miud  take  a  houfe,  and  fee  company  ;  in  a  little 
while  you  may  keep  an  alTembly,  and  play  at  cards 
as  high  as  you  can ;  and  almod  all  the  money  that 

is 


PAS  Q^U  I  N.  255 

is  won,  mufl:  be  put  into  the  box,  which  you  muft 
call,  paying  fcr  the  cards;  tho'  it  is  indeed  paying 
for  your  candles,  your  cloaths,  your  lodging,  and 
in  fliort  every  thing  you  have :  I  know  fome  per- 
fons  who  make  a  very  confiderable  figure  in  town, 
whofe  whole  eftate  lies  in  their  card-box. 

Mrs.  May.  And  have  I  been  fo  long  contented 
to  be  the  wife  of  a  poor  country  tradefman,  when  I 
might  have  had  all  this  happinefs  ? 

Fust.  How  comes  this  lady,  Mr.  Trapwit,  con- 
fidering  her  education,  to  be  fo  ignorant  of  all  thefe 
things  ? 

Trap.  'Gad  that's  true  j  I  had  forgot  her  educa- 
tion, faith,  when  1  writ  that  fpeech  j  it's  a  fault  I 

fometimes  fall  into a  man  ought  to  have  the 

inemory  of  a  devil  to  remember  every  little  things 
but  come,  go  on,  go  on — I'll  alter  it  by  and  by. 

Lord  Place.  Indeed,  Madam,  it  is  a  miferable 
ftate  of  life  j  I  hope  we  fiiall  have  no  fuch  people 
as  tradefmen  fhordy  ;  I  can't  fee  any  ufe  they  are  of  ^ 
if  I  am  chofe,  I'll  bring  in  a  bill  to  extirpate  all 
trade  out  of  the  nation. 

Mrs.  May.  Yes,  my  Lord,  that  would  do  very 
v/ell  amongll  people  of  quality,  who  don't  want 
money. 

Fust.  Again  !  Sure  Mrs.  Mayorcfs  knows  very 
little  of  people  of  quality,  confidering  fhe  has  lived 
amongft  them. 

Trap.   Lord,  Sir,  you   are  fo  troublefome • 

then  fhe  has  not  lived  amongft  people  of  quality, 
Tiie  has  livec)  where  I  pleafe  j  but  fuppofe  we  fliould 
fuppofe  flie  had  been  woman  to  a  lady  of  quality, 
may  v/e  not  alfo  fuppofe  fhe  was  turn'd  away  in  a 
fcrtniglit,  and  then  what  could  fhe  know.  Sir  ? — Go 
on,  go  on. 

Lord  Place.  A-lack-a-day,  Madam,  when  I  men- 
tion trade,  I  only  mean  low,  dull,  mechanick  trade; 
fuch  as  the  Canaille  pra6life  j  ^^l^x^i^xs^Jsy.^uAxiM^^^. 
reputable,  enough,  which  peo[3le  of- fafliion  _  may 
*  "  *  praaife; 
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pradife  ;  fuch  are  gaming,  intriguingj  voting,  and 
running  in  debt. 

Trap.  Come,  enter  a  fervanr,  and  vvhifper  my 
Lord.  [Enter  a  Servant. 1  Pray,  Sir,  mind  your 
cue  of  entrance.  [Exit  Servant, 

Lord  Place.  Ladies,  a  particular  affair  obliges 

me  to  lofe  fo  good  company ^ 1  am  your  mod 

obedient  fervant.  [Exit, 

Mrs.  May.  He  is  a  prodigious  fine  gentleman. 

Miss.  But  mufl  I  go  into  keeping,  Mama  ? 

Mrs.  May.  Child,  you  mufl:  do  what's  in  fafliion. 

Miss.  Bue  I  have  heard  that's  a  naughty  tiling. 

Mrs.  May.  That  can'c  be,  if  your  betters  do  it; 
people  are  punifli'd  for  doing  naughty  things  ;  but 
people  of  quality  are  never  punifh'd  j  therefore  they 
jiever  do  any  naughty  things. 

Fust.  An  admirable  fyllogifm,  and  quite  in  cha- 
radcr. 

Trap.  Pfliaw,  dear  Sir,  don't  trouble  me  with 
characlerj  'tis   a   good   thing j  and    if  'tis  a  good 

thing,  what  fignifies  who  fays  it  ? Come,  enter 

the  Mayor  drunk. 

Enter  M  A  Y  O  R. 

Mayor.  Liberty  and  property,  and  no  excife. 
Wife. 

Mrs.  May.  Ah  1  filthy  beafl,  come  not  near  me. 

Mayor.  But  I  will  tho' ;  I  am  for  liberty  and 
property  ;  I'll  vote  for  no  courtiers,  Wife. 

Mrs.  May.  Indeed  but  you  fliall.  Sir. 

Miss.  I  hope  you  won'c  vote  for  a  nafly  (linking 
tory.  Papa. 

Mayor.  What  a  pox  !  are  you  for  the  courtiers 
too  ? 

Miss.  Yes,  I  hope  I  am  a  friend  to  my  country  j 
I  am  not  for  bringing  in  the  Pope. 

Mayor.  No,  nor^I  an't  for  a  (handing  army. 

Mrs.  May.  But  I  am  for  a  Handing  army,  Sir; 
a  Handing  army  is  a  good  i,hing  :  y©u  pretend  to  be 

afraid 
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afraid  of  your  liberties  and  your  properties— You 
are  afraid  of  your  wives  and  daughters  :  I  love  to  fee 
Ibldiers  in  the  town  ;  and  you  may  fay  what  you 
will,  I  know  the  town  lofes  nothing  by  'em. 

Mayor.  The  women  don't,  I  believe. 

Mrs.  May.  And  I'll  have  you  know,  the  wo- 
men's wants  fhall  be  confider'd,  as  well  as  yours. 
I  :hink  my  Lord  and  the  Colonel  do  you  too  much 
honour,  in  offering  to  reprefent  fuch  a  fet  of  clown- 

ifh,    dirty,    beggarly   animals Ah!    I    wifh  we 

women  were  to  choofe. 

Mayor.  Ay,  we  fhould  have  a  fine  (ex.  of  mem- 
bers then,  indeed. 

Mrs.  May.  Xcs,>...Sir,  you  would  have  none  but 

pretty  gentlemen --there  (Kould  not  be  one  m.an  iri 

the  houfe  of  commons  without  a  lac'd  coat. 

Miss.  O  la  !  what  a  delicate,  fine,  charming 
fight  that  would  be  !  Well,  I  like  a  lac'd  coat  j  and 
if  ever  I  am  taken  into  keeping,  it  fnall  be  by  a  man 
in  a  lac'd  coat. 

Mayor.  What's  that  you  fay.  Minx  ?  what's 
that  you  fay  ? 

Mrs.  May.  What's  that  to  you.  Sir  ? 

Mayor.  Why,  Madam,  muft  I  not  fpeak  to  my 
own  dauQ-hter  ? 

Mrs.  May.  You  have  the  greater  obligation  to 
me.  Sir,  if  flie  is;  I  am  fure,  if  I  had  thought  you 
would  have  endeavour'd  to  ruin  your  family,  I  would 
have  feen  you  hang'd  before  you  fliould  have  had 
any  by  me. 

Mayor.  I  ruin  my  family! 

Mrs,  May.  Yes,  I  have  been  inaking  your  for- 
tune for  you  with  my  Lord  ;  i  have  got  a  place  for 
you,  but  you  v/on't  accept  on't. 

Miss.  You  fhall  accept  on't. 

Mrs.  May.  You  fhall  vote  for  my  Lord  and  the 
Colonel. 

Miss.  They  are  the  fined  men — -^ — =« 

Mrs.  May.  '^i^he  prcttiefl  men  — »--^ 

Vol,  111.  S  Miss. 
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Miss.  The  fweetefl:  men 

Mrs.  May,  And  you  lliall  vote  for  them. 

Mayor*  I  won't  be  brib'd- 

Mrs,.  May.  A  place  is  no  bribe afK  the  par- 

fon  of  the  parilh,  if  a  place  is  a  bribe  J 

Mayor.  What  is  the  place  ? 

Mrs.  May.  I  don't  know  what  the  place  is;  nor 
iTiy  Lord  docs  not  know  what  it  is,  but  it  is  a  great 
fwinging  place. 

Mayor.  I  will  have  the  place  firfl,  I  won't  take  z 
bribe,  1  will  have  the  phce  fir  ft ;  liberty  and  pro- 
perty !— I'll   have  the  place, firft.       .  .-.  [Exi!. 

Mrs.  May.  Come,  my  dear,  follow  me  ;  I'll  fee 
whether  he  fliall  vote  according  to  his  confcicnce,  oi: 
n^.ine. 

I'll  tejch  mankind,  while  policy  they  boaft, 

They  bear  the  name  of  power,  \ye  rule  the  road. 

Trap.  There  ends  aft  the  fecond.  [^Exeunt  May- 
orefs  ^«J,Mifs;.]  Mr.  Fuftian,  I  inculcate  a  particular 
moral  at  the  end  of  every  aft  ;  and  therefore  mighr 
have  put  a  p'articular  motto  before  every  one,  as  the 
author  of  Csfar  in  Egypt  has  done;  thus,  Sjr,  my 
firft  aft  fweetly  fings,  bribe  all,  bribe  all  j  and  the 
fecond  gives  you  to  underftand  that  we  are  all  un- 
der petticoat  government;   and  my  third  will . 

but  you  ftiall  fee Enter  my  Lord  Place,  Colonel 

Promife,  and  feverai  Voters.  My  Lord,  you  begin 
the  third  aft. 

Enter  Lcrd  PLACE,  Colonel  PRO  M I  S  E,  p.ud 

Jevcrrd  Vet  en. 

■  Lord  Place.  Gentlemen,  be  afliired,  I  will  take 
caic  of  you  all;  you  fliall  all  be  provided  for  as  fait 

■  as  poffible  ;  the  cuiloms  and  the  excife  aftbrd  a  great 
nuiiib'-r  of  places. 

ift  V^OT.  Could  not  your  Lordiliip  provide  for  me 
nt  court  ? 

Lord  Plage.  Nothing  eafier,  what  fort  of  a  place 
•^.ould  you  like  ? 

Ift-VOT. 
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ift  VoT.   Is  not  there  a  fort  of  employmenr.    Sir* 

CallM bcef-eat-ing  ?  If  your  Lordlhip  pltafe  to 

make  me  a  beef-eater 1  would  have  a  place 

fitted  for  my  capacity. 

t<ORD  LACE.  Sir,  Ivvillbefjre  to  remember  you. 
2d  Vpt.  My  Lord,  I  fliould  I'ke  a  place  at  courc 
too  ;  I  don't  much  care  tvhaf  it  is,  provided  I  wear 
fine  cloaths,  and  have  fomething  todb  n  chekitchen, 
or  the  cellar ;  I  own  I  (hould  like  the  cellar,  for  1  am 
a  devilifh  lover  of  fiKk. 

Lord  Place.  Sack,,  fay  you  ?  Odfo,  you  fhail  be 
poec-kureat. 

sd'VoT.  Poet!  no,  my  Lord,  I  am  no  poet,  I 
Can't'  make  verfes. 

Lop.D  Place.  No  m.atter  for  that —you'll  be 

able  to  make  odes. 

2'd  VoT.  Odes',  my  Lord  1  what  are  thofe  ? 

Lord  Place.  Faith,  Sir,  I  can't  tell  well  what 
they  are;  but  I  know  you  may  be  qualified  for  the 
place  without  being  a  poet. 

Trap.  Nov/,  my  Lord,  do  you  file  off,  and  talk 
apart  with  your  people  ;  and  let  the  Colonel  ad- 
vancci 

Fust.  Ay,  faith,  I  think  it  is  high  time  for  the 
Colonel  to  be  heard. 

Col.  Depend  upon  ir,  Sir;  I'll  ferve  you. 

Fust.  Upon  my  word  the  Colonel  begins  very 
well  ;   but  has  not  that  been  faid  already  ? 

Trap,  Ay,  and  if  I  was  to  bring  a  hundred  cour- 
tiers into  my  play,  thfv  fnould  all  fay  it none 

of  them  do  \v. 

gd  VoT.  An't  pleafe  your  honour,  I  have  read  in 
a  book  cali'd  Fog's  Journal,  that  your  honour's  men 
are  to  be  made  of  wax  j  now,  Sir,  I  have  ferv'd  my 
time  to  a  waxwork-maker^  and  defire  to  make  your 
honour's  regiment; 

CoL.  Sir,  you  may  depend  on  me. 

3d  VoT.  Are  your  officers  to  be  made  of  wax  too, 

Sir  f  becaufe  I  would  prepare  a  finer  fort  for  them. 

S    2  CoL' 


^^o  PAS  Q^U  I  N. 

Col.  No,  none  but  the  chaplain. 

3d  VoT.  O  !  I  have  a  molt  delicate  piece  of  black 
wax  for  him. 

Trap.  You  {tt.  Sir,  the  Colonel  can  fpeak  when 
military  affairs  are  on  the  carpet ;  hitherto,  Mr. 
Fuftian,  the  play  has  gone  on  in  great  tranquillity; 
now  you  fhall  fee  a  fcene  of  a  more  turbulent  na- 
ture. Come,  enter  the  Mob  of  both  fides,  and  cud- 
gel one  another  off  the  ftage.  Colonel,  as  your  bu- 
finefs  is  not  to  fight  at  prefent,  I  beg  you  would  go 
off  before  the  battle  comes  on  j  you,  and  your  bro- 
ther candidate,  come  into  the  middle  of  the  ftage  ; 
you  Voters  range  ycurfelves  under  your  fevt ral  lead- 
ers. \^he  Mob  attempt  to  break  in.'\  Pray,  Gentle- 
men, keep  back  j  mind  the  Colonel's  going  off  is  the 
cue  for  the  battle  to  enter.     Now,  my  Lord  and  the 

Colonel,  you  are  at  the  head  of  your  parties but 

hold,  hold,  hold,  you  Beef-eater,  go  you  behind  my 
Lord,  if  you  pleafc  ;  and  you.  Soldier-maker,  comiC 
you  behind  the  Colonel  :  now,  Gentlemen,  fpeak. 

Lord  Place.  ,    ^      ,  „,  f 

r-        n  >    Gentlemen,  we  11  lerve  you. 

Col.  Pro.        S  ^ 

[My  Lord  and  the  Colonel  file  off  at  different  doors,  tbs 

parties  folio-wing.  ] 

E7iter  Mob  on  each  fide  of  the  fl age,  cryvng  cut  proviif-' 
cuozifly,  Down  with  the  Rnmp,  No  Courtiers  !  no 
"Jacobites !  doivn  zcith  the  Pope  I  no  Excife !  a 
Place  ^;i^<5  Prom ife  !  a  Fox-Chace  and  a  Tan- 
kard !  At  I  aft  they  fall  together  by  the  ears,  and 
cudgel  one  another  off  the  ft  age. 

Enter  Sir  HARRY,  SQUIRE,  a?id  MAYOR. 
Sir  Har.  Bravely  done,  my  boys,  bravely  done; 
faith  our  party  has  got  the  day. 

Mayor.  Ay,  Sir  Harry,  at  dry  blows  we  always 
come  off  well  j  if  v/e  could  but  dilband  the  army,  I 
v/arrant  we  carried  all  our  points.  But  faith,  Sir,  I 
have  fought  a  hard  battle  on  your  account;  the  other 
fide  have  lecured  my  wife ;  my  Lord  has  promifed 

her 
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her  a  place,  but  I  am  not  to  be  gull'd  in  that  man- 
ner J  I  may  be  taken  like  the  fifh  in  the  water,  by  a 
bait,  but  not  like  the  dog  in  the  water,  by  a  (liadow. 

Sir  Har.  I  know  you  are  an  honeft  man,  and 
love  your  country. 

Mayor.  Faith  that  I  do.  Sir  Harry,  as  well  as 
any  man  ;  if  my  country  will  but  let  me  live  by  it, 
that's  all  I  defire. 

Fi  ST,  Mr.  Mayor  feems  to  have  got  himfeif  fober 
very  fuddenly. 

Trap.  Yes,  fo  would  you  too,  I  believe,  if  you 
had  been  fcolded  at  by  your  v/ife  as  long  as  he  has  ; 
but  if  you  think  that  is  not  reafon  enough,  he  may 
be  drunk  ftiil,  for  any  reafon  I  fee  to  the  contrary: 
pray,   Sir,  aft  this  fcene  as  if  you  v/as  drunk. 

Fust.  Nay,  I  muft  confefs,  I  think  it  quite  out 
of  charaiftcr  for  the  Mayor  to  be  once  fober  during 
the  whole  eleftion. 

Squire  Idrunk].  A  man  that  won't  get  drunk  for 
his  country  is  a  rafcai. 

Mayor.  So  he  is,  noble  Squire  j  there's  no  ho- 

nefty  in  a  man  that  won't  be  drunk a  man  that 

won't  drink  is  an  enenTiy  to  the  trade  of  the  nation. 

Sir  Har.  Thofe  were  glorious  days  when  honed 
Englilh  hofpitality  flourillied;  when  a  country  gentle- 
man could  afford  to  make  his  neighbours  drunk, 
before  your  damn'd  French  fafhions  were  brought 
over  J  why,  Mr.  Mayor,  would  you  think  it?  there 
are  many  of  thefe  courtiers  who  have  fix  flarved 
footmen  behind  a  coach,  and  not  half  a  hogfliead  of 
wine  in  their  houfci  why,  hov;  do  ycu  think  all  the 
money  is  fpent  ? 

Mayor.  Faith  I  can't  tell. 

Sir  Har.  Whvj  in  houfes,  piiflures,  lace,  em- 
broidery, nicknacks,  Italian  fingers,  and  French 
tumblers  j  and  thofe  who  vote  for  them  will  never 
get  a  dinner  of  them,  after  the  election  is  over. 

Mayor.  But  there  is  a  thought  comes  often  into 
my  head,  which  is  this  ;  if  thefe  courtiers  be  turn'd 
out,  v*^ho  fliali  fucceed  them  ? 

S  r>  Sia 
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Sir  Har.  Who  r  why  v.c! 

Squire.  Ay,  we  ! 

Sir  Har.  And  Lh<^^  we  may  provide  for  our 
friends  ;  I  love  iriv'  co  tnrry,  but  I  don't  know  why 
I  may  not  get  fomerhing  by  it,as  weli  as  another  ;  at 
|eafl:  to  reimburfe  me. — A'.+d  I  do  afTure  you,  tho* 
i  have  not  br-^bed  a.  fingle  votc^,  n:y  e]"6^ion  will 
iland  me  in  a  good  five  rhoufand  pounds. 

iouiRE.  Ay  and  To  wiii  mine  me, —  but  if  ever 
■we  fjiouti  p'tr  upp.eriToPL,  Sir  Harry,  1  innft  upon 
im-)iediately  payin.;  <.>fr  the  debts  of  the  nation. 

Sir  Har.  Mr.  Tankard,  that  fiiall  be  done  with 
all  cojiV'-nient  fpeed. 

Squire.   I'll  have  no  delay  in  it,  Sir. 

MAYOr..  There  fpoke  the  fpirit  of  a  true  EnrllHi- 
man  :  ah  !  I  love  to  hear  the  Squire  fpeak,  he  will 
be  a  great  honour  to  his  country  in  foreign  parts. 

Sir  Har.  Our  friends  ftay  for  us  at  the  tavern^ 
we'll  go  and  talk  more  over  a  bottle. 

Squire.  With  all  my  heart;  but  I  will  pay  off 
the  debts  of  the  nation. 

Mayor.  Come  to  the  tavern  then. 

There  while  brifl<:  wine  improves  our  converfation. 

We  at  our  pleafure  will  reform  the  nation. 

Trap.  There  ends  adls  tl:e  third. 

[Exfuni  Sir  Harry,  Squire,  aud  Mayor. 

Fust.  Pray,  Sir,  what's  the  moral  of  this  a£l  ? 

Trap.  And  you  really  don't  know  ? 

Fust.  No  really. 

Trap.  Then  I  really  will  not  tell  yoti ;  but  come^ 
Sir,  fmce  you  cannot  find  that  out,  I'll  try  whether 
you  can  find  out  the  plot;  for  now  it  is  juft  going 
to  bc-gin  to  open,  it  will  require  a  very  clofe  atten- 
tion, I  ajTure  you  ;  and  the  devil  take  me  if  I  give 
you  any  afilftance. 

Fust.  Is  not  rhe  fourth  a6l  a  little  too  late  to  open 
the  plot,   Mr.  Trapwit  ? 

Trap.  Sir,  'tis  an  error  on  the  right  fide;  I  have 
known  a  plot  op  :n  in  tlie  firft  aft,  and  the  audience, 
and  the  poet  too,  forget  it  before  the  third  was  over ; 

noWi 
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nov/,  Sir,I  am  not  willing  to  burden  either  the  au- 
diences niemory,  ormyowaj  for  they  may  forget 
all  that  is  hitherto  pad,  and  know  full  as  much  of 
the  plot  as  if  they  remember'd  it. 

Pro.mp.  Call.  Mr.   Mayor,   Mrs.  Mayorefs,  and 
Mils. 


Fji.'er   Mr,   MAYOR,    Mrs.    MAYORESS, 
and  MIS  S. 

Mrs.  May.  O  !  have  I  found  you  at  lafr,  Sir  ?  I 
have  been  hunting  for  you  this  hour. 

Mayor.  Faith,  my  dear,  I  wilh  you  had  found 
me  fooner,  I  have  been  drinking  to  the  good  old 
cauie  with  Sir  Harry  and  the  Squire;  you  would 
have  been  heartily  welcome  to  all  the  company. 

Mrs.  May.  Sir,  I  fnalj  keep  no  fuch  company; 
I  ihall  converfe  with  no  clowns,  or  country  fquires.. 

Miss.  My  Mama  will'  converfe  with  no  Jaco- 
bites. 

Mayor.  But,  my  dear,  I  have  fome  news  for 
you  ;   I  have  got  a  place  for  myfelf  now. 

Mrs.  May.  O,  ho  !  then  you  will  vote  for  my 
Lord  at  laft  ? 

Mayor.  No,  niy  dear^  Sir  Harry  is  to  give  me 
a  place. 

Mrs,  May.  A  place  in  his  dog-kennel  ? 

Mayor.  ISo,  'tis  fuch  a  one  as  you  never  could 
have  got  m.e  from  my  Lord,  I  am  to  be  made  an 
embafiador, 

Mjis.  May.  What^  is  Sir  Harry  going  to  change 
iides  then,  that  he  is  to  have  all  this  interefc? 

Mayor.  No,  but  the  fides  are  going  to  be  chang- 
ed ;  and  Sir  Harry  is  to  be — I  don't  know  what  to 
call  him,  not  I — fome  very  great  man;  and  as  loon 
$s  he  is  a  very  great  man,  I  am  to  be  made  an  em- 
baffador  of. 

Mrs.  May.  Made  an  afs  of!  Will  you  never  learn 
S  4  of 
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of  me,  that  a  bird  in  the  hand  is  worth  two  in  the 
bulh? 

Mayor.  Yes,  but  I  can't  find  that  you  had  the 
bird  in  hand  ;  if  that  had  been  the  cafe,  I  don't 
know  what  I  might  have  done;  but  I  am  fare  any 
man's  promife  is  as  good  as  a  courtier's. 

Mrs.  May.  Look'e,  Mr.  EmbafTador  that  is  to 
be,  will  you  vote  as  I  wouki  have  you,  or  no  ?  I 
am  weary  of  arguing  with  a  fool  any  Jonger  ;  fo  Sir, 
I  tell  you,  you  mull  vote  for  my  Lch'd  and  the  Co- 
lonel, or  ril  make  the  houfe  too  hot  to  hold  you; 
I'll  fee  whether  my  poor  family  is  to  be  ruin'd  be- 
C-iufe  you  have  vv^hims. 

Miss.  I  know  he  is  a  Jacobite  in  his  heart, 

Mrs.  May.  What  fignifies  what  he  is  in  his  heart; 
have  not  a  hundred,  whom  every  body  knows  to  be 
as  great  Jacobites  as  he,  aded  like  very  good  whigs  ? 
What  has  a  man's  heart  to  do  with  his  lips  ?  I  don't 
trouble  my  head  with  what  he  thinks,  I  only  defire 
him  to  vote. 

Mrss.  I  am  fure  Mama  is  a  very  reafonable  woman. 

Mrs.  May.  Yes,  I  am  too  reafonable  a  woman, 
and  have  ufed  gentle  methods  too  longj  but  I'll 
try  others. 

IGoes  to  a  corner  of  the  fiage,  and  tr.kes  a  flick. 

Mayor.  Nay  then.  Liberty  and  property,  and  no 
cxcife  !  \_Runs  off, 

Mrs.  May.  I'll  excife  you,  you  villain. 

[Runs  after  him. 

Miss.  Hey  ho  !  I  wifh  fomebody  were  here  now  ; 
would  the  man  that  I  love  beft  in  the  world  were 
here,  that  I  might  ul'e  him  like  a  dog. 

Fust.  Is  not  that  a  very  odd  wifli,  Mr.  Trapwit  ? 

Trap.  No,  Sir;  don't  all  the  young  ladies  in 
plays  ufe  all  their  lovers  fo  ?  Should  we  not  lofe 
half  the  bed  fcenes  in  our  comedies  elfe  ? 

Promp.  Pray,  gentlemen,  don't  difturb  the  re- 
hearfal  fo  ;  where  is  this  fervant  ?  \_Entcr  Servant.'}^ 
Why  don't  you  mind  your  cue  ? 

Ser\'. 


PAS  Q^U  I  N.  265 

■   Serv.  O,  ay,  dog's  my  cue. — Madam,  here's  Mifs 
Stitch,  the  taylor's  daughter,  come  to  wait  on  you. 

Miss.  Shew  her  in — What  can  the  impertinent 
flirt  want  with  me.?  She  knows  I  hate  her  too,  for 
being  of  the  other  party;  however,  I'll  be  as  civil 
to  her  as  1  can. 

Enter  Mifs  STITQU. 

Dear  Mifs  !  your  fervant;  this  is  an  unexpecled  fa- 
vour. 

Miss  Stitch.  I  am  fure.  Madam,  you  have  no 
reafon  to  fay  fo ;  for  tho'  we  are  of  different  parties, 
I  have  always  coveted  your  acquaintance.  I  can'c 
fee  why  people  may  not  keep  their  principles  to 
themfelves.  ^  [Jfide, 

Miss.  Pray,  Mils,  fit  down.  Well,  have  you  any 
news  in  town  ? 

Miss  Stitch.  I  don't  know,  my  dear;  for  I  have 
not  been  out  thefe  three  days ;  and  I  have  been  em- 
ploy'd  all  that  time  in  reading  one  of  the  Craftf- 
men;  'tis  a  very  pretty  one ;  I  have  almoft  got  it  bv 
heart. 

Miss,  {/^fide.']  Saucy  flirt !  fhe  might  have  fpared 
that  to  me,  v.^hen  llie  knows  that  I  hate  the  paper. 

Miss  Stitch.  Bu::  1  aflc  your  pardon,  my  dear,  I 
know  you  never  read  it. 

Miss.  No,  Madam,  I  have  enough  to  do  to  read 
the  Daily  Gazeiteer.     My  father  has  fix  of  'em  fent 
I  him  every  week,  for  nothing;  they  are  very  pretty- 
papers,  and  I  wilh  you  would  read  them.  Mil's. 

Miss  Stitch.  Fie  upon  you;  how  can  you  read 
what's  writ  by  an  old  woman  ? 

Miss.  An  old  woman,  Mifs? 

Miss  Stitch.  Yes,  Mifs;  by  Mrs.  Ol'borne 

Nay,  it  is  in  vain  to  deny  it  to  me. 

Miss.  I  defire.  Madam,  we  maydifcourfe  no  longer 
on  this  fubjedl ;  for  v/e  fiiall  never  agree  on  it. 

Miss  Stitch.  Well  then,  pray  let  me  afk  you  fe^ 
rioufly — ^ — ^  are  you  thoroughly  latisiied  with  this 
peace  ? 

Miss 
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Miss.  Yes,  Madam,  and  I  think  you  ought  to  be 
fo  too. 

Miss  Stitch.  I  fhould  like  it  well  enough,  if  I 
were  fu re  the  queen  of  Spain  was  to  be  truftcd. 

Miss.  [i?{/?»^]  Pray,  Mifs,  none  of  your  infi- 
nuations  againll  ihe  queen  of  Spain. 

Miss  Stitch.   Don't  be  in  a  paffion.  Madam. 

Miss.  Yes,  Madam,  but  I  will  be  in  a  paffion, 
when  the  interefr  of  my  country  is  at  ftake. 

Miss  Stitch.  [Rijijig.']  Perhaps,  Madam,  I  have 
a  heart  as  wartu  in  the  intercft  of.my  country  as  you 
can  have  J  tho'  I  pay  money  for  the  papers  I  read. 
Madam,  ami  that's  more  than  you  can  f^y. 

Miss.  Mifs,  Mife,  my  papers  are  paid  for  too  by 
fomebody,  tho'  I  don't  pay  for  them  i  I  don't  fuppofc 
the  Old  Woman,  as  you  call  her,  fends  'em  about  at 
her  own  expencej  but  I'd  have  you  to  know,  Mifs, 
I  value  my  money  as  little  as  you  in  my  country's 
caufe ;  and,  rather  than  have  no  army,  I  would  pare 
with  every  farthing  of  thefe  fixceen  fhillings  to  main- 
tain ir. 

Miss  Stitch.  And  if  my  fweeth.eart  was  to  vote 
for  the  Colonel,  tho'  I  like  this  fan  of  all  the  fans  I 
ever  faw  in  my  life,  I  would  rear  it  all  to  pieces,  be- 
caufe  it  was  his  Valentine's  gift  to  me Oh  !  hea- 
vens !  I  have  torn  my  fan  ;  I  would  not  have  torn 
my  fan  for  the  world  !  Oh  !  my  poor  dear  fan  1 — I 
wilh  all  parties  were  at  the  devil,  for  I  am  fure  I 
Ihall  never  get  a  fan  by  them. 

Miss.  Notwithftanding  all  you  have  faid,  Madam, 
I  fhould  be  a  brute  not  to  pity  you  under  this  cala- 
mity ;  comfort  yourfelf,  child,  I  have  a  fan  the  exaft 
fellow  to  it  J  if  you  will  bring  your  fweetheart  over 
to  vote  for  the  Colonel,  you  ihall  have  it. 

Miss  Stitch.  And  can  I  fell  my  country  for  a 
fan  ? — What's  my  country  to  me  ?  1  (hall  never  gee 
a  fan  by  it. — And  will  you  give  it  me  for  nothing  ? 

Miss,  ril  make  you  a  free  prefent  of  it. 

M^ss  Stitch.  I  am  afham'd  pf  your  conquell, 
but  I'll  take  the  fan. 

Miss 
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Miss.  And  now,  my  dear,  we'll  go  and  -dx"ink  a 
difli  of  tea  together. 

And  let  all  parties  blame  mf-,  ifthf^y  can, 
Who're  brib'd  by  honours  trifling  as  a  fan. 

lExeant  MiOes. 

Trap.  There  ends  3.0:  the  fourth.  If  you  want 
to  know  the  moral  of  this,  the  devil  muft  be  in  you  : 
Faith,  this  incident  of  the  fan  f^ruck  me  fo  ftrongly, 
that  I  was  once  going  to  call  this  comedy  by  the 
name  of  the  Fan.     But,  come,  now  for  ad  the  fifth. 

Pro.mp.  Sir,  the  player  who  is  to  begin  it,  is  juft 
flcpt  afide  on  fome  bufinefs  i  he  begs  you  would 
fray  a  few  minutes  for  him. 

Trap.  Come,  Fuftian,  you  and  I  will  ftep  into  the 
green-room,  and  chat  with  the  aflreffes  mean  while* 

Fust.  But  don't  you  think  thefe  girls  improper 
perfons  to  talk  of  parties  ? 

Trap.  Sir,  I  affure  you  it  is  not  out  of  nature: 
And  I  have  often  heard  thefe  affairs  canvafs'd  by 
men,  VN^ho  had  not  one  whit  more  underflanding 
than  thefe  girls.  \_ExeunL 

ACT     III.      SCENE     I. 

Enter  T  R  A  P  W  IT,  F  U  S  T  I  A  N,  and 
S  N  E  E  R  W  E  L  L. 

T  R  A  P  W  I  T. 

FIE  npon't,  fie  unor>'t,  make  no  excufes. 
Sneer.  Conficler,  S:--,  I  am  my  ov;n  enemy. 

Trap.  I  do  confider  that  you  m.ight  have  pad 
your  time,  perhaps  'ice  as  well  as  in  another  place. 

Sneer.  But  I  hope  I  I;ave  not  tranf-refi'd 
much • 

Trap.  All's  over.  Sir,  all's  over;  you  might  as 
well  have  fVay'd  away  entirely ;  the  fifth  adi's  be- 
ginning,  and  the  plot's  at  an  end.' 

Sneer.  W  hat,  is  the  plot  at  an  t:r.d  before  the  fifcli 


L(5t  is  begun  ? 


Trap. 
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Trap.  No,  no,  no,  no,  I  don't  mean  at  an  end^ 

— but  we  are  fo  far  advanced  in  it,  that  it  will 

he  impoflible  for  you  to  comprehend  or  underfland 
any  thing  of  it. 

Fust.  You  have  too  mean  an  opinion  of  Mr. 
Sneerwell's  capacity  ;  I'll  engage  he  Oiall  underftand 
as  much  of  it  as  I,  who  have  heard  the  other  four. 

Trap.  Sir,  I  can't  help  your  want  of  underftand- 
ing,  or  apprehenfion  J  'tis  not  my  fault  if  you  can- 
not take  a  hint.  Sir ;  would  you  have  a  catallrophe 
in  every  acl  ?    Oons  and  the  devil,  have  not  I  pro- 

mifed  you,  you  Ihould  know  all  by  and  by 

but  you  are  fo  impatient. 

Fust.  I  think,  you  have  no  reafon  to  complain  of 
my  want  of  patience;  Mr.  Sneerwell,  be  eafy  j  'tis 
but  one  fliort  a6l  before  my  tragedy  begins ;  and  that 
i  hope  will  make  you  amends  for  what  you  are  to  un- 
dergo before  it.     Trapwir,  I  wiih  you  would  begin. 

Trap.  I  wifli  fo  too.  Come,  Prompter;  are  the 
members  in  their  chairs  ? 

Promp.  Yes,  Sir. 

Trap.  Then  carry  them  over  the  ftage  j  but 
hold,  hold,  hold,  where  is  the  women  to  ftrew  the 
flowers  ?  [Tbe  Members  are  carried  over  the  Stage.^ 
Hollow,  Mob,  hollow,  hollow;  Oons,  Mr.  Promp- 
ter, you  muft  get  more  mob  to  hollow,  or  thefe 
gentlemen  will  never  be  believed  to  have  had  the 
majority. 

Promp.  Sir,  I  can  get  no  more  mob,  all  the  reft 
of  the  mob  are  gone  to  St.  James's  Park  to  fee  the 
fhov/. 

SnefiR.  Pray,  Mr.  Trapwir,  who  are  thefe  gen- 
tlemen in  the  chairs  ? 

Trap.  Ay,  Sir,  this  is  your  ftaying  away  fo  long ; 
if  you  had  been  here  the  firft  four  ads,  you  would 
have  known  who  they  were. 

Fust.  Dear  Sneerwell,  afk  Iiim  no  more  quef- 
tions  ;  if  you  enquire  into  every  abfurdity  you  fee, 
we  fliall  have  no  tragedy  to-day. 

Trap.  Come,  Mr.  Mayor  and  Mrs,  Mayorefs. 

Enter 
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JEfiier  MAYOR  a>:d  Mrs,  MAYORESS. 

Mayor.  So,  now  you  have  undone  yourfelf  your 
own  way  -,  you  have  made  me  voce  againfl  my  con- 
fcience  and  intercft  too,  and  now  I  have  loft  both 
parties ! 

Mrs.  May.  How  have  you  loft  both  parties  ? 

Mayor.  Why,  my  Lord  will  never  remember  my 
voting  for  him,  now  he  has  loft  the  dayi  and  Sir 
Harry,  who  has  won  it,  will  never  forgive  my  vot- 
ing againft  him  :  Let  which  fide  will  be  uppermoft, 
I  ftiall  have  no  place  till  the  next  eledion. 

Mrs.  May.  It  will  be  your  own  fault  then.  Sir  5 
for  you  have  it  now  in  your  power  to  oblige  my  Lord 
more  than  everj  go  and  return  my  Lord  and  the 
Colonel  as  duly  elefled,  and  1  warrant  you  I  do  your 
bufinefs  with  him  yet. 

Mayor.  Return  'em,  my  dear?  Why  there  was 
a  majority  of  two  or  three  fcore  againft  'em. 

Mrs.  May.  A  fig  for  a  majority  of  two  or  three 
fcore  J  if  there  had  been  a  majority  of  as  many  hun- 
dreds, you'll  never  be  call'd  to  an  account  for  re- 
turning them  I  and  when  you  have  return'd  'em, 
you'll  have  done  all  in  your  power  :  How  can  you. 
expedl  that  great  men  fhould  do  any  thing  to  ferve 
you,  if  you  ftick  at  any  thing  to  ferve  them  ? 

Mayor.  My  confcience  boggles  at  this  thin"- 
"— — — but  yet  it  is  impoffible  1  fhould  ever  get  any 
thing  by  the  other  fide. 

Mrs.  May.  Ay,  let  that  fatisfy  your  confcience, 
that  is  the  only  way  to  get  any  thing. 

Mayor.  Truly,  I  think  it  is. 

Sneer.  I  think,  Mr.  Trapv^^it,  Intereft  would  be 
a  better  w^ord  there  than  Confcience. 

Trap.  Ay,  Intereft,  or  Confcience,  they  are  words 
of  the  fame  meaning  :  But  I  think  Confcience  rather 
politer  of  the  two,  and  moft  ufed  at  court. 

Mrs.  May.  Befides,  it  v/ill  do  a  fervice  to  your 

town,  for  half  of  them  muft  be  carried  to  London, 

at  the  candidate's  expence -,  and  1  dare  fwear  there 

2  is 


270  PAS  Q^U  I  N. 

is  not  cne  of  them,  wliatever  fide  he  votes  of,  btrc 
would  be  glad  to  put  the  candidate  to  as  much  e-x- 
pence  as  he  can  in  an  honeft  way.         [£a7/  Mayor.' 

Enter  MISS  crying. 

Miss.  Oh,  Maina,  I  have  grieved  myfelf  to  death 
at  the  court  party's  lofing  the  day  j  for  if  the  others 
Ihou'd  have  a  majority  in  the  houfe,  what  would  be-' 
come  of  us  ?  alas,  we  fliould  not  go  to  London  ! 

Mrs.. May.  Dry  up  your  tearsj  my  dear,  all  will 
be  well;  your  father  fliall  return  my  Lord  and  the^ 
Colonel ;  and  we  fnall  have  a  controverted  eledion  ; 
and  we  will  go  to  London,  my  dear. 

Miss.  Shall  v/e  go  to  London  ?  Then  I  am  eafy ; 
but  if  we  had  (laid  here,  I  fliould  have  broke  my  Iiearc 

for  the  love  of  m.y  country. Since  my  father 

returns  them,  I  hope  juftice  will  find  feme  friends 
above,  where  people  have  ("enfe  enough  to  know  the 
j-ight  fide  from  the  left ;  howeverj  happen  what  will, 
there  is  fome  confolation  in  going  to  London. 

Mrs.  May.  But  I  hope  }ou  have  conndered  well 
■what  my  Lord  told  you;  that  you  will  not  fcruple 
going  into  keeping  :  perhaps  you  will  have  it  in  your 
power  to  lerve  your  family,  and  it  would  be  a  great 
fin  not  CO  do  all  you  can  for  your  family. 

Mfss.  I  have  dreamt  of  nothing  but  coaches  and 
fix,  and  balls,  and  treats,  and  fliows,  and  mafque- 
rades  ever  finer. 

Fust.  Dreamt,  Sir?  Why,  I  thought  the  time 
of  your  comedy  had  been  confined  to  the  fame  day,- 
Mr.  Trapwit. 

Trap.  T^o,  Sir,  it  is   not;  but  fuppbfe  it  was, 
inio  iu  Ihe  not  have  taken  an  afternoon's  nap  ? 
■    S?JEER.  Ay,  or  dreamt  waking,  as  feveral  people 
do. 

Enur  Lord  PLACE  and  Colonel  PROMISE. 
Lord  Place.  Madam,  I  am  come  to  take  m.y 
leave  of  you;  I  am  vciy  fenfible  of  my  many  obii- 


PAS  Q^U  I  N.  271 

gations  to  you,  and  Ihall  remember  them  till  the  next 
eleftion,  when  I  will  wait  on  you  again  j  nay,  I  don't 
queftion  but  we  lliall  carry  our  point  yet,  tho'  they 
have  given  us  the  trouble  of  a  petition. 

Mrs.  May.  No,  no,  my  Lord,  you  are  not  yet 
reduced  to  that  j  I  have  prevail'd  on  my  hufband  to 
return  vou  and  the  Colonel. 

Lord  Place.  To  return  us.   Madam? 

Mrs.  May.  Yes,  my  Lord,  as  duly  eieded;  and 
when  we  have  return'd  you  fo,  it  will  be  your  own 
fault  if  you  don't  prove .yourfelf  fo. 

Lord  Place.  Madam,  this  news  has  fo  tranfport- 
ed  my  fpirits,  that  I  fear  fome  ill  effetl,  uniefs  you 
inftantiy  give  me  a  dram. 

Mrs.  May.  If  your  Lordfhip  pleafe  to  walk  with 
me  into  my  clofet,  PU  equip  your  Lordfnip.   [_ExiL 

Trap.  How  do  you  like  that  dram.  Sir? 

Sneer.  Oh!  moll  excellent ! 

Fust.  I  can't  fay  fo,  uniefs  I  tailed  it. 

Tr  ap.  Faith,  Sir,  if  it  had  not  been  for  that  dram, 
iTiy  play  had  been  at  an  end. 

Fust.  The  devil  take  the  dram,  with  all  my 
heart. 

Trap.  Now,  Mr.  Fuftian,  the  plot,  which  has 
hitherto  been  only  carried  on  by  hints,  and  open'd 
itfelf  like  the  infant  fpring  by  fmall  and  impercep- 
tible degrees  to  the  audience,  will  difplay  itfelf,  like 
a  ripe  matron,  in  its  full  fummer's  bloom  j  and  can- 
not, I  [hink,  fail,  with  its  attractive  charms,  like  a 
loadfrone,  to  catch  the  admiration  of  every  one  like 
a  trap,  and  raife  an  applaufe  like  thunder,  till  it 
makes  the  Vvhole  houfe  like  a  hurricane.  I  m.uft  de- 
fire  a  ftridr  filence  through  this  whole  fcene.  Colo- 
nel, ftand  you  fl:ill  on  this  fide  of  the  ftage  j  and, 
Mifs,  do  you  frand  on  the  oppofite. — There,  now 
look  at  each  other.  [yf  Ictigfilmce  here. 

Fust.  Pray,  Mr.  Trapwir,  is  no  body  ever  to 
f^ieak  again  ? 

Trap.    Qh  I  the  devil!    Ypu  have  interrupted 

the 
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the  fcene ;  after  all  my  precautions  the  fcene's  de» 
ilroyed  -,  the  bed  fcene  of  filence  that  ever  was  penn'd 
by  man.  Come,  come,  you  may  fpeak  now  j  you 
may  fpeak  as  faft  as  you  pleafe. 

Col.  Madam,  the  army  is  very  much  obliged  to 
you  for  the  zeal  you  fnew  for  it :  me  it  has  made 
your  flave  for  ever^  nor  can  I  ever  think  of  being 
happy,  unlefs  you  confent  to  marry  me* 

Miss.  Ha !  and  can  you  be  fo  generous  to  for- 
give all  my  ill  ufage  of  you  ? 

Fust.  What  ill  ufage,  Mr.  Trapwit  ?  For  if  I 
miftake  not,  this  is  the  firll  time  thefe  lovers  fpoke 
to  one  another. 

Trap.  What  ill  ufage,  Sir  ?  a  great  deal,  Sir. 

Fust.  When,  Sir?  Where,  Sir? 

Trap.  Why,  behind  the  fcenes.  Sir.  What 
would  you  have  every  thing  brought  upon  the  ftage  ? 
I  intend  to  bring  ours  to  the  dignity  of  the  French 
flage ;  and  I  have  Horace's  advice  on  my  fide  ;  we 
have  many  things  both  laid  and  done  in  our  come- 
dies, which  might  be  better  perform'd  behind  the 
icenes  :  The  French,  you  know,  bjnifll  all  cruelty 
from  their  ftage;  and  I  don't  fee  why  we  fliould 
bring  on  a  lady  in  ours,  pradifing  all  manner  of 
cruelty  upon  her  lover :  befides.  Sir,  we  do  not 
only  produce  it,  but  encourage  it;  for  I  could  name 
you  fome  comedies,  if  I  would,  where  a  woman  is 
brought  in  for  four  a6ls  together,  behaving  ro  a  wor- 
thy man  in  a  manner  for  which  (he  almoO:  deferves 
to  be  hang'd  ;  and  in  the  fifth,  forfooth,  fhe  is  re- 
warded with  him  for  a  hufband  :  Now,  Si;;,  as  I 
know  this  hits  fome  taitcs,  and  am  willing  to  oblige 
all,  I  have  given  every  lady  a  latitude  of  thinking 
mine  has  behaved  in  whatever  manner  fhe  would 
have  hen 

Sneer.  Well  faid,-  my  little  Trap:  but  pray  le- 
ns have  the  fcene. 

Trap.  Go  on,  Mifs,  if  you  pleafe. 

Miss.  I  have  llrUgglcd  with  myfelf  to  put  you  to 

ib 
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fo  many  trials  of  your  conftancy ;  nay,  perhaps  have 
indulged  myfclf  a  little  too  far  in  the  innocenc  liber- 
ties of  abufing  you,  tormenting  you,  coqueting,  ly- 
ing, and  jilting;  which,  as  you  are  fo  good  to  forgive, 
I  do  faichfully  promife  to  make  you  all  the  amends 
in  my  power,  by  making  you  a  good  wife. 

Trap.  That  fmgle  promife.  Sir,  is  more  than  any 
of  my  brother  authors  had  ever  the  grace  to  put  in- 
to the  mouth  of  any  of  their  fine  ladies  yet;  fo  that 
the  hero  of  a  comedy  is  left  in  a  much  worfe  condi- 
tion than  the  villain  of  a  tragedy,  and  I  would  choofe 
rather  to  be  hang'd  with  the  one,  than  married  with 
the  other. 

Sneer.  Faith,  Trapwit,  without  a  jed,  thou  art 
in  the  right  on't. 

Fust.  Go  on,  go  on,  dear  Sir,  go  on. 

CoL.  And  can  you  be  fo  generous,  fo  great,  fo 
good  ?  Oh  1  load  not  thus  my  heart  with  obligations* 
left  it  fink  beneath  its  burden:  Oh!  could  I  live  a 
hundred  thoufand  years,  I  never  could  repay  the 
bounty  of  that  laft  fpeech  ;  Oh  !  m<y  paradife  1 
Eternal  honey  drops  from  off  your  tongue, 
And  when  you  fpoke,  then  Farinelli  fung ! 

Trap.  Open  your  arms,  Mifs,  if  you  ple^fej  re- 
member you  are  no  coquet  now  :  How  pretty  this 
looks !  don't  it?  \_Mimicking  her.']  Let  me  have  one 
of  your  bcft  embraces,  I  defire  -,  do  it  once  more, 

pray There,  there,  that's  pretty  well;  you  muft: 

pradlife  this  behind  the  fcenes.  [Exeunt  Nidi's  and  Col. 

Sneer.  Are  they  gone  to  practife  now,  Mr.  Trap- 
wit  ? 

Trap.  You're  a  joker,  Mr.  Sneerwell ;  you're  a 
joker. 

Enter  Lord  PLACE,  MAYOR,  and  Mrs. 

MAYORESS. 
Lord  Place.  I  return  you  my  hearty  thanks,  Mr* 
Mayor,  for  this  return;  and  in  return  of  the  favour 
1  will  certainlv  do  vou  a  very  good  turn  very  foon. 
Vol.  IIL    '        '         T  Fust, 
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Fust.  I  wifli  the  audience  don't  do  you  an  ill 
turn,  Mr.  Trapwir,  for  than  laft  fpeech. 

Sneer.  Yes,  faith,  I  think  1  would  cut  out  a  turn 
or  two. 

Trap.  Sir,  I'll  fooner  cut  off  an  ear  or  two;  Sir, 
that's  the  very  beft  thing  in  the  whole  play- 
Come,  enter  the  Colonel  and  Mifs married. 

Sneer.  Upon  my  word  they  have  been  very  ex- 
peditious. 

Trap.  Yes,  Sir,  the  parfon  underftands  his  bufi- 
nefs,  he  has  ply'd  Icveral  years  at  the  Fleet. 

Enter  C  O  L,  O  N  E  L  ^;?^  M  I  S  S.      \rhey  kneel 

\^^^'  \  Sir  and  Madam,  your  bleffin'^. 

Miss.  S  ^  ^ 

Mayor.       7^   , 

Mrs.May.S"'^- 

Col.  Your  daughter,  Sir  and  Madam,  has  mad(?' 
me  the  happieft  of  mankind. 

Mrs.  May.  Colonel,  you  know  you  might  have 
had  my  confent  j  why  did  you  choofe  to  marry  with- 
out it  ?  However  I  give  you  both  my  blefiing. 

Mayor.  And  fo  do  I. 

Lord  Place.  Then  call  in  my  brother  candidates^ 
•we  will  fpend  this  night  in  fealt  and  merriment. 

Fust.  What  has  made  thefe  two  parties  fo  fud- 
dcnly  friends,  Mr.  Trapwit  ? 

1'rap.  What?  why  the  marriage.  Sir;  the  ufual 
redBnciler  at  the  end  of  a  comedy.  I  would  non 
have  concluded  without  every  perfon  on  the  ftage" 
for  the  world. 

Lord  Place.  Well,  Colonel,  I  fee  you  are  letting 
out  for  life,  and  fo  I  wifli  you  a  good  journey. 

And  yo'j,   gallants,  from  what  you've  fcen  to- 
night. 

If  you  are  wrong,  may  fet  your  judgments  right; 

Nor  like  our  mifles,  about  bribing  quarrel. 

When  better  herring  is  in  neither  barrel. 

\Man,  Fuft.  Trap,  and  Sneer. 
Trap. 
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Trap.  Thus  ends  my  play.  Sir. 

Fust.  Pray,  Mr.  Trapwic,  how  has  the  former 
part  of  it  conduced  to  this  marriage  ? 

Trap.  Why,  Sir,  do  you  think  the  Colonel  would 
ever  have  had  her,  but  on  the  profped  her  father  has 
from  this  eleftion  ? 

Sneer..  Ay,  to  ftrengthen  his  intereft  with  the  re- 
turning officer. 

Trap.  Ay,  Sir,  I  was  juft  going  to  fay  fo. 

Sneer.  But  where's  your  epilogue? 

Trap.  Faith,  Sir,  I  can't  tell  what  I  fhall  do  for 
an  epilogue. 

Sneer.  What !  have  you  writ  none? 

Trap.  Yes,  faith,  I  have  writ  one,  but         ■    ■ 

Sneer.  But  what  ? 

Trap.  Faith,  Sir,  I  can  get  no  one  to  fpeak  it| 
the  adreffes  are  fo  damn'd  difficult  to  pleafe 
When  firft  I  writ  it  they  would  not  fpeak  it,  becaufe 
there  were  not  double  entendres  enough  in  it;  upon 
which  I  went  to  Mr.  Watrs's,  and  borrow'd  all  his 
plays;  went  home,  read  over  all  the  epilogues,  and 
cramm'd  it  as  full  as  poflible ;  and  now,  forfooth, 
it  has  too  many  in  it.  Oons,  I  think  we  muft  get  a 
pair  of  fcales,  and  weigh  out  a  fufficient  quantity 
of  that  fame 

Fust.  Con^.e,  come,  Mr.  Trapwit,  clear  the  flags 
if  you  pleafe. 

Trap.  With  all  my  heart;  for  I  have  overfliay'd 
my  time  already;  I  am  to  read  my  play  to-day  to 
fix  different  companies  of  quality. 

Fust.  You'll  llay  and  fee  the  tragedy  rehears'd, 
I  hope. 

Trap.  Faith,  Sir,  it  is  my  great  misfortune  thac 
I  can't;  I  deny  myfelf  a  great  pleafure,  but  cannoc 

poffibly  ilay to  hear  fuch  damn'd  ftuff  as  I  know 

it  muft  be.  \^Aftde. 

Sneer,  Nay.  dear  Trapv,'iT,  you  lliall  not  go 
Coolider  your  div:ce  may  be  of  fome  fervice  to  Mr. 
T  2  Fuftianj 
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FuR'ian  ;  bcfide  he  has  ftay'd  the  rehearfal  of  your 
play 

Fust.  Yes,  I  have*  and  kept  myfelf  awake, 

with  much  difficulty.  [4/^de, 

Trap.  Nay,  nay  you   know   I   can't  refule  you 

tho'  I  ihall  certainly  fall  aflcep  in  the  tirll  a6t. 

[4/ide. 

Sneer.  If  you'll  let  me  know  who  your  people  of 
quality  are,  I'll  endeavour  to  brrng  you  off. 

Trap.  No,  no,  hang  me  if  1  lell  you,  Ha,  ha, 

ha!  I  know  you  too  well But,  pr'ythee  now 

tell  me,  Fuftian,  how  doft  thou  like  my  ph;y  ?   Dolt 
think  it  will  do  ? 

Fust.  'Tis  my  opinion  it  will. 

Trap.  Give  me  a  guinea,  and  I'll  give  you  a 
crown  a  night  as  long  as  it  runs. 

Sneer.  That's  laying  againlt  yourfelf,  Mr.  Trap- 
wit. 

Trap.  I  love  a  hedge,  Sir. 

Fust.  Before  the  rehearfal  begins,  Genilemen,  I 
muft  beg  your  opinion  of  my  dedication  ;  you  know, 
a  dedication  is  generally  a  bill  drawn  for  value  there- 
in contained;  which  value  is  a  fet  of  naufeous  fuU 
fome  compliments,  which  my  foul  abhors  and  fcornsj 
for  I  mortally  hate  flattery,  and  therefore  have  care- 
fully avoided  it. 

Sneer.  Yes,  faith,  a  dedication  without  flattery 
will  be  worth  the  feeing. 

Fust.  Weil,  Sir,  you  ihall  fee  it.  Read  it,  dear 
Trapwitj  I  hate  to  read  my  own  works. 

Trap.  [Htads.]  My  Lord,  at  a  time  when  nonfenfe, 
duhe/s,  iewdfiefsy  and  all  mariner  of  proiamnefs  and  im- 
morality are  daily  pra^lijcd  on  the  Jtage,  I  have  prevail' d 
on  r,iy  modejiy  to  c^er  to  your  Lcrafmfs  protetlion  a  piece ^ 
whichy  if  it  has  no  merit  to  recommend  it,  has  at  leajl  no 
demerit  to  difgrace  it ;  nor  do  I  qu.eflio'ii  at  this,  when 
every  one  elfe  is  dull,  you  will  he  phased  to  find  one  ex- 
ception to  the  number. 

■  I  cannot 
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1  cannot,  indeed  y  help  ajfuming  to  my f elf  fame  little  me- 
rit from  the  applaiife  which  the  toijon  has  fo  univerfally 
conferred  upon  me. 

Fust.  ,  That  you  know,  Mr.  Sneerwell,  may  be 
omitted,  if  it  fhould  meet  with  any  ill-natured  op- 
pofuion  i  for  which  reafon  I  fhall  not  print  off  my 
dedication  till  after  the  play  is  afted. 

Trap.  [Reads.]  /  might  here  indulge  myfelf  vnlh 
a  delineation  of  your  Lordflnp's  character ;  but  as  I  abhor 
the  ieaft  imputation  of  flattery,  and  as  I  am  certain  ycur 
Lordfhip  is  the  only  perfon  in  this  nation  that  doss  not 

■  love  to  hear  your  praifes,  I  frmll  be  fikni mly  this 

give  me  leave  to  fay^  'That  you  have  more  ivit,  fenje^ 
learning,  honour^  and  humanity.,  than  all  mankind  put 
together  j  and  your  perfon  comprehends  in  it  every  thing 
that  is  beautiful},  your  air  is  every  thing  that  is  grace- 
ful J  your  look  every  thing  that  is  majejtic ;  and  your  mind 
is  aftcrehouje  where  every  virtue  and  every  perfection  are 
lodged :  To  pafs  by  your  generofily,  which  is  fo  greats 
fo  glorious,  fo  diffuftve,  that,  like  the  fun,  it  eclipfes,  arJ, 
makes  Jlars  of  all  your  other  virtues — ■ — --/  could  fay 
more 

Sneer.  Faith,  Sir,  that's  more  than  I  could 

Trap.  But  f jail  commit  a  violence  upon  wyfelf,  and 
conclude  with  affuringyour  Lordfhip,  that  lam,  my  Lord, 
your  Lordfiip's  moji  obedient,  mojt  devoted,  mofi  cbfcq^ai- 
cus,  and  rncft  obliged  humble  ferv ant. 

Fust.  There  you  fee  it,  Sir,  concife,  and  not  ful- 
fome. 

Sneer.  Very  true,  Sir,  if  yoj  h.id  faid  icfs  it 
would  not  have  done. 

Fust.  No,  I  think  lefs  would  have  been  down- 
right rude,  confidering  it  was  to  a  perfon  of  the  nrfi 
(juality. 

Sneer.  Pr'ythec,  Trapwit,  let's  fee  yours. 

Trap.  I  have  none.  Sir. 

Fust.  How,  Sir,  no  dedication  ? 

Trap.  No,  Sir;  for  I  have  dedicated  fo  rnanf 

plays,  and  received  nothing  for  them,  that  I  am  rc» 

T  3  '  folvcd 
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folved  to  truft  no  more :  I'll  let  no  more  flattery  go 
out  of  my  fhop  without  being  paid  beforehand. 

Fust.  Sir,  flattery  is  fo  cheap,  and  every  man 
of  quality  keeps  lb  many  flatterers  about  him,  that 
e'gad  our  trade  is  quite  fpoil'd  j  but  if  I  am  not  paid 
for  this  dedication,  the  next  I  write  fhall  be  a  fatiri- 
cal  one ;  if  they  won't  pay  me  for  opening  my  mouth, 
I'll  make  them  pay  me  for  (hutting  it.  But  fince  you 
have  been  fo  kind,  gentlemen,  to  like  my  dedica- 
tion, I'll  venture  to  let  you  fee  my  prologue.  Sir,  I 
beg  the  favour  of  you  to  repeat  the  prologue,  if  you 
are  perfeft  in  it.  [To  a  Player • 

Player.  Sir,  I'll  do  it  the  befl  in  my  power. 

3FusT.    This  prologue  was  writ  by  a  friend. 

PROLOGUE. 

TJ/"HEN  deatV s  jharp  fcyihe  has  moisfd  the  hero  do'wn.^ 

''^'^    The  mufe  again  awakes  him  to  renown ; 

She  tells  pr cud  fate  that  all  her  darts  are  vain. 

And  bids  the  hero  live,  and Jtrut  about  again: 

Nor  is  JJje  only  able  to  reft  ere. 

But  fie  can  make  what  ne'er  was  made  before : 

Can  fearch  the  reahns  of  Fancy,  and  create 

What  never  came  into  the  brain  of  Fate. 

Forth  from  thefe  realms  to  entertain  to-night^, 
She  brings  imaginary  kings  and  queens  to  light. 
Bids  Commcn-jenfe  in  per f on  mount  the  ft  age  ^ 
And  Harkquin  to  ftorm  in  tragi ck  rage. 
Britons,  attend;  and  decent  reverence  ftoow 
To  her,  who  made  th^  Athenian  bofoms  glow ; 
Whom  the  undaunted  Romans  could  revere. 
And  who  in  Shakefpear^s  time  was  worftjipp'd  here ; 
If  none  of  thefe  can  her  fuccefs  prefage. 
Tour  hearts  at  leaft  a  wonder  may  engage : 
Oh !  love  her  like  herfifter  monfters  of  the  age. 

Sneer.  Faith,  Sir,  your  friend  has  writ  a  very  fine 
prologue. 

Fust* 


} 
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Fust.  Do  you  think  fo  ?  Why  then.  Sir,  T  nnuft 
affure  you,  that  friend  is  no  other  than  myfeif,  Buc 
come,  now  for  the  tragedy.  Gentlemen,  I  muft  de- 
fire  you  all  to  clear  the  ftage,  for  J  have  fevcral  fcenes 
which  I  could  wifli  it  as  big  again  for. 

2d  PLAYER  enters,  and  whifpsrs  TRAPWIT. 

2d  Player.  Sir,  a  gentlewoman  defires  to  fpeak 
to  you. 

Trap.  Is  fhe  in  a  chair? 

2d  Player.  No,  Sir,  flie  is  in  a  riding-hood, 
and  fays  ihc  has  brought  you  a  clean  Triirt. 

[hxit  Player. 

Trap.  Pll  come  to  her Mr.  Fuflian,  you 

mull  excufe  me  a  moments  a  Lady  of  quality  hath 
fent  to  take  fome  boxes.  \_Exit  Trap. 

Proaip.  Common -Senfe,  Sir,  defires  to  fpeak  with 
you  in  the  green-room. 

Fust.  Pll  wait  upon  her. 

Sneer.  You  ought,  for  it  is  the  firfl:  melTage,  I 

believe,  you  ever  received  from  her.  \_.1Jide. 

\_Exeunt  Fuft.  and  Sneer. 

Enter  ^DANCER. 

Danc.  Look'e,  Mr.  Prompter,  I  exped  to  dance 
firft  goddefs;  I  will  not  dance  under  Mifs  Minuet  j 
I  am  fure  I  fhew  more  to  the  audience  than  any  lady 
upon  the  ftage. 

Promp.  Madam,  it  is  not  my  bufmefs. 

Danc.  1  don't  know  whofe  bufinefs  it  is;  but  I 
think  the  town  ought  to  be  the  judges  of  a  dancer's 
merit;  I  am  fure  they  are  on  my  fide;  and  if  I  am 
not  us'd  better,  Pll  go  to  France;  for  now  we  have 
got  all  their  dancers  away,  perhaps  they  may  be  glad 
qf  foine  of  ours. 

Promp.  Hey-diy,  what's  the  matter? 

[y/  noife  zvithin., 

T  4  Enter 
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Enter  Player, 

Pl  AVER.  The  Author  and  Common-fenfe  are  quar- 
relling in  the  green-room. 

Promp.  Nay,  then  that's  better  worth  feeing  than 
any  thing  in  the  play.  [Exit  Promp. 

Panc.  Hang  this  play,  and  all  plays  j  the  dan- 
cers are  the  only  people  that  fupport  the  houfe  ;  if  it 
were  nor  for  us,  they  might  act  their  Shakcfpeare  to 
empty  benches. 

A  C  T    IV.      S  C  E  N  E     I. 


T 


Enter  FUSTIAN  and  SNEERWELL. 

Fustian. 
HESE  little  things,  Mr.  Sneerwell,  will  fome- 


times  happen.  Indeed  a  poet  undergoes  a 
great  deal  before  he  comes  to  his  third  night;  firft 
with  the  mufes,  who  are  humorous  ladies,  and  .mult 
be  attended  j  for  if  they  take  it  into  their  head  at 
any  time  to  go  abroad  and  leave  you,  you  will  pump 
your  brain  in  vain:  then.  Sir,  with  the  mafter  of  a 
playhoufe  to  get  it  aded,  whom  you  generally  fol- 
low a  quarter  of  a  year  before  you  know  whether  he 
will  receive  it  or  no  j  and  then  perhaps  he  tells  you  it 
won't  do,  and  returns  it  you  again,  referving  the  fub- 
je£l,  and  perhaps  the  name,  which  he  brings  out  in 
his  next  pantomime;  but  if  he  fliould  receive  the 
play,  then  you  miifl:  attend  again  to  get  it  writ  out 
into  parts,  and  rehears'd.  Well,  Sir,  at  laft  the  re- 
hearfals  begin  ;  then.  Sir,  begins  another  fcene  of 
trouble  with  the  a^lors,  fonie  of  whom  don't  like 
their  parts,  and  all  are  continually  plaguing  you  with 
alterations:  at  length,  after  having  waded  thro' all 
thefe  difficulties,  his  play  appears  on  the  flage,  where 
one  man  hilTcs  out  of  refentment  to  the  author;  a 
fccond  out  of  diflike  to  the  houfe ;  a  third  out  of  dif- 
A  like 


PAS  Q^U  I  N.  281 

like  to  the  atStor ;  a  fourth  out  of  diflike  to  the  play  ; 
a  fifth  for  the  joke's  fake  ;  a  fixth  to  keep  all  the  reft 
in  company.  Enemies  abufe  him,  friends  give  him 
up,  the  play  is  damn'd,  and  the  author  goes  to  the 
devil  :  fo  ends  the  farce. 

Sneer.  The  tragedy  rather,  I  think,  Mr.  Fuflian, 
But  what's  become  of  Trapwit  ? 

Fust.  Gone  off,  I  fuppofe  j  I  knew  he  would  not 
ftay  i  he  is  fo  taken  up  vj'nh  his  own  performances, 
that  he  has  no  time  to  attend  any  others.  But  come. 
Prompter,  will  the  tragedy  never  begin  ? 

Enter  PROMPTER. 

Promp.  Yes,  Sir,  they  are  all  ready ;  come  draw 
up  the  curtain. 

FIREBRAND,    LAW    and   PHYSICK 

difcover'd. 

Sneer.  Pray,  Mr.  Fuflian,  v,'ho  are  thefe  perfon- 
ages  ? 

Fust.  That  in  the  middle.  Sir,  is  Firebrand,  prieft 
of  the  Sun  ;  he  on  the  right  reprefcnts  Law,  and  he 
on  the  left  Phyfick. 

FiREB.   Avert  thefe  omens,  yeaufpicious  (lars ! 

Fust.  What  omens  ?  where  the  devil  is  the  thun- 
der and  lightning  ? 

Promp.  Why  don't  you  let  go  the  thunder  there  ? 
and  fiafh  your  rofin  ?  \Tbunder  and  lightning. 

Fust.  Now,  Sir,  begin  if  you  pleafe.  1  defire. 
Sir,  you  will  get  a  larger  thunderbovvl,  and  twopen- 
nyv.'orth  more  of  lightning  againll  the  reprefenta- 
tion.     Nov/,  Sir,  if  you  pleafe. 

FiREB.  Avert  thefe  omens,  ye  aufpicious  ftars ! 
Oh  Law  !  oh  Phyfick  !  As  laft  even  late 
1  offered  facred  incenfe  in  the  temple. 
The  temple  fliook  :  fbrange  prodigies  appear'di 
A  cat  in  boots  did  dance  a  rigadoon. 
While  a  huge  dog  play'd  on  the  violin  ; 
And  whiill  I  trembling  at  the  altar  flood. 

Voices 
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Voices  were  heard  i'  th'  air,  and  feem'd  to  fay^ 
Awake  my  drovviy  fons,  and  lleep  no  more  : 
They  mull  mean  fomething ! 

Law.  Certainly  they  muft— — • 
We  have  our  omens  too  !  The  other  day 
A  mighty  deluge  fwam  into  our  hall. 
As  if  it  meant  to  wafh  away  the  law  : 
Lawyers  were  forc'd  to  ride  on  porters  flioulders  j 
One,  O  prodigious  omen  !  tumbled  down. 
And  he  and  all  his  briefs  were  fous'd  together. 
Now,  if  I  durlt  my  fentiments  declare, 
I  think  it  is  not  hard  to  guefs  the  meaning. 

FiREB.  Speak  boldly  3  by  the  powers  I  ferve,  I 
fwear 
You  fpeak  in  fafety,  even  the'  you  fpeak 
Againft  the  gods,  provided  that  you  fpeak 
Not  againft  priefts. 

Law.  What  then  can  the  powers 
Mean  by  thefe  omens,  but  to  roufe  us  up 
From  the  lethargic  fway  of  Common-Scnfe  ? 
And  well  they  urge,  for  while  that  drowfy  queen 
Maintains  her  empire,  what  becomes  of  us  ? 

pHYS.  My  Lord  of  Law,  you  fpeak  my  fentiments  i 
For  tho'  I  wear  the  mafk  of  loyalty, 
And  outward  fhew  a  reverence  to  the  queen, 
Yet  in  my  heart  I  hate  her:  yes,  by  heav'n 
She  flops  my  proud  ambition  :  keeps  me  down 
When  I  would  foar  upon  an  eagle's  wing. 
And  thence  look  down,  and  dofe  the  world  below. 

Law.  Thou  know'fl,  my  Lord  of  Phyfick,  I  had 
long 
Been  privileg'd  by  cuftom  immemorial. 
In  tongues  unknown,  or  rather  none  at  all, 
My  edicts  to  deliver  thro'  the  land  j 
i  When  this  proud  queen,  this  Common-Senfe,  abridg'd 
I  My  power,  and  made  me  underftood  by  all. 

Phys.  My  Lord,  there  goes  a  rumour  thro'  tlie 
court. 
That  you  defcended  from  a  family 

2  '  Related 
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Related  to  the  queen  ;  Reafon  is  faid 

T'  have  been  the  mighty  founder  of  your  houfe. 

Law.  Perhaps  fo;  but  we  have  raii>'d  ourfelves  fp 
high,  _ 
And  Ihook  this  founder  from  us  off  fo  far. 
We  hardly  deign  to  own  from  whence  we  came. 

FiRZB.  My  Lords  of  Law  and  Phyfick,  I  have 
heard. 
With  perfe6t  approbation,  all  you've  faid; 
And  fince  I  know  you  men  of  noble  fpirit. 
And  fit  to  undertake  a  glorious  caufe, 
I  will  divulge  myfeif:  know,  thro'  this  mafk,     . 
"Which  to  impofe  on  vulgar  minds  I  wear, 
I  am  an  enemy  to  Common  Senfe  j 
But  this  not  for  ambition's  earthly  caufc. 
But  to  enlarge  the  worlhip  of  the  Sun  ; 
To  give  his  priefts  ajuft  degree  of  power. 
And  more  than  half  the  profits  of  the  land. 
Oh  !  my  good  Lord  of  Lav/,  would'ft  thou  afTiilj 
In  fpite  of  Common-Senfe  it  may  be  done. 

Law.  Propofe  the  method. 

FiREB.  Here  furvey  this  lill. 
In  it  you'll  find  a  certain  fet  of  names. 
Whom  well  1  knowfure  friends  to  Common'Senfei 
Thefe  it  muft  be  our  care  to  reprefent 
The  greatell  enemies  to  the  gods  and  her. 
But  hufh,  the  queen  approaches. 

Enter  the  ^een  attended  by  tivo  Maids  cf  Honour » 
Fust.  What  1  but  two  maids  of  honour  ? 
pROMP.  Sir,  a  Jew  carried  ofi'  the  other,  but  I 
fhall  be  able  to  pick  up  fome  more  againd  the  play- 
is  a6led. 

Q^  C.  S.  My  Lord  of  Law,  I  fent  for  you  Uiis 
morning  j 
I  have  a  ftrange  petition  given  to  me; 
Two  men,  it  feems,  have  lately  been  at  law 
For  an  eftate,  which  both  of  them  have  loft. 
And  their  attorneys  now  divide  between  them. 

Law. 
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Law.  Madam,  thefe  things  will  happen  in  the 
law. 

Q^  C.  S.  Will  they,  my  Lord  ?  then  better  wc  had 
none: 
But  I  have  alfo  heard  a  fweet  bird  fing. 
That  men  unable  to  difcharge  their  debts 
At  a  fhort  warning,  being  fued  for  them. 
Have,  with  both  power  and  will  their  debts  to  pay. 
Lain  all  their  lives  in  prifon  for  their  cofts. 

Law.  That  may  perhaps  be  fome  poor  perfon's 
cafe. 
Too  mean  to  entertain  your  royal  ear. 

Qj_  C.  S.  My  Lord,  while  I  am  queen  I  fhall  not 
think 
One  man  too  mean,  or  poor,  to  be  redrefs'd  s 
Moreover,  Lord,  I  am  inform'd  your  laws 
Are  grown  fo  large,  and  daily  yet  increafc,  ♦ 

That  the  great  age  of  old  Metluifalem 
Would  fcarce  fuffice  to  read  your  flatutes  our. 

Fjreb.   Madam,  a  more  important  caufe  demands 
Your  royal  care ;  ftrange  omens  have  appear'd, 
Sights  have  been  feen,  and  voices  have  been  heard  j 
The  gods  are  angry,  and  mufl  be  appeas'd. 
Nor  do  I  know  to  that  a  readier  way. 
Than  by  beginning  to  appeafe  their  priefts. 
Who  groan  for  power,  and  cry  out  after  honour. 

Q^C.  S.  The  gods  indeed,  have  reafon  for  their 
anger. 
And  facritices  fliall  be  offered  to  them  ; 
But   would   you   make  'em    welcome  i    Priefl:,    be 

meek. 
Be  charitable,  kind,  nor  dare  affront 
The  Sun  you  wordiip,  while  yourfelves  prevent 
That  happinefs  to  men  you  afk  of  him. 

Enter  an  Officer. 

Q^  C.  S.  What  means  this  hafty  mciTage  in  your 
looks  ? 

Offic. 


ence,   ] 
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Offic.  Forgive  me,  Madam,  if  my  tongue  de- 
clares 
News  for  your  fake,  which  mofl:  my  heart  abhors  ; 
Queen  Ignorance  is  landed  in  your  realm. 
With  a  vaft  power  from  Italy  and  France 
Of  fingers,  fiddlers,  tumblers,  and  rope-dancers. 

Qj_  C.  S.  Order  our  army  inftantly  to  get 
Themfelves  in  readinefsj  ourfelf  will  head  *em. 
My  Lords,  you  are  concern'd  as  well  as  we, 
T'  oppofe  this  foreign  force,  and  we  expect 
You  join  us  with  your  utmofl  levies  llraight  j 
Go,  Prieft,  and  drive  all  frightful  omens  hence. 
To  fright  the  vulgar  they  are  your  pretence, 
But  fure  the  gods  will  fide  with  Common-Senfe. 

[Exit  cumfuis. 

FiREB.  They  know  their   interell  betters  or  at 
leaft 
Their   priefts  do  for  *em,    and  themfelves.     Oh  \ 

Lords 
This  queen  of  Ignorance,  whom  you  have  heard 
Juft  now  defcrib'd,  in  fuch  a  horrid  form. 
Is  the  mofl:  gentle,  and  mod  pious  queen  i 
So  fearful  of  the  gods,  that  fhe  believes 
Whate'er  their  priefts  affirm.     And  by  the  Sun, 
Faith  is  no  faich,  if  it  falls  Ihort  of  that. 
I'd  be  infallible!  And  that,  I  know, 
Will  ne'er  be  gianted  me  by  Common-Senfe: 
Wherefore  I  do  difclaim  her,  and  will  join 
The  caufe  of  Ignorance.     And  now,  my  Lords, 

Kach  to  his  polt. The  roftrum  I  afcend. 

My  Lord  of  Lav/,  you  to  your  courts  repair  ; 
And  you,  my  good  Lord  Phyfick,  to  the  queen  j 
Handle  her  pulfe,  potion  and  pill  her  well. 

Phys.  Oh  !  my  good  Lord,  had  I  her  royal  ear. 
Would  fiiC  but  take  the  counfel  I  would  give. 
You'd  need  no  foreign  power  to  overthrow  her : 
Yes,  by  the  godsj  1  would  with  one  fmall  pill 
Unhinge  her  foul,  and  tear  it  from  hef  body  j 
But  to  my  art  and  me  a  deadlv  foe, 

She 
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She  has  averr'd,  ay,  in  the  publick  court. 
That  Water  Gruel  is  the  beft  phyfician  j 
For  which,  when  fhe's  forgiven  by  the  college,* 
Or  when  we  own  the  (way  of  ConQmon-Scnle, 
May  we  be  forc'd  to  take  cur  own  prefcriptions. 

FiREB.  My  Lord  of  Pnyfick,  I  applaud  thy  Ipirit  j 
Yes,  by  the  Sun,  my  heart  laughs  loud  wichin  me. 
To  fee  how  eafily  the  world's  deceiv'd; 
To  fee  this  Common-Senfe  thus  tumbled  down 
By  men,  whom  all  the  cheated  nations  own 
To  be  the  ftrongeft  pillars  of  her  throne. 

[Exetii'iS  Fircb,  Law,  and  FhyC. 

Fust.  Thus  ends  the  firft  aft.  Sir. 

Sneer.  This  tragedy  of  yours,  Mr.  Fuftian,  I 
obferve  to  be  emblematical  ;  do  you  think  it  will 
be  underftood  by  the  audience  ? 

Fui,T.  Sir,  I  cannot  anfwer  for  the  audience  J  tho' 
I  think  the  panegyrick  intended  by  it  is  very  plain, 
and  very  feafonable. 

Sneer.  What  panegyrick  ? 

Fust.  On  our  clergy,  Sir,  at  leaft  the  beft  of 
them,  to  fliev/  the  difference  between  a  heathen  and 
a  chriltian  priell.  And  as  I  have  touch'd  only  on 
generals,  I  hope  I  fhall  not  be  thought  to  bring  any 
thing  improper  on  the  llage,  which  I  would  care- 
fully avoid. 

Sneer.  But  is  not  your  facire  on  law  and  piiyfick 
fqmewhat  too  general  ? 

Fust.  What  is  faid  here  cannot  hurt  either  an  ho  - 
neft  lawyer,  or  a  good  phyfician  ;  and  fuch  may  be> 
nay,  1  know  fuch  are  :  if  the  oppofites  to  thefe  are 
the  moft  general,  I  cannot  help  that ;  as  for  the 
profeflbrs  iliemfelves,  I  have  no  great  reafon  to  be 
their  friend,  for  they  once  join'd  in  a  particular  con- 
fpiracy  again fl  me. 

SisfEER,  Ay,  how  fo  ? 

Fust.  Why,  an  apothecary  brought  me  in  a  long 
bill,  and  a  lawyer  made  .Tie  pay  i:. 

Snber. 
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Sneer.  Ha,  ha,  ha  I  a  confpiracy  indeed. 

Fust.  Now,  Sir,  for  my  fecond  a6l ;  my  tragedy 
confifts  but  of  three. 

Sneer.  1  thought  that  had  been  immethodical  in 
tragedy. 

Fust.  That  may  be ;  but  I  fpun  it  out  as  long  as 
I  could  keep  Common-Senfe  alive  ;  ay,  or  even  her 
ghoft.     Come  begin  the  fecond  ad^ 

^he  SCENE  draws,  and  difcovers  COMMON- 
SENSE  afleep. 

Sneer.  Pray,  Sir,  who's  that  upon  the  Couch 
there  ? 

Fust.  I  thought  you  had  known  her  better.  Sir, 
That's_ Common-Senfe  afleep. 

'Sneer.  I  fhould  rather  have  expefled  her  at  the 
head  of  her  army. 

Fust.  Very  likely,  but  you  do  not  underftand  the' 
practical  rules  of  writing  as  well  as  I  doj  the  firft 
and  greateft  of  which  is  protraction,  or  the  art  of 
fpinning,  without  which  the  matter  of  a  play  would 
lofe  the  chief  property  of  all  other  matter,  namely, 
extenfion  ;  and  no  play,  Sir,  could  pofiibly  laft  longer 
than  half  an  hour.  I  perceive,  Mr.  Sneerweil,  you 
are  one  of  thofe  v/ho  would  have  no  charader 
brought  on,  but  v/hat  is  necelTary  to  the  bufinefs  of 

the  play.  ^ Nor   I  neither But  the  bufinefs 

of  the  play,  as  I  take  it,  is  to  divert,  and  therefore 
every  charader  that  diverts,  is  neceffary  to  the  bu- 
finefs of  the  play. 

Sneer.  But  how  will  the  audience  be  brought  to 
conceive  any  probable  reafon  for  this  fleep  ? 

F' ST.  Why,  Sir,  Ihe  has  been  meditatin«g  on  the 
prefent  general  peace  of  Europe,  'till  by  too  intenfe 
an  application,  being  not  able  thoroughly  to  com- 
prehend it,  fhe  was  overpower'd,  and  fell  faft  afleep. 
Come,  ring  up  the  firfl:  ghoft,  [Ghojt  anfes»]  You 
know  that  gholl  ? 

Sneer. 
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Sneer.  Upon  my  word,  Sir,  I  can't  recoiled  zhf 
acquaintance  with  him. 

Fust.  I  am  furpriz'tJ  at  that,  for  you  mufl:  have 
{een  him  often  :  that's  the  ghoft  of  Tragedy,  Sir  j  he 
has  walk'd  all  the  flages  of  London  fevcral  years  j 

but  why  are   not  you   flour'd  ? Vv'^hat  the  devil 

is  become  of  the  barber  ? 

Ghost.  Sir,  he's  gone  to  Drury-Lane  playhoufe 
to  fhave  the  Sultan  in  the  new  entertainment. 
Fust.  Come,  Mr.  Ghoftj  pray  begin* 
Ghost.  From  the  dark  regions  of  the  realms  be- 
low, 
The  ghoil  of  Tragedy  has  ridden  pofl:, 
To  tell  thee,  Common-Senfe,  a  thoufand  things, 
"Which  do  import  thee  nearly  to  attend  ; 

[_Cock  crows 6 
But,  ha!  the  curfed  cock  has  warn'd  me  hence j 
I  did  fet  out  too  late,  and  therefore  mufl 
Leave  all  my  bufmefs  to  fome  other  time. 

\_GhoJi  defcends. 
Sneer.  I  prcfume  this  is  a  charafler  necelTary  to 
divert  j  for  i  can  fee  no  great  bufmefs  he  has  ful- 
fill'd. 

Fust.  Where's  the  fecond  ghoft  .? 

Sneer.  I  thought  the  cock  had  crow'd. 

Fust.  Yes,   but  the  fe-cond  Ghoft  need  not   be 

fuppofed  to  have  heard   it.     Pray,  Mr.  Prompter, 

obfcrvej   the  inoment  the  firft  Ghoft  delcends,  the 

fecond  is  to  rife  :  they  are  like  the  twin-ftars  in  thati 

\_Second  Ghoft  rtfes. 
id  Ghost.  Awake,   great    Common  Senfe,  and 
fleep  no  more. 
Look  to  thyfclf;  for  then,  when  I  was  (lain, 
Thyfelf  was  ftruck  at:  think  not  to  furvive 
My  murder  long  j  for  while  thou  art  on  earth. 
The  convocation  will  not  meet  again. 
The  lawyers  cannot  rob  men  of  their  rights  -, 
Phyficians  cannot  dofe  away  their  fouls: 
A  courtier's  proaiife  will  not  be  believ'd  -, 

Nor 
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Nor  broken  citizens  again  be  trufted, 
A  thoufand  news-papers  cannot  lubfift-. 
In  which  there  is  not  any  news  at  alL 
Playhoufes  cannot  fioiirifli,  while  they  dare 
To  nonfenfe  give  an  entertainment's  name. 
Shakefpeare  and  Jonfon,  Dryden,  Lee,  and  Rowej, 
Thou  wilt  not  bear  to  yield  to  Sadler's-V/ells ; 
Thou  wilt  not  fufFer  men  of  wit  to  Harve, 
And  fools,  for  only  being  fools,  to  thrive. 
Thou  wilt  not  fuffer  eunuchs  to  be  hired. 
At  a  vail  price,  to  be  impertinent. 

[Third  Ghojl  rifes, 
3d  Ghost.  Dear  Ghod,   the  cock  has  crow'd  i 
you  cannot  get 
Under  the  ground  a  mile  before  'tis  day. 

2d  Ghost,  Your  humble  fervant  then,  I  cannot 

ftay.  IGhoft  defcends. 

Fust.    Thunder    and    light'ning !    thunder   and 

light'ning  1  Pray  don't  forget  this  when  it  is  a(5ted. 

Sneer.    Pray,  Mr.  Fuilian,    why  mud  a   ghofl 

always  rife  in  a  ftorm  of  thunder  and  light'ning  ? 

for  I  have  read  much  of  that  doftrine,  and  don't 

find  any  mention  of  fuch  ornaments. 

Fust.  That  may  be,  but  they  are  very  necefla- 
ry  J  they  are  indeed  properly  the  paraphernalia  of  a 
ghofl. 

Sneer.  But,  pray,  whofe  ghofl  v;as  that? 
Fust.  Whofe  fhould  it  be,  but  Comedy's.  I 
thought  when  you  had  been  told  the  other  was  Tra- 
gedy, you  would  have  wanted  no  intimation  v/ho 
this  was.  Come,  Common-Senfe,  you  are  to  awake 
and  rub  your  eyes. 

Q.C.  S.  [IVakiny,-]  Who's  there  ? 

Enter  MAID  vf  Honsur, 

Did  you  not  hear  or  fee  fome  wond'rous  thing  ? 
Maid.   No,  may  it  pleafe  your  M^efty,  I  did 

not. 
Q^C.  S.  1  was  a-dream'd  I  overheard  a  ghoft. 
Vol.  Ill,  U  IMaid, 
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Maid.  In  the  next  room  I  clofely  did  attend. 
And  had  a  ghoft  been  here  I  muft  have  heard  him. 

Enter  FIREBRAND. 

Q^C.  S.  Pried  of  the  Sun,  you  come  mofl  op- 
portune, 
F'or  here  has  been  a  dreadful  apparition  : 
As  I  lay  fleeping  on  my  couch,  methought 
I  fav/  a  gholL 

Sneer.  Then  I  fuppofe  £l:ie  deeps  with  her  eyes 
open. 

Fust.  Why,  you  would  not  have  Com.mon-Senfe 
fee  a  ghoft,  unlefs  in  her  deep,  I  hope. 

FiREB.  And  if  fuch  toleration 
Be  fuffer'd,  as  at  prefent  you  maintain. 
Shortly  your  court  vvill  be  a  court  of  ghofts. 
Make  a  huge  fire,  and  burn  all  unbelievers, 
Ghofts  will  be  hang'd  ere  venture  near  a  fire. 

Q^C.  S.    Men  cannot  force  belief  upon  them- 
felves. 
And  ftiall  I  then  by  torture  force  it  on  them  ? 

FiREB.  The  Sun  will  have  it  fo. 

Q^C.  S.  How  do  I  know  that? 

FiREB.    Why  I,  his  piieft  infallible,    have  told 
you. 

Q^C.  S.  How  do  I  know  you  are  infallible  ? 

FiREB.  Ha!  do  you  doubt  it  ?  nay,  if  you  doubt 
that, 

I  will  prove  nothing But  my  zeal  infpires  me. 

And  I  will  tell  you,  Madam,  you  yourfelf 
Are  a  moft  deadly  enemy  to  the  Sun, 
And  all  his  priefts  have  greateft  caufe  to  wifli 
You  had  been  never  born. 

Q^C.  S.  Ha!  fay'ftthou,  prieft  ? 
Then  know,  I  honour  and  adore  the  Sun  ! 
And  when  I  fee  his  light,  and  feel  his  warmth, 
I  glow  with  fiaming  gratitude  toward  him  j 
But  know,  I  nevei-  will  adorea  pxLeft, 
Who  wears  pride's  face  beneath  religion's  mafic. 

And 
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And  makes  a  picklock  of  his  pietj^. 
To.  iteal  away  tHe  liberty  of  mankind. 
Bun  while  I  live,  I'll  never  give  thee  power. 

FiREB.  Madam,  our  power  is  not  deriv'd  from 
you. 
Nor  any  one:  'twas  fent  us  in  a  box 
From  the  great  Sun  himfelf,  and  carriage  paid: 
Phaeton  brought  it  v/hen  he  overturn'd 
The  chariot  of  the  Sun  into  the  fea. 

Q^C.  S.  Shew  me  the  inftrument,   and  let  me 
read  it. 

FiREE.  Madam,  you  cannot  read  it;  for  being 
thrown 
Into  the  fea,  the  water  has  fo  damag'd  it, 
That  none  but  priefts  could  ever  read  it  fince. 

Q^C.  S.  And  do  you  think  I  can   believe  this 
tale  ? 

FiREB.  1  order  you  to  believe  it,  and  you  mufl. 

Q^C.  S.  Proud  and  imperious  man,  I  can't  be- 
lieve it. 
Religion,  law,  and  phyfick,  were  defign'd 
By  heaven  the  greateft  bleffings  on  mankind ; 
But  priells,  and  lawyers,  and  phyficians  made 
Thefe  general  goods  to  each  a  private  trade; 
With  each  they  rob,  with  each  they  fill  their  purfes. 
And  turn  our  benefits  into  our  curfes.  [Exit* 

Fust.  Law  and  Phyfick.     Where's  Law? 

Enter  PHYSICK, 

Phys.  Sir,  Law,  going  without  the  playhoufe 
palTage,  v/as  taken  up  by  a  lord  chief  jufticc's  war- 
rant. 

FiREB.  Then  we  muft  go  on  without  him. 

Fust.  No,  no,  ftay  a  moment;  I  muft  get  fome- 
body  eife  to  rehearfe  the  part.  Pox  take  all  warrants 
for  me ;  if  I  had  known  this  before,  I  would  have 
fatirized  the  law  ten  times  more  than  I  have. 
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A  C  T    V.      SCENE!. 

EfiUr  FUSTIAN,  SNEERWELL,  PROMPTER, 
FIREBRAND,  LAW,  and  PHYSICK. 

Fustian. 

I  AM  glad  you  have  made  your  efcape ;  but  I  hope 
you  will  make  the  matter  up  before  the  day  of 
aflion  :  come,  Mr.  Firebrand,  now  if  you  pleafe  go 
«n  ;  the  moment  Common- Senfe  goes  olf  the  flage. 
Law  and  Phyfick  enter. 

FiREB.  Oh !  my  good  Lords  of  Phyfick  and  of 
Law, 
Had  you  been  fooner  here  you  would  have  heard 
The  haughty  Queen  of  Common-Senfe  throw  out 
Abufes  on  us  all. 

Law.  I  am  not  now 
To  learn  the  hatred  which  flie  bears  to  me. 

No  more  of  that for  now  the  warlike  Queen 

Of  Ignorance,  attended  with  a  train 

Of  foreigners,  all  foes  to  Common-Senfe, 

Arrives  at  Covent-Garden  ;  and  we  ought 

To  join  her  inftantly  with  all  our  force. 

At  Temple-Bar  fome  regiments  parade; 

The  Colonels,  Clifford,  Thaves,  and  Furnival, 

Thro*  Holborn  lead  their  powers  to  Drury-Lane> 

Attorneys  all  com])letely  arm'd  in  brafsj 

Thefe,  bailiffs  and  their  followers  will  join  ; 

With  juftices,  and  confiables,  and  watchmen. 

Phys.  In  Warwick-Lane  my  powers  expecb  mc 
now, 
A  hundred  chariots  with  a  chief  in  each, 
Yv^eli-fam'd  for  flaughter,  in  his  hand  he  bears 
A  feather'd  dart,  that  feldom  errs  in  flight. 
Next  march  a  band  of  choice  apothecaries. 
Each  arm'd  with  deadly  pill ;  a  regiment 
Of  furgeons  terrible  maintain  the  rear. 

Ail 
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All  ready  firft  to  kil],  and  then  difled. 

FiREB.    My  Lords,    you    merit  greatly  of   the 
Queen, 
And  Ignorance  fliall  well  repay  your  deeds  j 
For  I  foretel,  that  by  her  influence, 
Men  fliall  be  brought,  (what  fcarce  can  be  bellev'd,) 
To  bribe  you  with  large  fees  to  their  undoing. 
Succefs  attend  your  glorious  enterprizci 
I'll  go  and  beg  it  carneft  of  the  Sun: 
I,  by  my  office,  am  from  fight  debarr'd. 
But  I'll  be  with  you  ere  the  booty's  fhar'd. 

[Exeunt  Firebrand,  Law,  and  Phyfick. 

Fust.  Now,  Mr.  Sneerwell,  we  fiiall  begin  my 
third  and  laft  acl;  and  I  believe  I  may  defy  all  the 
poets  who  have  ever  writ,  or  ever  will  write,  to  pro- 
duce its  equal :  it  is.  Sir,  fo  cram'd  with  drums  and 
trumpets,  thunder  and  lightning,  battles  and  ghofts, 
that  I  believe  the  audience  will  want  no  entertain- 
ment after  it;  it  is  as  full  of  flievv  as  Merlin's  cave 

itfelf,  and  for  v;it no  rope-dancing  or  tumbling 

can  come  near  it.     Come,  begin. 

[A  ridiculous  March  is  play'd. 

Enter  ^een  IGNORANCE,  attended  zvith  Singers, 
Fiddlers,  Rope-dancers,  Tumblers,  &c. 

Q.  Ign.  Here  fix  our  flandard  -,  what  is  this  place 

call'd  ? 
iHAtten.  Great  Madani;,  Covent-Garden  is  its 

name. 
Q^Ign.  Ha  1   then  methinks  we  have  ventured 
too  far. 
Too  near  thofe  theatres,  where  Common-3enre 
Maintains  her  garrifons  of  mighty  force; 
Who,  fhould  they  fally  on  us  ere  we're  join'd 
By  Law  and  Phyfick,  miay  ofl?end  us  much. 

[Brum  beats  within. 
But  ha  !  what  means  this  drum  f 

111  Atten.  It  beats  a  parly,  not  a  point  of  war. 

U  3  Enter 
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Enter  HARLEQJLJIN. 

Harl.  To  yoiij  great  Queen  of  Ignorance,  I  come 
Embafiador  from  the  two  theatres; 
"Who  both  congratulate  you  on  your  arrival; 
And  to  convince  you  with  what  hear!:y  meaning 
They  fue  for  your  alliancCj  they  have  fent 
Their  choiceft  treafure  here  as  holtages, 
To  be  detain'd  till  you  are  well  convinc'd. 
They're  not  lefs  foes  to  Common-Senle  than  you. 
Q^Ign.  Where  are  the  hoflages  ? 
Harl.  Madam,  I  have  brought 
A  catalogue,  and  all  therein  fhall  be 
Deliver'd  to  your  order;  but  conf.der. 
Oh  mighty  Queen  !  they  offer  you  their  all ; 
And  gladly,  for  the  leaft  of  thefe  would  give 
Their  poets  and  their  actors  in  exchange. 
Q^Ign.  Read  the  catalogue. 
Harl.  [^Reads^l  A  tall  man,  and  a  tall  woman,, 
hired  at  a  vail  price. 

A  flrong  man  exceeding  dear. 
Two  dogs  that  walk  on  their  hind  legs  only,  and 
perfonate    human    creatures   (o    well,     they 
might  be  miftaken  for  them. 
A  human  creature  that  perfonates  a  dog  (o  welij 
that  he  might  almoft  be  taken  for  one. 
■  Two  human  cats. 
A  moR-  curious  fet  of  puppies. 
A  pair  of  pigeons. 

A  itz  of  rope-dancers  .'\nd  tumblers  from  Sad- 
ler's Wells. 
Q^Ign.  Enough,  enough  j  and  is  it  pofTible 
That  they  can  hold  alliance  with  my  friends 
Of  Sadler's  Wells  ?  then  are  they  foes  indeed 
To  Common-Senfe,  and  I'm  indebted  to  'em. 
Take  back  tlieir  hoftages,  for  they  may  need  'em  ; 
And  take  this  play,  and  bid  'em  forthwith  adt  it; 
There  is  not  in  it  either  head  or  tail. 

Harl, 
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Harl.  Madamj  they  will  mod  gratefally  receive 
it. 
The  charafler  you  give  would  recommend  it, 
Thb'  it  had  come  from  a  lefs  powerful  hand. 

Q.  Ign.  The  Modifh  Couple  is  its  name  j  myfclf 
Stood  gofTip  to  it,  and  I  will  fupport 
This  play  againft:  the  town. 

iftATTEN.  Madam,  the  Queen 
Of  Common-Senfe  advances  with  her  powers. 

Q^Ign.  Draw  up  my  men  j  I'll  meet  her  as  I 
ought; 
This  day  fhall  end  the  long  difpute  between  us. 

Enier  ^een  C  O  M  M  ON  -  S  EN  S  E,  iviih  a 
DRUMMER. 

Fust.  Hey-day  !  where's  Common-Senfe's  army? 

Prompt.  Sir,  I  have  fent  all  over  the  town,  and 
could  not  get  one  foldier  for  her,  except  that  poor 
Drummer,  who  was  lately  turn'd  out  of  an  Iriili  re- 
giment. 

'  Drum.  Upon  my  fhoul  but  I  have  been  a  drum- 
mer thefe  twenty  years,  maimer,  and  have  feen  no 
wars  yet;  and  I  was  willing  to  learn  a  little  of  my 
trade  before  1  died. 

Fust.  Hufh,  firrah,  don't  you  be  witty;  that  is 
not  in  your  part. 

Drum.  I  don't  know  what  is  in  my  part.  Sir;  but 
I  defire  to  have  fomething  in  it;  for  I  have  been 
tired  of  doing  nothing  a  great  while. 

Fust.  Silence. 

Q^C.  S.  Vv^hat  is  the  reafon.  Madam,  that  you 
bring 
Thefe  hoftile  arms  into  my  peaceful  realm  ? 

Q^Ign.  To  eafe  your  fubjects  from  that  dire  op- 
prefTion 
They  groan  beneath,  which  longer  to  fupport 
Unable,   they  invited  my  redrefs. 

Q^C.  S.  And  can  my  fubjetls  then  com.plaln  of 
wrong  ? 

U  4  Baie 
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Bafe  and  ungrateful !  what  is  their  complaint? 

CX  Ign.  They  fay,  you  do  impofe  a  tax  of  thought 
Upon  their  mindss  which  they're  too  weak  to  bear. 
Q^C.  S.  Would'll:  thou  from  thinking  then  ah- 

folve  mankind  ? 
Q^Ign.  I  wou'd,  for  thinking  only  makes  men 
wretched  J 
And  happinefs  is  ftill  the  lot  of  fools. 
Why  fhould  a  wife  man  wilh  to  think,  when  thought 
Still  hurts  his  pride?  in  fpite  of  all  his  art. 
Malicious  fortune,  by  a  lucky  train 
Of  accidents,  fliall  iVill  defeat  his  fchemes, 
And  fet  the  greateft  blunderer  above  him. 

Q^C.  S.    Urged   thou   that   againfh  me,    which 
thyfelf 
Has  been  the  wicked  caufe  of?  Which  thy  power. 
Thy  artifice,  thy  favourites  have  done  ? 
Could  Common-Senfe  bear  univerfal  fvvay, 
No  fool  could  ever  pofTibly  be  great. 

Q^  Ign.    What   is   this  folly,  v/hich  you  try  to 
paint 
In  colours  fo  detedable  and  black? 
Is't  not  the  general  gift  of  fate  to  men  ? 
And  tho'  fome  fev/  may  boaft  fuperior  fenfe. 
Are  they  not  call'd  odd  fellows  by  the  reft  ? 
In  any  fcience,  if  this  fenfe  peep  forth. 
Shew  men  the  truth,  and  ftrive  to  turn  their  fteps 
From  ways  wherein  their  grofs  forefathers  err'd. 
Is  not  the  general  cry  againft  them  ftraight  ? 

Sneir.  This  Ignorance,  Mr.  Fuftian,  feems  to 
know  a  great  deal. 

Fust.  Yes,  Sir,  fhe  knows  what  fhe  has  feen  fo 
often  J  but  you  find  fhe  miflakes  the  caufe,  and 
Common-Senfe  can  never  beat  it  into  her. 

Q^Ign.  Senfe  is  the  parent  ftill  of  fear;  the  fox. 
Wife  beaft,  who  knows  the  treachery  of  men. 
Flies  their  fociety,  and  fculks  in  woods. 
While  the  poor  goofe,  in  happinefs  and  eafe, 
Fcarlefs  grows  (zl  within  its  narrow  coop. 

And 
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And  thinks  the  hand  that  feeds  it  is  its  friend. 
Then  yield  thee,  Common-Senfe,  nor  raflily  dare 
Try  a  vain  combat  with  fuperior  force. 

Q^  C.  S,  Know,  Queen,  1  never  will  give  up  the 
caufe 
Of  all  thefe  followers ;  when  at  the  head 
Of  all  thefe  heroes  1  refign  my  right. 
May  my  curfl  name  be  blotted  from,  the  earth. 

Sneer.  Mechinks  Common-Senfe  tho'  ought  to 
give  it  up,  when  Ihe  has  no  more  to  defend  it. 

Fust.  It  does  indeed  look  a  little  odd  at  prefentj 
but  I'll  get  her  an  army  ftrong  enough  againft  it's 
a6ted.     Come,  go  on. 

Q^Ign.  Then  thus  I  hurl  defiance  at  thy  head, 
Drav^?  all  your  fwords. 

Q^  C.  S.  And,  Gentlemen,  draw  yours. 

Q^Ign.  Fall  on,  have  at  thy  heart.       \_A  Fight, 

Q^  C.  S.  And  have  at  thine. 

Fust.  Oh,  fy  upon't,  fy  upon't,  I  never  faw  a 
worfe  battle  in  all  my  life  upon  any  ftage.  Pray, 
Gentlemen,  come  fome  of  you  over  to  the  other 
fide. 

Sneer.  Thefe  are  Svv'ifs  foldiers,  I  perceive,  Mr. 
Fuftian  ;  they  care  not  which  fide  they  fight  of. 

Fust.  Nqw,  begin  again,  if  you  pleafe,  and 
fight  away  J  pray  fight  as  if  you  were  in  earneft. 
Gentlemen.  [They  fight."]  Oons,  Mr.  Prompter, 
I  fancy  you  hired  thefe  foldiers  out  of  the  train'd- 
bands,  they  are  afraid  to  fight  even  in  jeft.  [They 
fight  againj]  There,  there,  pretty  well  j  I  think,  Mr. 
Sneerwell,  we  have  made  a  iliift  to  make  out  a  good 
fort  of  a  battle  at  laft. 

Sneer.  Indeed  I  cannot  fay  I  ever  faw  a  better. — 

Fust.  You  don't  feem,  Mr.  Sneerwell,  to  reliili 
this  battle  greatly. 

Sneer.  I  cannot  profefs  myfelf  the  greatefl:  ad- 
mirer of  this  part  of  tragedy  j  and  I  own  my  ima- 
ginacion  can  better  conceive  the  idea  of  a  battle 
from  a  Ikilful  relation  of  it,  than  from  fuch  a  repre- 

fcntation  i 
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fentacion  ;  for  my  mind  is  not  able  to  enlarge  the 
Hage  into  a  vaft  plain,  nor  multiply  half  a  fcore  into 
fcveral  thoufands. 

Fust.  Oh!  your  humble  fervant ,  but  if  we  write 
to  pleafe  you,  and  half  a  dozen  others,  who  will 
pay  the  charges  of  the  houfe  ?  Sir,  if  the  audience 
will  be  contented  with  a  battle  or  two,  inftead  of  all 
the  raree-fine  fhov/s  exhibited  to  them  in  what  they 
call  entertainments' 

Sneer.  Pray,  Mr.  Fullian,  how  came  they  to 
give  the  name  of  entertainments  to  their  pantomi- 
mical  farces  ? 

Fust.  Faith,  Sir,  out  of  their  peculiar  modefly  : 
intiinating  that  after  the  audience  have  been  tired 
v.'ith  the  dull  works  of  Shakefpeare,  Jonfon,  Van- 
brugh,  and  others,  they  are  to  be  entcrtain'd  with 
one  of  thefe  Pantomimes,  of  which  the  maflerof  the 
playhoufe,  two  cr  three  painters,  and  half  a  fcore 
dancing-mafters  are  the  compilers  :  What  thefe  en- 
tertainments are,  I  need  not  inform  you  who  have 
feen  'em ;  but  I  have  often  wondered  how  it  was 
polTible  for  any  creature  of  human  underftanding, 
after  having  been  diverted  for  three  hours  with  the 
produflions  of  a  great  genius,  ro  fit  for  three  more, 
and  fee  a  let  of  people  running  about  the  ftage  after 
one  another,  without  fpeaking  onefyllable,  and  play-i 
ingfeveral  juggling  tricks, which  aredone  at  Fawks's 
atter  a  much  better  manner;  and  for  this.  Sir,  the 
town  does  not  only  pay  additional  prices,  but  lofe 
fcveral  fine  parti  of  their  beft  authors,  which  arc 
cut  out  to  make  room  for  the  faid  farces. 

Sneer.  'Tis  very  true,  and  1  have  heard  a  hun- 
dred fay  the  fam.e  thing,  who  never  fail'd  being  pre- 
fcnt  at  them. 

Fust.  And  while  that  happens,  they  will  force 
any  entertainm.ent  upon  the  town  they  pleafe,  in 
ipite  of  its  teeth.  \_Ghoj2  of  Common-Senfe  rifes.'\ 
Oons,  and  the  devil.  Madam  1  What's  the  mean- 
ing of  this  :  You  have  left  cut  a  fccne  i  was  ever 

fucl\ 
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fuch  an  abfurdity,  as  for  your  ghoft  to  appear  be- 
fore you  are  kill'd. 

Ghost.  I  afk  pardon,  Sir,  in  the  hurry  of  the 
battle  I  forgot  to  come  and  kill  myfelf. 

Fust.  Well,  let  me  wipe  the  flour  oft  your  face 
then  J  and  now,  if  you  pleafe,  rehearfe  the  fcene ; 
take  care  you  don't  make  this  millake  any  more  tho'j 
for  it  would  inevitably  damn  the  play,  if  you  fliould. 
Go  to  the  corner  <pf  the  fcene,  and  come  in  as  if  vou 
had  loft  the  battle. 

Q^C.  S.  Behold  the  ghoft  of  Common-Senfe  ap- 
pears. 

Fust.  'Sdeath,  Madam,  I  tell  you,  you  are  no 
ghoft,  you  are  not  kill'd. 

Q^  C.  S.  Deferted  and  forlorn,  where  ftiall  I  fly  ? 
The  battle's  loft,  and  fo  are  all  my  friends. 

Enter  a  POET. 

Poet,  Madam,  not  fo,  ftill  have  vou  one  friend 
left. 

Q^C.  S.  Why,  what  art  thou  ? 

Poet.  Madam,  I  am  a  poet. 

Q^C.  S.  Whoe'er  thou  art,  if  thou'rt  a  friend  to 
mifery. 
Know  Common-Senfe  difclaims  thee. 

Poet.  I  have  been  damn'd 
Becaufe  I  was  your  foe,  and  yet  I  ftill 
Courted  your  friendfhip  with  my  urmoft  art. 

Q^C.  S.  Fool,    thou   art  damn'd   becaufe   thou 
didft  pretend 
Thyfelf  my  friend  ;  for  hadft  thou  boldly  dar'd. 
Like  Hurlothrumbo,  to  deny  me  quite  i 
Or  like  an  opera  or  pantomime, 
Profefs'd  the  caufe  of  Ignorance  in  publick. 
Thou  might'ft  have  met  with  thy  defir'd  fuccefs ; 
J5ut  men  can't  bear  even  a  pretence  to  me. 

Poet.  Then  take  a  ticket  for  my  benefit-night. 

Q^C.  S, 
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Q^C.  S.  I  will  do  more,  for  Common-Senfe  will 
ftay 
Quite  from  your  houfe,  fo  may  you  not  be  damn'd. 
Po£T.  Ha!  Say'Il  thou?  By  my  foul   a  better 
play 
Ne'er  came  upon  a  (lage  ;  but  fince  you  dare 
Contemn  me  thus,  I'll  dedicate  my  play 
To  Ignorance,  and  call  her  Common-Senfe  : 
Yes,  I  will  drefs  her  in  your  pomp,  and  fwear 
That  Ignorance  knows  more  than  all  the  world. 

[Exit  9 

Enter  FIREBRAND. 

FiREB.  Thanks  to  the  Sun  for  this  defir'd  en- 
counter. 
(X  C.  S.  Oh  !  Pried,  all's  loft  -,  our  forces  are 
o'erthrown. 
Some  gafping  lie,  but  moft  are  run  away. 

FiREB.  I  knew  it  all  before,  and  told  you  too 
The  Sun  has  long  been  out  of  humour  with  you. 
Q^C.  S.  Doft  thou  then  lay  upon  the  Sun   the 
faults 
Of  all  thofe  cowards,  who  forfook  my  caufe  ? 

FiREB.  Thofe   cowards    all   were   mofl:   religious 
men, 
And  I  befeech  thee.  Sun,  to  fhine  upon  them. 
CK  C.  S.  Oh  impudence,  and  dar'll:  thou  to  my 

face  ? 

FiREB.  Yes  I  dare  more the   Sun  prefents 

you  this,  \_Stat?s  her^ 

Which  I  his  faithful  meffenger  deliver. 

Q^  C.  S.  Oh  !  Traitor,  thou  haft  murder'd  Com- 
mon-Senfe, 
Farewel  vain  world  !  to  Ignorance  I  give  thee. 
Her  leaden  fceptre  i"hall  henceforward  rule. 
Now,  Prieft,  indulge' thy  wikl  ambitious  thoughts. 
Men  ihall  embrace  thy  fchemes,  'till  thou  haft  drawn 
All  worfhip  from  the  Sun  upon  thyfelf : 
Henceforth  all  things  fhall  topfy-turvy  turn  ; 

Phyfick 
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Phyfick  fhall  kill,  and  Law  enflave  the  world  : 
Cits  fliall  turn  beaus,  and  tafte  Italian  fongs. 
While  courtiers  are  ftockjobbing  in  the  city. 
Plabes^  requiring  learning  and'great  partSj 
Henceforth  fhall  all  be  huiled  in  a  hat. 
And  drawn  by  men  deficient  in  them  both. 

Statefmcn but  oh  !  cold  death  will  let  me  fay 

No  more and  you  mud  guefs  &  cetera.    [_Dies. 

FiREB.  She's  gone,  but  ha!  It  may  befeem  m^e  ill 
T' appear  her  murderer  j  I'll  therefore  lay 
This  dagger  by  her  fide,  and  that  will  be     * 
Sufficient  evidence,  with  a  little  money, 
To  make  the  coroner's  inquell  find  felf-m.urder. 
I'll  preach  her  funeral  ferm.on,  and  deplore 
Her  lofs  with  tears,  praife  her  will  all  my  art ; 
Good  Ignorance  will  Hill  believe  it  all.  [Exit, 

Enter  ^een  IGNORANCE,  ^c. 

Q^Ign.  Beat  a  retreat,  the  day  is  now  our  ov/n. 
The  powers  of  Common-Senfe  arc  ail  deftroy'd  ; 
Thofe  that  remain  are  fled  away  with  her. 
I  willi,  Mr.  Fuftian,  this  fpeech  be  common-fenfe. 

Sneer.  How  the  devil  fhould  it,  when  fhe's  dead  ? 

Fust.  One  would  think  fo,  when  a  cavil  is  made 
againft  the  beft  thing  in  the  whole  play  ;  and  I  would 
willingly  part  with  any  thing  elfe  but  thofe  two  lines, 

Harl.  Behold  \  where  welt'ring  in  her  blood  (he 

lies. 

I  wifh,  Sir,  you  would  cut  out  that  line,  or  alter  it 
if  you  pleafe. 

Fust.  That's  another  line- that  I  u'on't  part  with  ; 
I  would  confent  to  cut  out  any  thing,  but  the  chief 
beauties  of  my  play. 

Harl.  Behold  the  bloody  dagger  by  her  fide. 
With  which  fhe  did  the  deed. 

Q^Icy.  'Twas  nobly  done! 
I  envy  her  her  exit,  and  will  pay 

All  honours  to  her  duft bear  hence  her  body. 

And  let  her  lie  in  ftate  in  Goodman's  fields. 

7  Enter 
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Enter  MESSENGER. 

Mess.  Madam,  I  come  an  envoy  from  Crane- 
Courtj 
The  great  fociety  that  there  affemble 
Congratulate  your  vidlory,  and  requefl 
That  firm  alliance  henceforth  may  fubfift 
Between  your  Majefty's  ibciety 
Of  Grubftreet  and  themfelves :  They  rather  beg 
That  they  may  be  united  both  in  onej 
They  alfo  hope  your  Majefty's  acceptance 
Of  certain  curiofities,  which  in 
That  hamper  are  contnin'dj  wherein  you'll  find 
A  horfe's  tail,  which  has  a  hundred  hairs 
More  than  are  ufual  in  it ;  and  a  tooth 
Of  elephant,  full  half  an  inch  too  long; 
"With  turnpike  ticket  like  an  ancient  coin. 

Q.  Ign.  We   gratefully   accept  their  bounteous 
gifts ; 
And  order  they  be  kept  with  proper  care. 
Till  we  do  build  a  place  moft  fit  to  hold 
Thefe  precious  toys  :  Tell  your  fociety 
We  ever  did  efteem  them  of  great  worth. 
And  our  firm  friends  :  And  tell  'em  'tis  our  plea- 

fure 
They  do  prepare  to  dance  a  jig  before  us. 

\Exit  MejJ'cnger^ 
My  Lords  of  Law  and  Phyfick,  you  fliall  find 
1  will  not  be  ungrateful  for  your  fervice : 
To  you,  good  Harlequin,  and  your  allies. 
And  you,  Squeekaronelly,  I  will  be 

A  moft  propitious  queen But  ha  ! 

\_Mufick  under  the  jlagi, 
AVhat  hideous  mufick,  or  what  yell  is  this  ? 
Sure  'tis  the  ghoft  of  fome  poor  opera  tune. 

Sneer.  The  ghoft  of  a  tune,  Mr.  Fuftian  ? 

Fust.  Ay,  Sn*,  did  you  never  hear  one  before  ? 
I  Had  once  a  mind  to  have  brought  the  apparition  of 
mulick  in  perfon  upon  the  ftage,  in  the  fhape  of  an 

Englifti 
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Englifh  opera.  Come,  Mr.  Ghoft  of  the  Tune,  if 
you  pleafe  to  appear  in  the  found  of  foft  mufick, 
and  let  the  Ghoft  of  Common-Senfe  rife  to  it. 

[Ghojl  c/Connnnon-Senfe  rifes  to  joft  Mufick, 

Ghost.  Behold  the  Ghoft  of  Common-Senfe  ap- 
pears. 
Caitiffs  avaunt,  or  I  will  fweep  3/ou  off. 
And  clean  the  land  from  fuch  infernal  vermin. 

Q^  Ign.  a  ghoft  I  a  ghoft  :  a  ghoft  !  hafte,  fcam«. 
per  off" 
My  friends;  we've  kill'd  the  body,  and  I  know 
The  ghoft  will  have  no  mercy  upon  us. 

Omn.  a  ghoft  1  a  ghoft  !  a  ghoft  1  {Run  off. 

Ghost.  The  coaft  is  clear,    and  to  her  native 
realms 
Pale  Ignorance  with  all  her  hoft  is  fledj 
Whence  flie  will  never  dare  invade  us  more : 
Here,  tho'  a  ghoft,  I  will  my  power  maintain. 
And  all  the  friends  of  Ignorance  fhall  find. 
My  ghoft,  at  leaft,  they  cannot  banifh  hence. 
And  all  henceforth,  who  murder  Common-Senfe, 
Learn  from  thefe  icenes,  that  tho'  fuccefs  you  boaft. 
You  fnall  at  laft  be  haunted  with  her  ghoft. 

Sneer.  I  am  glad  you  make  Com.mon-Senfe  get 
the  better  at  laft  ;  I  was  under  terrible  apprehenfions 
for  your  moral. 

Fust.  Faith,  Sir,  this  is  almoft  the  only  play 
where  fhe  has  got  the  better  lately.  But  now  for  my 
epilogue  :  if  you  pleafe  to  begin.  Madam. 


} 


EPILOGUE. 


GHOST. 

cr'HE  Play  once  done,  the  Epilogue,  hy  rule^ 
-*     Should  come  and  turn  it  all  to  ridicule  ; 
Should  tell  the  ladies  that  the  tragic-bards , 
Who  prate  of  virtue  and  her  vajl  rewards. 
Are  all  in  jejl,  and  only  fools  Jhou' d  heed  'era  ; 
For  all  "jvife  Women  flock  to  Mother  Needham, 
^his  is  the  'method  Epilogues  purfue. 
But  we  to-night  in  every  thing  are  new. 
Our  author  then  injejl  thro' cut  the  play ^ 
Now  begs  a  ferious  u  ord  or  two  to  fay, 
BanifJj  all  childiflo  entertainmtnt  hence  \ 
Let  all  that  boafl  your  favour  have  pretence^ 
If  not  to  fparkling  wit,  at  leaft  to  fenfe. 
With  foft  Italian  notes  indulge  your  ear. 
But  let  thofe  fingers,  who  are  bought  fo  dear^ 
Learn  to  be  civil  for  their  cheer  at  leafi  -, 
Nor  ufe  like  beggars  thofe  who  give  the  feafl. 
And  tho'  while  Muftck  for  h  erf  elf  may  carve y 
Poor  Poetry,  her  fifier-art,  muflftarve-. 
Starve  her,  at  leafi  with  flnw  of  approbatio  ^, 
Nor  flight  her,  while  you  fear  ch  the  whole  creation, 
For  all  the  tumbling-fcum  of  every  nation. 

Can  the  whole  World  in  fcience  match  our  foil? 
Have  they  a  Locke,  a  Newton,  or  a  Boyle  ? 
Or  dare  the  great efl  genius  of  their  Jlage, 
With  Shakespeare,  or  immortal  Ben  engaged- 
Content  with  nature's  bounty,  do  not  crave 
The  little  which  to  other  lands  fhe  gave  \ 
Nor,  like  the  cock,  a  barleycorn  prefer 
To  all  thejezvels  which  you  ewe  to  her. 
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R      E      F      A      C       E 


TO    THE 


D  E  D  i  C  A  T  I  O  N, 


As  no  man  hath  a  more  ftern  and  inflexible 
hatred  to  flattery  than  mylclf,  it  hath  been 
ufuiil  with  me  to  fend  moO:  of  my  performances  into 
the  world  without  the  ornament  of  thofe  epiftolary 
prefaces,  commonly  called  Dedications;  a  cuftom 
however  highly  cenfured  by  my  bookfeller,  who  af- 
firms it  a  mod  unchriftian  pra6tice  :  a  patron  is, 
fays  he,  a  kind  of  godfather  to  a  book,  and  a  good 
author  ought  as  carefully  to  provide  a  patron  to  his 
works,  as  a  good  parent  (liould  a  godfather  to  his 
children  :  he  carries  this  very  far,  and  draws  feveral 
refemblances  between  thofe  two  offices  (for  having, 
in  the  courfe  of  his  trade  with  dramatick  writers, 
purchafed,  at  a  moderate  computation,  the  fee- 
iimple  of  one  hundred  thouiand  fimilies,  he  is  per- 
haps the  moll  expert  in  their  application,  and  moft 
capable  of  fhewing  likenefles,  in  things  utterly  un- 
like, of  any  man  living).  What,  fays  he,  does  more 
fervice  to  a  book,  or  raifes  curiofity  in  the  reader, 
equal  with — Dedicated  to  his  Grace  the  Duke  of — , 
or  the  Right  Honourable  the  Earl  of — ,  in  an  adver- 
tifement  ?  I  think  the  patron  here  r^ay  pre  erly  be 
faid  io  give  a  name  to  the  book — and  if  he  gives  a 
prefentaifoj  what  doth  he  leis  than  a  godfather  ? 
X  2  which 
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which  prefent,  if  the  author  applies  to  his  own  ufe^ 
what  doth  he  other  than  the  parent  ?  He  proceeds 
to  Ihevv  how  a  bookfeller  is  a  kind  of  dry-nurfe  to 
our  works,  with  other  inftances  which  I  fliall  omitj 
having  already  faid  enough  to  prove  the  exaft  ana- 
logy between  children  and  books,  and  of  the  me- 
thod of  proviaing  for  each  j  which  I  think  affords 
a  fufF.cient  precedent  for  throwing  the  following 
piece  on  the  Publick,  it  having  been  i  lual  for  feveral 
very  prudent  parents  to  avH;  by  their  children  in  the 
fame  manaero 


DEDICATION 

TO    THE 

P     U      B      L     I      C      K. 


I  HOPE  you  will  pardon  the  prefumption  of 
this  Dedication,  fince  I  really  did  not  know  in 
v/hat  manner  to  apply  for  your  leave ;  and  fince  I 
expeft  no  prefent  in  return  :  (the  reafon  I  conceive, 
which  firft  introduc'd  the  ceremony  of  afking  leave 
among  Dedicators :)  for  farely  it  is  fomewhat  ab- 
lurd  to  afk  a  man  leave  to  flatter  him  j  and  he  mud 
be  a  very  impudent  or  fimple  fellow,  or  both,  who 
will  give  it.  Afking  leave  to  dedicate,  therefore, 
is  afking,  whether  you  will  pay  for  your  Dedication  ? 
And  in  that  ienfe  I  believe  it  underflood  by  both 
authors  and  patrons. 

But  farther,  the  very  candid  reception  which  you 
have  given  thefe  pieces,  pleads  my  excufe.  The 
leafl  civility  to  an  author  or  his  works,  hath  been 
held,  time  immemorial,  a  juft  title  to  a  Dedication, 
which  is  perhaps  no  more  than  an  honefl  retui-n  of 
flattery;  and  in  this  light  I  am  certain  no  one  ever 
had  fo  great  (I  may  call  it)  an  obligation  as  myfelf, 
ibeing  that  you  have  honoured  this  my  performance 
with  your  prefence  every  night  of  its  exhibition, 
where  you  have  never  failed  fhewing  the  greatefb  de- 
light and  approbation  ;  nor  am  I  lefs  oblig'd  to  you 
for  thofe  elogiums  which  you  have  been  heard  in  all 
places  to— but  hold,  I  am  afraid  this  is  an  inge- 
nious way  which  authors  have  difcovered  to  convey 
inward  flattery  to  themfelves,  while  outwardly  they 
addrefs  it  to  their  patron :  wherefore  I  fhall  be 
X  3  filent 
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filent  on  this  head,  having  more  reafons  to  give  why 
I  chofe  you  to  patronize  thefe  pieces :  and, 

First,  The  defign  with  which  they  are  writ;  for 
tho'  all  dramatick  entertainments  are  properly  calcu- 
lated for  the  Publick,  yet  thefe,  I  may  affirm,  more 
particularly  belong  to  you  :  as  your  diverfion  is  not 
merely  intended  by  them,  their  defign  being  to  con- 
vey fome  hints,  which  may,  if  you  pleafe,  be  of  in- 
finite fcrvice  in  the  prefent  ftate  of  that  theatrical 
world  whereof  they  treat,  and  which  is,  I  think,  ac 
prefent  fo  far  froni  flourifhing  as  one  could  wilh, 
that  I  have  with  concern  obferved  fome  fleps  lately 
taken,  and  others  too  jufdy  apprehended,  that  may 
much  endanger  theccnftitutionof  the  Britifh  theatre: 

for  tho'  Mr. be  a  very  worthy  man,  and  my 

very  good  friend,  I  cannot  help  thinking  his  man- 
ner of  proceeding  fomewhat  too  arbitrary,  and  his 
method  of  buying  actors  at  exorbitant  prices  to  be 
of  very  ill  confcqucnce  :  for  the  town  muft  reimburfe 
him  thefe  expences,on  which  account  thole  advanced 
prices  fo  much  complained  of,  muft  be  always  conti- 
nued ;  which  though  the  people  in  their  prefent  flou- 
rilhing  ftate  of  trade  and  riches  may  very  well  pay, 
yet  in  worfe  times  (if  fuch  can  be  fuppofed)  I  am 
afraid  they  may  fall  too  heavy,  the  confequence  of 
which  I  need  not  mention.  Moreover,  fhould  any 
creat  genius  produce  a  piece  of  moft  exquifite  con- 
trivance, and  which  would  be  highly  relilhed  by 
the  Publick,  though  perhaps  not  agreeable  to  hisowii 
tafte  or  private  intereft  ;  if  he  fl:iould  buy  off  tlie  chief 
av5tors,  fuch  play,  however  excellent,  muft  be  un- 
avoidably funk,  and  the  Publick  lofe  all  the  benefit 
thereof.  Not  to  trouble  the  reader  with  more  in- 
conveniencies  arifing  from  this  Argumentum  /Irgcnta- 

riumj  many  of  which  are  obvious  enough 1  fliall 

only  obferve,  that  corruption  has  the  fame  influence 
on  all  focieties,  all  bodies,  which  it  hath  on  corpo- 
real bodies,  where  we  fee  it  always  produce  an  en- 
rire  deft.ru(5lion  and  total  change  ;  for  which  reafon, 

whoever 
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whoever  attempteth  to  introduce  corruption  into 
any  community,  doth  much  the  lame  thing,  and 
ought  to  be  treated  in  much  the  fame  manner,  with 
him  who  poifoneth  a  fountain,  in  order  todifperfe  a 
contagion,  which  he  is  fure  every  one  will  drink  of. 
The  laftexcufe  I  fhall  make  for  thisprefumption, 
is  the  neceffity  I  have  of  fo  potent  a  patron  to  de- 
fend me  from  the  iniquitous  furmifes  of  a  certain 
anonymous  dialogous  author,  who  in  the  Gazet- 
teer of  the  17th  inftant  has  reprefented  The  Hifto- 
rical   Regifter  as  aiming,  in   conjunflion  with  The 

Miller  of  JS4ansheld,  the  overthrow  of  the  M y. 

If  this  fuggeftion  had  been  inferted  in  The  Crafcf- 
man  or  Common-Senfe,  or  any  of  thofe  papers  which 
no  body  reads,  it  might  have  pad  unanfwered  ;  bun 
as  it  appears  in  a  paper  of  fo  general  a  reception  as 
The  Gazetteer,  which  lies  in  the  window  of  almoft 
every  pofl-houfe  in  England,  it  behoves  me,  I 
think,  in  the  moil  ferious  manner,  to  vindicate  my- 
felf  from  afperfions  of  fo  evil  a  tendency  to  my  fu- 
ture profpecls.  And  here  1  muft  obferve,  that  had 
not  mankind  been  either  very  blind  or  very  difho- 
neft,  I  need  not  have  publickly  informed  them,  that 
The  Regifter  is  a  mjnifterial  pamphlet,  calculaued  co 
infufe  into  the  minds  of  the  people  a  great  opinion 
t)f  their  miniftry,  and  thereby  procure  an  employ- 
ment for  the  author,  who  has  been  often  promifed 
one,  whenever  he  would  wriic  on  that  fide.  And, 
firft. 

Can  any  thing  be  plainer  than  the  firO:  flanza  of 
the  ode  ? 

This  is  a  *  day,  in  days  of  yore. 
Our  fathers  never  faw  before  j 
This  is  a  day  'tis  one  to  ten, 
Our  fons  will  never  fee  again. 

*  Fcr  day  in  the  firll  and  third  line,  you  may  resd  man,  if  yoa 
pleafe, 

X  4  Plainly 
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Plainly  intimating  that  iuch  times  as  thefe  never 
were  Teen  before,  nor  will  ever  be  feen  again  j  for 
whicS  the  prefen:  aj^e  are  certainly  obliged  ro  their 
ministry. 

What  can  be  meant  by  the  fcene  of  politicians, 
but  to  ridicule  the  abfurd  and  inadequate  notions, 
perfons  am  ng  us,  who  have  not  the  honour  ta 
know  theTn,  hive  of  the  miniftry  and  their  meafures  ; 
nay,  I  have  i>ut  fome  fentiments  into  the  mouths  of 
theJe  characicrs,  which  I  was  a  little  apprehenfive 
were  too  low  even  for  a  converfation  at  an   alehoule 

>-<- 1  hope  Tiie  Gazetieer  will  not  find  any  re- 

femblance  here,  as  I  hope  he  will  not  make  fucli 

a  compliment  to  any  m y,  as  to  fuppofe  that 

fuch  perfons  have  been  ever  capable  of  the  affurance 
of  aiming  at  being  at  the  head  of  a  great  people,  or 
to  any  nation,  as  to  fufped  them  contentedly  living 
under  fuch  an  adminiftration. 

The  eagernefs  which  thefe  gentlemen  exprefs  at 
applying  all  manner  of  evil  chara-l^ers  to  their  pa- 
trons, brings  vo  my  mind  a  (lory  I  have  fomewhere 
read  ;  as  two  gentlemen  were  walking  the  flreet 
together,  the  one  faid  to  the  other,  upon  fpying  the 

figure  of  an   afs   hung  out Bob,    Bob,  look 

yonder,  fome  impudent  rafcal  has  hung  out  your 
piflureon  a  fignpoft  r.^The  grave  conipanion,  who 
had  the  misfortune  to  be  extremely  Ihorr-fighted, 
fell  inco  a  violent  rage,  and  calling  for  the  mailer 
of  the  hcufe,  threatened  to  profccute  him  for  expo- 
fng  his  features  in  that  publick  manner  :  The  poor 
landlord,  as  you  may  well  conceive,  v/as  extremely 
adonifhed,  and  denied  the  fa6l ;  upon  which  the  witty 
fpark,  who  had  julc  m.eniioned  the  refemblance,  ap- 
peals to  the  mob  now  aflembled  together,  who  foon 
fmoked  the  jefl,  and  agreed  with  him  that  the  fign 
was  the  exad:  pidure  of  the  gentleman  :  At  laft  a 
good-natur'd  man,  taking  compalfion  of  the  poor 
figure,  whom  he  faw  the  jcft  of  the  multitude,  whif- 
pcred  in  his  car  j  Sir,  I  fee  your  eyes  are  bad,  and 

that 
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that  your  friend  is  a  rafcal  and  impofes  en  you  ;  the 
fign  hung  out  is  the  fign  of  an  afs,  nor  will  your 
pidlure  be  here  unlefs  you  draw  ic  yourfelf. 

But  1  a(k  pardon  for  troubling  the  reader  v/ith 
an  impertinent  Itory,  which  can  be  applied  only  ia 
the  above-mentioned  inflance  to  myprefent  fiibjeCl. 

I  PROCEED  in  my  defence  to  the  fcene  of  the  pa- 
triots;  a  fcene  which  I  thought  would  hrve  made 
my  fortune,  feeing  that  the  favourite  fcheme  of 
turning  patriotifm  into  a  jed  is  fo  indufirioufly  pur-  / 
fued,  and  I  will  challenge  all  the  miniO.erial  advo- 
cates, to  (hew  me,  in  the  whole  bundle  of  their 
writings,  one  paflage  where  falfe  patriotifm  (for  ly' 
i^jppofe  they  have  not  the  impudence  to  mean  any 
other)  is  fet  in  a  more  contemptible  and  odious  light 
than  in  the  aforeiaid  fcene.  I  hope  too  it  will  be  re- 
marked, that  the  politicians  are  reprefented  as  a  fet  of 
blundering  blockheads,  ratherdeferving  pitv  than  ab- 
horrence, whereas  the  others  are  reprelentcd  as  a  [ct 
of  cunning  feif-interefied  fellows,  who  for  a  little 
paltry  bribe  would  give  up  c'le  liberties  and  pror 
perties  of  their  country.  Here  is  the  danger,  here 
is  the  rock  on  v/hich  our  confiitution  mud,  if  ever 
it  does,  fplit.  The  liberties  of  a  people  have  been 
fubducd  by  the  conqutfl:  of  valour  and  force,  and 
hav:  been  be  rayed  by  the  fubtle  and  dexterous  arts 
of  refined  policy,  but  thefe  are  rare  indances  j  for 
geniofes  of  this  kind  are  not  the  growth  of  every  age, 
whereas,  if  a  general  corruption  be  once  introduced, 
and  thofe,  who  fhould  be  the  guardians  and  bul- 
warks of  our  liberty,  once  find,  or  think  they  find, 
an  incerell  in  giving  it  up,  no  great  capacity  v/iil  be 
required  todeftroyit:  On  the  contrary,  the  meanelt, 
loweft,  dirtied  fellow,  if  fuch  a  one  fhould  have 
ever  the  alfurance  in  future  ages  to  mimick  power, 
and  brovv'beat  his  betters,  will  be  as  able,  as  Ma- 
chiavel  himfelf  could  have  been,  to  root  cut  the  li- 
berties of  the  .braved  people. 

B-JT 
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But  I  am  aware  I  fhali  be  afked,  who  is  this  Qiii- 
dam,  that  turns  the  patriots  into  riuicule,  and  bribes 
them  out  of  their  honelty  ?  V/ho  but  the  devil  could 
aft  fuch  a  part?  Is  not  this  the  light  wherein  he  is 
every  where  defcribed  in  Icripture,  and  the  writings 
of  our  beft  divines  ?  Gold  hath  been  always  his  fa- 
vourite bait,  wherewith  he  fifheth  for  finncrsj  and 
his  laughing  at  the  poor  wretches  he  feducech,  is  as 
.diabolical  an  attribute  as  any.  Indeed  it  is  lo  plain 
who  is  meant  by  this  Quidam,  that  he  who  maketh 
any  wrong  application  thereof  might  as  well  miftake 
the  name  of  Thomas  for  John,  or  old  Nick  for  old 
Bob. 

I  THINK  I  have  faid  enough  to  affure  every  im- 
partial perfon  of  my  innocence,  againft  all  malicious 
infmuations;  and  farther  to  convince  them  that  I 
am  a  minifterial  writer  (an  honour  I  am  highly 
ambitious  of  attaining),  1  fhall  proceed  now  to  ob- 
viate an  opinion  entertain'd  by  too  many,  that  a  cer- 
tain perfon  is  fometimes  the  author,  often  the  cor- 
reftor  of  the  prefs,  and  always  the  patron  of  the 
Gazetteer.  To  fhew  the  folly  of  this  fuppofition 
I  fhall  only  infili,  that  all  perfons,  tho'  they  ihould 
not  afford  him  any  extraordinary  genius,  nor  any 
(the  leaft)  tade  in  polite  literature,  will  grant  me  this 
Datum,  that  the  faid  certain  perfon  is  a  man  of  an 
ordinary  capacity,  and  has  a  moderate  fliare  of  com- 
mon-fenfe :  which,  if  allowed,  I  think  it  will  follow, 
that  it  is  impollible  he  Ihould  either  write  or  coun- 
tenance a  paper  written,  no:  only  without  the  lead 
glimmering  of  genius,  the  leaft  pretenfion  to  tafte, 
but  in  dircvSl  oppofition  to  all  common-fenfe  what- 
ever. If  any  one  fhould  afk  me,  How  then  is  it  car- 
ried on  ?  I  (hall  only  anfwer  with  my  politicians,  I 
cannot  tell,  unlels  by  the  affif{"ance  of  the  old  gentle- 
man juft  before  mentioned,  who  would,  I  think, 
alone  proi-edl  or  patronize,  as  I  think,  indeed,  he 
is  the  only  perfon  who  could  invent  Ibme  or  the 

fchemes 
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fchemes  avowed  in  that  paper  j  which,  if  it  does  not 
irnmediately  difap"pcar,  I  do  intend  fnortly  to  attempt 
conjuring  it  down,   intending  to  publifh  a  paper  in 

defence  of  the  m y  againft  the  wicked,  malicious, 

and  fly  infinuations  conveyed  in  the  faid  paper. 

You  will  excufe  a  digreflion  fo  neceflary  to  take 
off  furmifes,  which  may  prove  fo  prejudicial  to  my 
fortune;  which  however,  if  I  fiiould  not  be  able  to 
accomplirh,  I  hope  you  will  make  me  fome  amends 
for  what  I  fuffcr  by  endeavouring  your  entertain- 
ment. The  very  great  indulgence  you  have  fhewn 
my  performances  at  the  little  theatre  thefe  two  laft 
years,  have  encouraged  me  to  the  propofal  of  a  fub- 
fcription  for  carrying  on  that  theatre,  for  beautify- 
ing and  enlarging  it,  and  procuring  a  better  com- 
pany of  a6lors.  If  you  think  proper  to  fubfcribe  to 
thefe  propofals,  I  alTure  you  no  labour  fhall  be  fpared 
on  my  fide,  to  entertain  you  in  a  cheaper  and  better 
manner  than  feems  to  be  the  intention  of  any  other. 
If  nature  hath  given  me  any  talents  at  ridiculing 
vice  andirapollure,  I  fhall  not  be  indoient>nor  afraid 
of  exerting  them,  while  the  liberty  of  the  prefs  and 
ilage  fubfifts,  that  is  to  fay,  while  we  have  any  li- 
berty left  among  us.     I  am,  to  the  Publick, 

a  mojl  finccrs  Friend, 

and  moji  devoted  Servant, 
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A  C  T     I.        S  C  E  N  E     I. 

SCENE,    the  Playboufe, 
Enter  fever al  Players. 

ift  Player. 

MR.  Emphafis,  good-morrow,  you  are  early  at 
the  rchearfal  tuis  mpTiing. 
Emph.    Why,  Tditn,   Jack,  our  beef  and 
beer  fat  buc  il!  on  my  ftomach,  lb  I  got  up  to  try  if 
I  could  not  Walk  it  off, 

ifl:  Play.  I  wilin  1  hj.cl  any  thing  in  my  ftomach 
to  walk  off  i  if  marfii  do  not  go  better  wiih  us 
Ihortly,  my  teerh  will  forget  their  office. 

2d  Play.  Thefe  are  poor  times,  indeed,  not  like 
the  days  of  Pafquin. 

Ill  Play.  CJh  !  name  'cm  not!  thofe  were  glo- 
rious days  indeed,  the  days  of  beef  and  punchy  my 
friends,  when  come  there  fuch  again  ? 

2d  Play.  Who  knows  viiiat  this  new  author  may 
produce  ?  Faith,  I  like  my  part  very  well. 

ift  Play.  Nay,  if  variety  will  pleafe  the  town,  I 
am  lure  there  is  enough  of  it;  but  I  could  widi, 
methinks,  the  fatire  had  been  a  little  ftronger,  a  little 
plainer. 

ad  Play. 


318       THE  HISTORICAL  REGISTER, 

2d  Play.  Now  I  think  it  is  plain  enough. 

ill  Play.  Hum!  Ay,  it  is  intelligible j  but  I 
"wou'd  have  it  downright  j  'gad,  I  fancy  I  could 
write  a  thing  to  fucceedj  inylelf. 

id  Play.  Ay,  prithee,  what  fubjefl  wou'dfl  thou 
write  on  ? 

lil  Play.  Why,  no  fubjeft  at  ail.  Sir;  but  I 
would  have  a  humming  deal  of  fatire,  and  I  would 
repeat  in  every  page,  that  courtiers  are  cheais  and 
don't  pay  their  debts,  that  lawyers  are  ro^oes, 
phyficians  blockheads,  foldiers  cowardf,  and  mini- 
fters' 

2d  Play.  What,  what.  Sir  ? 

I  ft  Play.  Nay,  I'll  only  name  'em,  that's  enough 
to  fet  the  audience  a  hooting. 

2d  Play.  Zounds,  Sir,  here  is  wit  enough  for  a 
whole  pl\y  in  one  fpeech. 

Ill  Play.  For  one  play  1  why,  Sir,  it's  all  I  have 
extra6led  out  of  above  a  dozen. 

2d  P'.ay.  Who  have  we  here  ? 

ift  Play.  Sow.e  gentlemen,  I  fuppofe,  come  to 
hear  the  rehearfal. 

Enter  SOURWIT  ajid  Lord  D  AFFER. 

Lord  Dap.  Pray,  gentlemen,  don't  you  rehearfe 
the  Hi'.lorical  Regifter  this  morning  ? 

I  ft  Play.  Sir,  we  exped  the  author  every  mi- 
nuie. 

Sour.  What  is  this  Hiftorical  Regifter,  is  it  a 
Tragedy,  or  a  Comedy  ? 

I  ft  Play.  Upon  my  word.  Sir,  I  can't  tell. 

Sour.  Then  I  fuppofe  you  have  no  part  in  it. 

ift  Play.  Yes,   Sir,   I  have   feveral,  but O, 

here  is  the  author  himfelf,  1  fuppofe  he  can  tell. 
Sir. 

Sour.  Faith,  Sir,  that's  more  than  I  fuppofe. 

1  Enter 
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Enter  MEDLEY, 

Med.  My  Lord,  your  mofl:  obedient  fervant;  this 
is  a  very  great  and  unexpected  favour  indeed,  my 
Lord.  Mr.  Sourwit,  I  kifs  your  hands  s  I  ana  very 
glad  to  fee  you  here. 

Sour.  That's  more  than  you  may  be  by-and-by, 
perhaps. 

Lord  Dap.  We  are  come  to  attend  your  rehearfal. 
Sir  J  pray,  when  will  it  begin  ? 

Med.  This  very  inftanr,  iiiy  Lord:  gentlemen, 
I  beg  you  would  be  all  ready,  and  let  the  prompter 
bring  me  fome  copies  for  thefe  gentlemen. 

Sour.  Mr.  Medley,  you  know  I  am  a  plain 
fpeaker,  fo  you  will  excufe  any  liberties  I  take. 

Med.  Dear  Sir,  you  can't  oblige  me  more. 

Sour.  Then  I  mult  tell  you,  Sir,  I  am  a  little 
Itagger'd  at  the  name  of  your  piece  j  doubilefs,  Sir, 
ypu  know  the  rules  of  writing,  and  I  can't  gnefs 
how  you  can  bring  the  actions  of  a  whole  year  into 
the  circumference  of  four  and  twenty  hours. 

Med.  Sir,  I  have  feveral  aniwers  to  make  to  your 
obje<5tionj  in  the  firft  place,  my  piece  is  no[  of  a 
nature  confin'd  to  any  rules,  as  being  avowedly  ir- 
regular, but  if  it  was  otherwife,  I  think  I  could  quote 
you  precedents  of  plays  that  negletl  them  ;  Dciidcs, 
Sir,  if  I  coniprife  the  whole  actions  of  a  year  in 
half  an  hour,  will  you  blame  m,e,  or  thole  who 
have  done  fo  little  in  that  time  ?  My  Regii.er  is  not 
to  be  fiird  like  fhofe  of  vulgar  news  writers,  with 
trafh  for  want  of  news,  and  therefore  if  I  fay  Ir.ils 
or  nothing,  you  may  tnank  thofc  who  have  dune 
little  or  nothing. 

Enter  PROMPTER  -with  Books, 
Oh!   here  are  my  books. 

Sour.   In  print  already,  Mr.  Medley  ? 
Med.  Yes,  Sir,  it  is  tue  fafeit  way,  for  if  a  man 
ftays  till  he  is  damn'd,  it  is  poffibie  he  never  ma/ 

gee 
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get  into  princ  at  all ;  the  town  is  capricious^  for 
which  reaibn,  always  print  as  f.iCi  as  you  write,  that 
if  they  damn  your  play,  they  may  not  damn  your 
copy  too. 

Sour.  Well,  Sir,  and  pray  what  is  }'our  defign, 
your  piOt  ? 

MtD.  'Why,  Sir,  I  have  feveral  plo'5,  (oinQ  pretty 
deep,  and  fome  but  fhaJlow. 

Sour.  1  hope.  Sir,  they  all  conduce  to  the  main 
defign. 

Med.  Yes,  Sir,  they  do. 

Sour.  Pray,  Sir,  what  is  that? 

Med.  To  divert  the  town,  and  bring  full  houfes. 

Sour.  Plhaw  I  you  mifunderftand  me,  i  mean 
wliat  is  your  moral,  your,  your,  your 

Med.  Oh  !  Sir,  I  comprehend  you Why, 

Sir,  my  defign  is  to  ridicule  the  vicious  and  foolilh 

cuiloms  of  the  age,  and  that  in  a  fair  manner,  with- 

\     out  fear,  favour,  or  ill-nature,  and  without  fcurri- 

\    lity,  ill-manners,  or  common-place  j  I  hope  to  ex- 

^  pofe  the  reigning  follies  in  iuch  a  manner,  that  men 

fhall  laugh  themfclves  out  of  them  before  they  feci 

that  they  arc  touch'd. 

Sour.  But  what  thread  or  connexion  can  you  have 
in  this  hiftory  ?  For  inflance,  how  js  your  political 
conneLl\.'d  with  your  theatrical? 

M&D.  O  very  eafily — When  my  politicks  come 
to  a  fcirce,  they  very  naturally  lead  me  to  ir.e  play- 
houfe,  where,  let  me  tell  you,  there  are  fome  poli- 
ticians too,  where  there  is  lying,  flattering,  diflem- 
bling,  promifing,  deceiving,  and  undermining,  as 
v.'ell  as  in  any  court  in  Chriftendom. 

EfJler  a  Player, 

Play.  Won't  you  begin  your  rehearfal.  Sir? 
Med.  Ay,  ay,  with  all  my  heart,  is  the  mufick 
ready  for  the  prologue  ? 

Sour,  Muiick  for  the  prologue  ! 

Med, 
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Med.  Ay,  Sir,  I  intend  to  have  every  thing  new; 
t  had  rather  be  the  author  of  my  own  dulnels  than 
the  publiilier  of  other  men's  witj  and  really,  Mr. 
Sourvvit,  the  fubjefts  for  prologues  are  utterly  ex- 
hauded  :  I  think  the  general  method  has  been  either 
to  frighten  the  audience  with  the  author's  reputation, 
or  to  flatter  them  to  gire  their  applaufcj  or  to  befeech 
them  to  it,  and  that  in  a  manner  that  will  ferve  for 
every  play  alike  :  now.  Sir,  miy  prologue  will  ferve 
for  no  play  but  my  own^  and  to  that  I  think  nothing 
can  be  better  adapted,  for  as  mine  is  the  hiftory  of 
the  year,  what  can  be  a  properer  prologue  than  an 
Ode  to  the  New  Year  ? 

Sour.  An  Ode  to  the  Ncnv  Year  T 

Med.  Yes,  Sir,  an  Ode  to  the  New  Year — Come, 
begin,  begin. 

Enter  PROMPTER. 

Prom  p.  Sir,  the  prologue  is  read  v. 

Sour,  Dear  Medley,  let  m.e  hear  you  read  it, — 
pofTibly  it  may  be  fung  fo  fine  I  may  not  underftand 
a  word  of  it. 

Med.  Sir,  you  can't  oblige  me  m.ore. 

O  D  E  to  the  NEW  Y  E  A  R» 

Thjs  is  a  day^  in  days  of  yore. 
Our  fathers  never  f aw  before: 
This  is  a  day,  'tis  one  to  ten^ 
Our  fons  will  never  fee  again* 

'Then  ft ng  the  davy 

And  fng  the  fong. 

And  thus  be  merry^ 

All  day  long. 
This  is  the  day., 
And  that's  the  night. 
When  the  fun  fhali  be  gay. 
And  the  moon  foall  be  bright. 
Vol,  III.  Y  ^he 
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^he  ftin  Jhall  rife. 
All  in  the  pes  ; 
Ihe  moon  Jh all  go. 
All  doi^n  below. 

Thenfmg  the  day, 

Andjing  the  fongy 

And  thus  he  merry 

All  day  long . 

Ay,  ay,  come  on,  and  fmg  it  away, 

^»/^r  Singers,  who  Jng  the  Ode, 

Me^.  There,  Sir,  there's  the  very  quintefi^ncc 
and  cream  of  all  the  odes  I  have  feen  for  feveral  years 
kft  pad. 

Sour.  Ay,  Sir,  I  thought  yoa  would  not  be  the 
publilher  of  another  man's  wit  ? 

Mkd.  No  more  I  an't.  Sir,  for  the  devil  of  any 
wit  did  I  ever  fee  in  any  of  them. 

Sour.  Oil  \  your  moft  humble  fervant.  Sir. 

Med.  Yours,  Sir,  yoursi  now  for  my  play 

Prompter,  are  the  politicians  all  ready  at  the  table? 

Prom  p.   I'll  go  and  fee.  Sir.  [Exit, 

Med.  My  firft  fcene,  Mr.  Sourwit,  lies  in  the 
ifland  of  Corfica,  being  at  prefent  the  chief  fcene  of 
politicks  of  all  Etirope. 

Enter  PROMPTER. 

pROiMP.  Sir,  they  are  ready. 

Med.  Then  draw  the  fcene,  and  difcover  them, 

SCENE  draws y  and  difco^ocrs  five  Politicians 
fitting  at  a  Table, 

Sour.  Here's  a  miftake  in  the  print,  Mr.  Med- 
ley, I  obferve  the  fecond  politician  is  the  firft  perfon 
who  fpeaks. 

Mej>. 
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Med.  Sir,  my  firll  and  grcateft  politician  never 
fpeaks  at  all,,  he  is  a  very  tieep  man,  by  which,  you 
will  oblerve,  I  convey  this  moral,  that  the  chief  arc 
of  a  politician  is  to  keep  a  fecret. 

Sour.  To  keep  his  politicks  a  fecret,  I  fuppofe 
you  mean. 

Med.  Come,  Sir,  begin. 

2d  PoLiT.  Is  King  Theodore  return'd  yet? 

jd  POLIT.   No, 

ad  PoLiT.  V/hen  v/ill  he  return  ? 

3d  PoLiT.  I  cannot  tell. 

Sour.  This  politician  feems  to  me  to  know  very 
little  of  the  matter. 

Med.  Zounds,  Sir,  would  you  have  him  a  pro- 
phet as  well  as  a  politician  ?  You  fee.  Sir,  he  knov/s 
what's  pad,  and  that's  all  he  ought  to  know ;  'iblood. 
Sir,  would  it  be  in  the  charader  of  a  politician  to 
make  him  a  conjurer?  Go  on,  gentlemen:  pray. 
Sir,  don't  interrupt  their  debates,  for  they  are  of 
great  confequence. 

2dPoLiT.  Thefemighty  preparations  of  the  Turks 
are  certainly  defign'd  againft  fome  place  or  other: 
now,  the  queftion  is,  What  place  they  are  defign'd 
againft  ?  And  that  is  a  queftion  which  I  cannot 
anfwer. 

3d  PoLiT.  But  it  behoves  us  to  be  upon  our  guard. 

4th  PoLiT.  It  does,  and  the  reafon  ib,  becaufe  we 
know  nothing  of  the  matter. 

2d  PoLiT.  You  fay  right,  it  is  eafy  for  a  man  to 
guard  againft  dangers  which  he  knows  of,  but  to 
guard  againft  dangers  which  no  body  knows  of,  re- 
quires a  very  great  politician. 

Med.  Now,  Sir,  I  fuppofe  you  ihink  that  no  body 
knows  any  thing. 

Sour.  Faith,  Sir,  it  appears  fo. 

Med.  Ay,  Sir,  but  there  is  one  who  knows,  that 
little  gentleman,  yonder  in  the  chair,  v/ho  fays  no- 
thing, knows  it  all. 

y  2  Sour. 
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Sour.  But  how  do  you  intend  to  convey  this 
knowledge  to  the  audience  ? 

Mld.  Sir,  they  can  read  it  in  his  looks;  'fblood;t 
Sir,  mud  not  a  politician  be  thought  a  wife  man 
"vvithout  his  giving  inftances  of  his  v/ifdom  ? 

5th  PoLiT.  Hang  foreign  affairs,  let  us  apply  our- 
felves  to  money. 

Omnes.  Ay,  ay,  ay. 

Med.  Gentlemen,  that  over  again — and  be  fure 
,  ,     to  fnatch  hafiily  at  the  money;  you're  pretty  politi- 
clfnis  truly. 

5  th  PoLiT.  Hang  foreign  affairs,  let  us  apply  our- 
ielves  to  money. 

Omnes.  Ay,  ay,  ay. 

ad  PoLiT.  All  we  have  to  confider  relating  to  mo- 
'r;ey,_is  how  we  fiiall  get  it. 

3d  PcLiT.  1  think  we  ought  firfl  to  confider 
whether  there  is  any  to  be  got,  which,  if  there  be,/ 
I  do  readily  agree  that  the  next  queflion  is  how  to\ 
come  at  it. 

Ommes.  flum. 
'  Sour.  Pray,  Sir,  what    are  thefe   gentlemen  in 
Corfica  ? 

Med.  V/hy,  Sir,  ihcy  are  the  ableft  heads  in  the 
kingdom,  and  confeqiiently  the  greatcft  m.cn;  for 
you  may  be  fure  all  well-regulated  governments,  as 
I  reprefent  this  of  Corhca  to  be,  will  em.ploy  in  their 
greateft  polls  men  of  the  greateil  capacity. 

2d  PoLiT.  I  have  confider'd  the  matter,  and  I  find 
it  mud:  be  by  a  tax. 

3d  PoMT.  I  thought  of  that,  and  was  confidering 
what  was  not  lax'd  already. 

2d  PoLiT.  Learning;  fuppofe  we  put  a  tax  upon 
learning. 

3d  PoLiT.  Learning,  it  is  true,  is  a  ufclcfs  com- 
modity, but  I  think  we  had  better  lay  it  on  ignorance, 
for  learning  being  the  property  but  of  a  very  few,  and 
iKofe  poor  ones  too,  I  am  afraid  v/e  can  get  little 

among 
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among  them  j  whereas  ignorance  will  take  in  mod 
of  the  gr^at  fortunes  in  the  kingdom. 

Omnes.  Ay,  ay,  ay.  [^a^z^/I^^  Politicians. 

Sour.  Faith,  it's  very  generous  in  thel'e  gentlemen 
to  tax  themfelves  fo  readily. 

Med.  Ay,  and  very  wife  too,  to  prevent  the  peo- 
ple's grumbling,  and  they  will  have  it  all  among 
chemfeives. 

Sour.  But  what  is  become  of  the  politicians? 

Med.  They  are  gone.  Sir,  they're   gone;  they 
have  finifli'd  the  bufmefs  they  met  about,  which  was 
to  agree  on  a  tax  ;  that  being  done — they  are  gone 
to  raife  it;   and  this.  Sir,  is  the  full  account  of  the^     / 
whole  hiftory  of  Europe,  as  far  as  we  know  of  ir^"^/ 
compriz'd  in  one  fcene. 

Sour.  The  devil  it  k  !  V/hy,  you  have  not  men- 
tion'd  one  wc-d  of  Fi-ance,  or  Spain,  or  the  Em- 
peror. 

Med.  No,  Sir,  I  turn  thofe  over  to  the  next  year, 
by  which  time,  we  may  poflibly  know  fomething 
what  they  are  about;  at  prefenc  our  advices  are  fo 
very  uncertain,  I  know  not  what  to  depend  on  ;  but 
come.  Sir,  now  you  fhall  have  a  council  of  ladies. 

Sour.  Does  this  fcene  lie  in  Cornea  too  ? 

Med.  No,  no,  this  lies  in  London — You  know. 
Sir,  it  would  not  have  been  quite  fo  proper  to  have 
broughtEnglirnpoliticians(of  the  male  kind  I  mean) 
on  the  ftage,  becaufe  our  politicks  are  not  quite  fo  ( 
famous;  but  in  female  politicians,  to  the  honour  of  J 
my  countrywomen  I  fay  it,  I  beiieve  no  country 
can  excel  us;  coiP.e,  di-aw  the  fcene,  and  difcover 
the  ladies. 

Promp.  Sir,  they  are  not  here;  one  of  them  is 
praftifing  above  ftairs  with  a  dancing-mafter,  and  I 
can't  get  her  down. 

Med.   I'll  fetch  'em,  I  warrant  you.  [Exif, 

Sour.  Well,  my  Lord,  what  does  your  LordHiip 
^hink  of  what  you  have  feen  ? 

y  3  Lord 


326      THE  HISTORICAL  REGISTER. 

Lord  Dap.  Faith,  Sir,  I  did  not  obferve  i[  j  but 
it's  damn'd  (luff,  I  am  furc. 

Sour.  I  thinl-L  fo,  and  I  hope  your  Lordfhip  will 
not  encourage  it.  They  are  Tuch  men  as  your  Lord- 
fhip, who  mud  reform  the  age;  if  perfons  of  your 
exquifite  and  refined  tafte  will  give  a  fancftion  to  po- 
liter entertainments,  the  town  will  foon  be  aOiam'd 
of  laughing  at  what  they  do  now. 

Lord  Dap.  Really,  this  is  a  very  bad  houfe. 

Sour.  It  is  not  indeed  fo  large  as  the  others,  but 
I  think  one  hears  better  in  it. 

Lord  Dap.  Pox  of  hearing,  one  can't  fee 

one's  felf  I  mean ;  here  are  no  looking-glaffcs ;  I 
love  Lincoln's-Inn-Fields  for  that  reafon  better  than 
any  houfe  in  town. 

Sour.  Very  true,  my  Lord,  but  I  wifli  your  Lord- 
fliip  would  think  it  worth  your  confideration,  as  the 
morals  of  a  people  depend,  as  has  been  fo  often  and 
well  prov'd,  entirely  on  their  publick  diverfions,  ic 
would  be  of  great  confequence  that  thofe  of  the 
fublimeft  kind  ikculd  meet  with  your  Lordlhip's 
and  the  reft  of  the  nobility's  countenance. 

Lord  Dap.  Mr,  Sourwir,  I  am  always  ready  ro 
give  my  countenance  to  any  thing  of  that  kind, 
which  might  bring  the  bcft  company  together;  for 
as  one  does  not  go  to  fee  the  play  but  the  com- 
pany, I  think  that's  chieOy  to  be  confider'd,  and 
therefore  1  am  always  ready  to  countenance  good 

Sour.  No  one  is  a  better  judge  what  is  fo  than 
your  Lordfhip. 

Lord  Dap.  Not  I,  indeed,  iMr.  Sourwit but 

as  I  am  one  half  of  the  play  in  the  Green-room  talk- 
ing to  the  adreffcs,  and  the  other  half  in  the  boxes 
talking  to  the  women  of  quality,  I  have  an  oppor- 
tunity of  feeing  fomething  of  the  play,  and  perhaps 
may  be  as  good  a  judge  as  another. 

Enter 
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^nter  MEDLEY. 

Med.  My  Lord,  the  ladies  cannot  begin  yet,  If 
your  Lordfliip  will  honour  me  in  the  Green-room, 
there  you  will  find  it  pleafanter  than  upon  this  cold 
(lage. 

Lord  Dap.  With  all  my  heart Come,  Mr. 

Sourwit. 

Sour.  I  attend  your  LordfTiip.  \Exeunt, 

Promp.  Thou  art  a  fweet  judge  of  plays,  indeed  1 
and  yet  it  is  in  the  power  of  fuch  Iparks  as  thefe  to 
damn  an  honefi  fellow,  both  in  his  profit  and  repu- 
tation. \Exit, 

A  C  T     11.      S  C  E  N  E     I. 

Enter  MEDLEY,  Lord  DAPPER,  SOUR- 
W I  T,  ^?M  P  R  O  M  P  T  E  R. 

Medley. 

COME,  draw  the  fcene,  and  difcover  the  ladies 
in  Council;  pray,  my  Lord,  fir. 

\^ he  fcene  draws  and  difcovers  four  Ladies. 
Sour.  What  are  thefe  ladies  alfembled  about? 
Med.    Affairs  of  great  importance,  as  you  will 

fee Pleafe  to  begin  all  of  you. 

[The  Ladies  all f peak  together. 
All  Ladies.  Was  you  at  the  opera.  Madam,  lall 
night  ? 

2d  Lady,  Who  can  mifs  an  opera  while  Farinello 
ftays? 

3d  Lady.  Sure  he's  the  charmingell  creature. 
4th  Lady.    He's  every  thing  in  the  v/orld  one 
could  wifh. 

I  ft  Lady.  Almoil  every  thing  one  could  wifli. 
2d  Lady.  They  fay  there's  a  lady  in  the  city  has 
4  child  by  him. 

y  4  All 
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All  Ladies.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !. 

ill  Lady.  Well,  it  muft  be  chartrving  to  have  a 
child  by  jiiin. 

3d  Lady.  Madam,  I  met  a  lady  in  a  villt  the 
other  day  with  three. 

All  Ladies.  All  Farinello's. 

3d  Lady.  All  Farinello'sL',  all  in  wax. 

ifl  Lady.  O  Gemini !  Who  makes  them,  I'll  fend 
and  berpc:ik  half  a  dozen  to-m.orrow  morning. 

2d  Lady.  I'll  have  as  many  as  I  can  cram  into  a 
/    coach  with  me. 

I         Sour.  Mr.  Medley,  Sir,  is  this  hidory  ?  this  mufl: 
'^     be  invention. 

MED.JLJ^n  my  word,  Sir^jf  s  jfaft,  and  I  take 
it  to  be  the  nioft  extraordinary  accrdent  that  has 
happen'd  in  the  whole  year,  and  as  well  worth  re- 
coiling. P'aith,  Sir,  let  m.e  tell  you,  I  take  it  to 
be  oininous,  for  if  we  go  on  to  improve  in  luxury, 
^  effeminacy  and  debauchery,  as  we  h^ve  done  late- 
ly, the  next  age,  for  aught  I  knovv^  m.ay  be  more 
like  the  children  of  fqueaking  Italians  than  hardy 
Britons. 

All  Ladies.  Don't  interrupt  us,  dear  Sir. 

ift  Lady.  What  mighty  pretty  company  they 
niuil  be  ? 

2d  Lady.  Oh,  the  prettied:  company  in  the  world. 

3d  Lady.  If  one  could  but  teach  them  to  fmg 
like  their  father. 

4.':h  Lady.  I  am  afraid  my  hufoand  won't  let  me 
keep  them,  for  he  hates  I  fnou'd  be  fond  of  any  thing 
but  himfelf. 

All  Ladies.  O  the  unreafonable  creature  ! 

ift  Lady.  If  my  hufband  was  to  make  any  objec- 
tion to  my  having  *em,  I'd  run  av/ay  from  him,  and 
lake  the  dear  babies  with  me. 

Med.  Come,  enter  beau  Dangle. 

Enter  DANGLE. 

Dang.  Fy  upon  it,  Ladies,  what  arc  you  doing 

here  ? 
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here  ?  Why  are  not  you  at  the  auction  ?  Mr.  Hea 
has  been  in  the  pulpit  this  half-hour. 

lil  Lady.  Oh,  dear  Mr,  Hen,  I  aflc  his  pardon, 
I  never  mifs  him. 

2d  Lady.  What's  to  be  fold  to-day  ? 

Ill  Lady.  Oh,  I  never  mind  thats  there  will  be 
all  the  world  there. 

Dang.  You'il  find  it  almoft  impofTible  to  get  in. 

All  Ladies.  Oh  !  I  Ihall  be  quite  miferable  if  I 
don't  get  in. 

Dang.  Then  you  muft  not  lofe  a  moment. 

All  Ladies.  O  !  not  a  moment  for  the  world. 

[^Exeunt  Ladies. 

Med.  There  they  are  gone. 

Sour.  I  am  glad  on't  with  all  my  heart. 

Lord  Dap.  Upon  my  word,  Mr.  Medley,  that 
laft  is  an  exceeding  good  fcene,  and  full  of  a  great 
deal  of  politcnefs,  good  fenfe,  and  philolbphy. 

Med.  It's  nature,  my  Lord,  it's  nature. 

Sour.  Faith,  Sir,  the  ladies  are  much  oblig'd  to 
you. 

Med.  Faith,  Sir,  it's  more  than  I  defire  fuch 
ladies,  as  I  reprefent  here,  (liou'd  bej  as  for  the 
nobler  part  of  the  fex,  for  whom  I  have  the  greatefl 
honour,  their  charaders  can  be  no  better  ict  off, 
than  by  ridiculing  that  light,  triiling,  giddy-headed 
crew,  who.  are  a  fcandai  to  their  own  fcx,  and  a 
curfe  on  ours. 

Prom  p.  Gentlemen,  you  muft  make  room,  for 
die  curtain  mull  be  let  down,  to  prepare  the  auc- 
tion-room. 

Med.  My  Lord,  I  believe  you  will  be  befr  be- 
fore the  curtain,  for  we  have  but  little  room  behind, 
and  a  great  deal  to  do. 

Sour.  Upon  my  word,  Mr.  Medley,  I  mufl  afl^ 
you  the  fame  quefbion  v/hich  one  of  your  ladies  did 
juft  now  J  what  do  you  intend  to  fell  at  this  auction, 
the  whole  (lock  in  trade  of  fome  milliner  or  mercer 
who  has  left  off  bufinefs  ? 

Mid. 
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Med.  Sir,  I  intend  to  fell  fuch  things  as  were 
never  fold  in  any  auftion  before,  nor  ever  will  again  : 
I  can  afTure  you,  Mr.  Sourvvit,  this  fcene,  which  I 
look  on  as  the  beft  in  the  whole  performance,  will 
require  a  very  deep  attention ;  fir,  if  you  Ihould 
take  one  pinch  of  fnufF  during  the  whole  fcene, 
you  will  Icfe  a  joke  by  it,  and  yet  they  lie  pretty 
deep  too,  and  may  efcape  obfervation  from  a  mo- 
derate underftanding,  unlcfs  very  clofely  attended 
to. 

Sour.  I  hope,  however,  they  don't  lie  as  deep 
as  the  dumb  gentleman's  politicks  did  in  the  firft 
afl  J  if  fo,  nothing  but  an  infpir'd  underftanding  can 
come  at  'em. 

Med.  Sir,  this  fcene  is  writ  in  allegory,  and  tho* 
I  have  endeavour'd  to  make  it  as  plain  as  pofilble; 
yet  all  allegory  will  require  a  ftrici  attention  to  be 
underftood.  Sir. 

Promp.  Sir,  every  thing  is  ready. 

Med.  Then   draw  up   the  curtain Come^ 

enter  Mrs.  Screen,  and  Mrs.  Barter. 

Th     A  U  C  T  I  O  N, 

S  C  E  N  E,  ^7^  Auclion-Room^  a  Pulpit  and  Forms 
flac'd;  and  feveral  pc^'pic  ivalking  about ^  fome  feated 
mar  the  Pulpit, 

Enter  Mrs,  SCREEN  and  Mrs.  BARTER. 

Mrs   Screen.  Dear  Mrs.  Barter. 

Mrs    Bart.  Dear  Madain,  you  are  early  to-day  ? 

Mrs.  Screen.  Oh,  if  one  does  not  get  near  the 
pulpit,  one  does  nothing,  and  I  intend  to  buy  a 
great  deal  to-day;  1  btlieve  I  fliall  buy  the  whole 
audtion,  at  lead  if  things  go  cheap  i  you  won't  bid 
againft  me  ? 

Mrs.  Bart,  You  know  I  never  bid  for  any  thing. 

Enter 
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Enter  BANTER  a'ad  DANGLE. 

Bant.  That's  true^  Mrs.  Barter,  I'll  be  your  evi- 
dence. 

Mrs.  Screen.  Are  you  come  ?  now  I  fuppofe  we 
lliall  have  fine  biddings  I  don't  expeft  to  buy- 
cheaper  than  at  a  Ihon. 

Bant.  That's  unkind,  Mrs.  Screen,  you  know 
I  never  bid  againft  you  j  it  would  be  cruel  to  bid 
againft  a  lady  vv'ho  frequents  auctions,  only  with  a 
defign  one  day  or  other  to  make  one  great  auftion  of 
her  own  :  No,  no,  I  will  not  prevent  the  filling  your 
warehouie;  I  afiureyou,  I  bid  againft  no  haberdalh- 
ers  of  all  v/ares. 

Mrs.  Bart.  You  are  a  mighty  civil  perfon,  truly. 

Bant.  You  need  not  take  up  the  cudgels.  Madam, 
who  are  of  no  more  confequence  at  an  auction,  t':an 
a  mayor  at  a  felTions  j  you  only  come  here  where  ycu 
have  nothing  to  do,  to  fhew  people  you  have  nothing 
to  do  any  where  elfe. 

Mrs.  Bart.  I  don't  come  to  fay  rude  things  to  all 
the  world,  as  you  do. 

Bant.  No,  the  world  may  thank  heaven,  that 
did  not  give  you  wit  enough  to  do  that. 

Mrs.  Screen,  Let  him  alone,  he  vv^ill  have  his 
jeft. 

Mrs.  Bart.  You  don't  think  I  mind  him,  I 
hope  ;  but  pray,  Sir,  of  what  great  ufe  is  your  friend 
Mr.  Dangle,  here  ? 

Bant.  Oh,  he  is  of  very  great  ufe  to  all  women 
of  underilanding. 

Dang.  Ay  !  of  what  ufe  am  I,  pray  ? 

Bant.  To  keep  'em  at  home,  that  they  may  not 
hear  the  filly  things  you  fay  to  'em. 

Mrs.  Screen.  I  hope,  Mr.  Banter,  you  will  not 
baniOi  all  people  from  places  where  they  are  of  no 
confequence  j  you  will  allow  'em  to  go  to  an  alTem- 
bly,  or  a  mafquerade,  without  either  playing,  dan- 
cing or  intriguing ;  you  will  let  people  go  to  an  opera 

without 
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v/ithout  any  earj  to  a  play  without  any  tafte,  and  to 
a  church  without  any  religion  ? 

Enter  Afr.  HEN  AuuioTiecr  (bowing). 

Mrs.  Screen.  Oh  !  dear  Mr.  Hen,  I  am  glad  you 
are  come,  you  are  horrible  late  to-day. 

Hen.  Madam,  I  am  juil  mounting  the  pulpit  j  I 
hope  you  like  the  catalogue,  ladies  ? 

Mrs.  Screen.  There  are  fome  good  things  here, 
if  you  are  not  too  dilatory  with  your  hammer. 

Bant.  Boy,  give  mc  a  catalogue. 

Hen.  \in  thd  Pulpit.']  I  dare  fwear.  Gentlemen 
and  Ladies,  this  auction  will  give  general  fatisfac- 
tion  ;  it  is  the  firfc  of  its  kind  which  I  ever  had  the 
honour  to  exhibit,  and  I  believe  I  may  challenge  the 
world  to  produce  fome  of  the  curiofities  which  this 
choice  cabinet  contains  :  A  catalogue  of  curiofities 
which  were  ccllecfled  by  the  indefatigable  pains  of 
that  celebrated  virtuofo,  Peter  Humdrum,  Efq; 
which  will  be  fold  by  au6lion,  by  Chrirtopher  Hen, 
on  Monday,  the  2  1(1:  day  of  March,  beginning  at 
lot  I,  Gentlemen  and  Ladies,  this  is  lot  i.  A  moft 
curious  remnant  of  Political  Honefty.  Who  puts 
it  up.  Gentlemen  ?  It  will  m.ake  you  a  very  good 
cloke,  you  fee  it's  both  fides  alike,  fo  you  may  turn 

it  as  often  as  you  will Come,  five  pounds  for 

this  curious  remnont  :  I  afTure  you,  feveral  great 
men  have  made  their  birth-day  fuits  out  of  the  fame 
piece — —It  will  wear  for  ever,  and  never  be    the 

worfe  for  wearing — Five  pounds  is  bid 

nobody  more  than  five  pounds  for  this  curious  piece 

of  Political  Honeity,  five  pound,  no  more 

[knocks']  Lord  Both-Sides.  Lot  2,  a  mofl  delicate 
piece  of"  Patriotifm,  Gentlemen,  who  bids  ?  ten 
pounds  for  this  piece  of  Patriotifm  ? 

ift  Court.  I  would  not   wear  it  for  a  thoufiind 
pound. 

Hen.  Sir,  I    afTure  you,    feveral   gentlemen    at 

courc 


THE  HISTORICAL  REGISTER.      333 

court  have  worn  the  fame  j  it's  quite  a  different  thing 
within  to  what  it  is  without. 

ill  Court.  Sir,  it  is  prohibited  goods,  I  fhan't 
run  the  rif'que  of  being  brought  into  Weftminfter- 
hall  for  wearing  it. 

Hen.  You  take  it  for  the pidPatriotifm,  whereas 
it  is  indeed  like  that  in  nothing  but  the  cut ;  but  alas  ! 
Sir,  there  is  a  great  difference  in  the  fluff:  But,  Sir,  I 
don't  propofe  this  for  a  town-fuir,  this  is  only  pro- 
per for  the  country  j  confider,  Gentlemen,  what  a 

figure  this  will    make  at  an  elciftion Come, 

five  pound One  guinea —put  Patriotifm  by. 

Bant.  Ay,  put  it  by,  one  day  or  other  it  may  be 
in  fafhion. 

Hen.  Lot  3 .  Three  grains  of  Modefty  :  Come, 
Ladies,  confider  how  fcarce  this  valuable  commo- 
dity is. 

Mrs.  Screex\\  Yes,  and  out  of  fafiiion  too,  Mr. 
Hen. 

Hen.  I  afl<  your  pardon,  Madam,  it  is  true  French  ' 
I  affure  ycu,  and   never  changes  colour  on  any  ac- 
count  Haifa  crown  for  all  this  Modefby — — 

Is  there  not  one  lady  in  the  room  who  wants  any 
ModeR-y  ? 

ifl  Lady.  Pray,  Sir,  what  is  it,  for  I  can't  fee  ic 
at  this  diflance. 

Hen.  It  cannot  be  ft:en  at  any  diflance.  Madam, 
but  it  is  a  beautiful  powder  which  makes  a  fine  wafh 
for  the  complexion. 

Mrs.  Screen.  I  thought  you  faid  it  was  true 
French,  and  wou'd  not  change  the  colour  of  the 
fkin? 

Hen.  No,  it  will  not,  Madam;  but  it  ferves 
mighty  v/ell  to  blufh  behind  a  i'sn  with,  or  to  wear 

under  a  lady's  mafk  at  a  mafquerade iWhat,  no 

body  bid Weil,  lay  MoJefty  afide Lot  4. 

One  bottle  of  Courage,  formerly  in  the  polfelfion  of 
lieutenant-colonel  Ezckiei  Pipkin,  citizen,  alderman  '^ 
and  tallovvchandler— ^ — What,  is  there  no  officer  of 

the 


^34       THE  HISTORICAL  REGISTER. 

the  traln'd-bands  here  ?  Or  it  will  ferve  an  officer 
of  the  army  as  well  in  time  of  peace,  nay  even  in 
war,  Gentlennen  j  it  will  ferve  all  of  you  who  fell 
out. 

I  ft  Off.  Is  the  bottle  whole  ?  is  there  no  crack  in  it? 

Hen.   None,  Sir,  I  alTure  you  ;  tho'  it  has  been 

in  many  engagements  in  Tothill-fields  j  nay  it  has 

ferv'd  a  campaign  or  two  in  Hyde-park,  fince  ihe 

alderman's  death it  will  never  wafte  while  you 

ftay  at  home,  but  it  evaporates  immediately  if  carried 
abroad. 

ift  Off.  Damn  me,  I  don't  want  it;  but'a  man 

can't  have  too  much  Courage Three  fiiillings 

for  it. 

Hen.  Three  fhillings  are  bid  for  this  bottle  of 
Courage. 

I  ft  Beau.  Four. 

Bant.  What  do  you  bid  for  Courage  for  ? 
ift  Beau.  Not  for  niyfclf,  but  I  have  a  commiflion 
to  buy  it  for  a  lady, 
ift  Off.  Five. 

Hen.  Five  fhillings,  five  ftiillings  for  all  this 
Courage i  no  body  more  than  five  ftiillings  ?  [kjiccks.'] 
your  name.  Sir  ? 

ift  Off.  Mackdonald  O  Thunder. 
Hen.  Lot  5,  and  lot  6.  All  the  Wit  lately  be- 
longing to  Mr.  Hugh  Pantomime,  compofer  of  en- 
tertainments for  the  piayhoufes,  and  Mr.  William 
Gooff^quill,  compofer  of  political  papers  in  defence 
of  a  miniftry  J  ftiall  I  put  up  thefe  together  ? 

Bant.  Ay,  it  is  a  pity  to  part  them,  where  are 
they  ? 

Hen.  Sir,  in  the  next  room,  where  any  gentleman 
may  fee  them,  but  they  are  too  heavy  to  bring  in  j 
there  are  near  three  hundred  volumes  in  folio. 

Bant.  Put  them  by,  who  the  devil  would  bid 
for  them  unlefs  he  was  the  manager  of  fome  hdufe 
or  other  ?  The  town  has  paid  enough  for  their  works 
already. 

Hen. 
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Hen.  Lot  7.  A  very  clear  Confcience,  which  has 
been  worn  by  a  judge,  and  a  bifliop. 

Mrs.  Screen.  Is  it  as  clean  as  if  it  was  new  ? 

Hen.  Yes,  no  dirt  will  ftick  to  it,  and  pray  ob- 
ferve  how  capacious  it  is ;  it  has  one  particular  qua- 
lity, put  as  much  as  you  will  into  it,  it  is  never  full : 
Come,  Gentlemen,  don't  be  afraid  to  bid  for  this, 
for  whoever  has  it  will  never  be  poor. 

Beau.  One  fhilling  for  it. 

Hen.  O  fy.  Sir,  I  am  fure  you  want  it,  for  if 
you  had  any  Confcience,  you  would  put  it  up  at 
more  than  that :  Come,  fifty  pound  for  this  Con- 
fcience. 

Bant.  I'll  give  hfty  pound  to  get  rid  of  my  Con- 
fcience with  all  my  heart. 

Hen.  Well,  Gentlemen,  I  fee  you  are  refolv'd 
not  to  bid  for  it,  fo  I'll  lay  it  by  :  Come,  lot  8.  a 
very  confiderable  quantity  of  Intercft  at  Court; 
Come,  a  hundred  pound  for  this  Interefl:  at  Court. 

Omnes.  For  me,  Mr.  Hen  ? 

Hen.  a  hundred  pound  is  bid  in  a  hundred  places. 
Gentlemen. 

Bea"u.  Two  hundred  pound. 

Hen.  Two  hundred  pound,  two  hundred  and 
•fifty,  three  hundred  pound,  three  hundred  and  fifty, 
four  hundred,  five  hundred,  fix  hundred,  a  thou- 
fand  J  a  thoufand  pound  is  bid,  Gentlemen,  no  body 
more  than  a  thoufand  pounds  for  this  Intereft  at 
Court  J  no  body  more  than  one  thoufand  ?  [^knocks."] 
Mr.  Littlewit. 

Bant.  Damn  me,  I  know  a  fliop  where  I  can 
buy  it  for  lefs. 

Lord  Dap.  Egad,  you  took  me  in,  Mr.  Medley, 
I  could  not  help  bidding  for  it. 

Med.  It's  a  fure  fign  it's  nature,  my  Lord,  and 
I  Ihould  not  be  furpriz'd  to  fee  the  whole  audience 
ftand  up  and  bid  for  it  too. 

Hen.  All  the  Cardinal  Virtues,  lot  9.  Come, 
Gentlemen,  put  in  thefe  Cardinal  Virtues, 

2  Gent, 
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Gent.  Eighteen  pence. 

Hen.  Eighreen-pence  is  bid  for  thefe  Cardinal 
Virtues ;  no  body  more  than  eighteen-pence  ?  Eigh- 
teen-pence  for  all  thefe  Cardinal  Virtues,  no  body 
more  ?  All  thefe  Virtues,  Gentlemen,  are  going  for 
eighteen-pence;  perhaps  there  is  not  fo  much  more 
Virtue  in  the  world,  as  here  is,  and  all  going  for 
eighteen-pence  \_Kfiocks'].  Your  name,  Sir  ? 

Gent.  Sij,  here's  a  miftakej  I  thought  you  had 
faid  a  Cardinal's  Virtues  •,  'fblood.  Sir,  I  thought  to 
have  bought  a  pennyworth  ;  here's  Temperance  atid 
Chafiity,  and  a  pack  of  fluff  that  I  would  not  give 
three  farthings  for  ? 

Hen.  Well,  lay  'em  by  :  Lot  lo^  and  lor  ii.  a 
great  deal  of  Wit,  and  aJittle  Common-Senfe. 

Bant.  Why  do  you  put  up  thefe  together  ?  they 
have  no  relation  to  each  other. 

Hen.  Vv'ell,  the  Senfe  by  irfelf ;  then  lot  lo.  a 
little  Common- Senfe-  ^  I  afTure  you,  Gentlemen, 
this  is  a  very  valuable  commodity  :  Come,  who  puts 
it  in  ? 

Med.  You  obferve  as  valuable  as  it  is,  no  body 
bids  ;  I  take  this,  if  I  may  fpeak  in  the  ftyle  of  a  great 
writer,  to  be  a  mofc  emphatical  filence  ;  you  fee,  Mr. 
Courwit,  no  one  fpeaks  againft  this  lot,  and  the  rea- 
fon  no  body  bids  for  it,  is  bccaufe  every  one  thinks 
he  has  it. 

PIen.  Lay  it  by,  I'll  keep  it  myfclfj  lot  12, 

[^Drum  beats. 

Sour.  Hey-day  !  What's  to  be  done  now,  Mr. 
Medley  ? 

MiiD.  Now,  Sir,  the  fport  begins. 

Enter  a  GenUemau  kiighing.  \_IIuzza  i^ithin. 

Bant.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Gent.  There's  a  fight  without  would  kill  all 
mankind  with  laughing:  Piftol  is  run  mad,  and  thinks 
himfelf  a  great  man,  and  he's  marching  thro'  the 
fireets  with  a  dium  and  fiddles. 

Bant. 


THE  HISTORICAL  REGISTER.      ^yf 

Bant.  Pieafe  heaven,  I'll  go  and  fee  this  fight. 

Omnes.  And  fo  will  I.  \_Exeunt, 

Hen.  Nay,  if  every  one  elfe  goesj  I  don't  know 
Why  1  fhould  ftay  behind; 

Lord  Dap.  Mr.  Soiirwit,  we'll  go  too. 

Med.  Ir  your  Lordlhip  will  have  but  a  little  pa- 
tience 'till  the  fcene  be  chang'd,  you  Ihall  fee  him 
bn  the  ftage. 

Sour.  Is  not  this  jefl:  a  little  overafled  ? 

Med.  I  warrant,  we  don't  overad:  him  half  fo 
much  as  he  does  his  parts ;  tho'  'tis  not  fo  much  his 
a6ling  capacity  which  I  intend  to  exhibit  as  his  mi- 
nifterial. 

Sour.  Flis  miniflerial  ! 

Med.  YeSj  Sir,  you  may  remember  I  told  you 
before  my  rehearfal^  that  there  was  a  ftrid  refem- 
blance  between  the  ftates  political  and  theatrical ; 
there  is  a  miniftry  in  the  latter  as  well  as  the  for- 
mer^  and  I  believe  as  weak  a  miniftry  as  any  poor 
kingdom  could  ever  boaft  of;  parts  are  given  in  the 
latter  to  aftors,  with  much  the  fame  regard  to  ca- 
pacityj  as  places  in  the  former  have  fometimes  beenj 
in  former  ages  I  mean  j  and  tho'  the  publick  damn 
both,  yet  while  they  both  receive  their  pay,  they 
laugh  at  the  publick  behmd  the  fcenes ;  and  if  one 
confiders  the  plays  that  come  fro:-n  one  part,  and  the 
writings  from  the  other,  oip  would  be  apt  to  think 
the  fame  authors  were  retain'd  in  both  :  But,  come, 
chdnge  the  fcene  into  the    ureet,    and  then  enter 

Piftol  cum  'fuis Hitherro,   Mr.  Sourwit,  33 

we  have  had  only  to  do  with  inferior  charaders,  fuch 
as  beaux  and  tailors,  and  fo  forth^  we  have  dealt  in 
the  profaick  ;  now  we  are  going  to  introduce  a  more 
ct>nfiderable  perfon^  our  m.ufe  will  rife  in  her  ftyle : 
Now,  Sir,  for  a  talte  of  the  fublime  ;  come,  enter, 
Piitol.  [pram  beats  and  fiddles  ^lay. 

Vol.  III.  Z  Enur 
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Enter  PISTOL,  and  Mob, 

PisT. Affociates,  brethren,  countrymen  and  friendsj 
Partakers  with  us  in  this  glorious  enterprize, 
Which  for  our  conforc  v/e  have  undertaken  ; 
It  grieves  us  much,  yes  by  the  gods  it  does  ! 
That  we  whole  great  ability  and  parts 
Have  rais'd  us  to  this  pinacle  of  power. 
Entitling  us  prime  minilter  theatrical  i 
That  we  fliou'd  with  an  upftart  of  the  ftage 
Contend  fuccefslefs  on  our  confort's  fide  5 
But  tho'  by  juft  hereditary  right 
We  claim  a  lawlefs  power,  yet  for  fome  reafon-;, 
Which  to  ourfelf  we  keep  as  yet  conceal'd  j 
Thus  to  the  publick,  deign  we  to  appeal : 
Behold  how  humbly  the  great  Piftol  kneels. 
Say  then.  Oh  Town,  is  it  your  royal  will. 
That  my  great  confort  reprefentthe  part 
Of  Polly  Peachum  in  the  Beggar's  Opera  ?  \_Mob  hifs. 

PisT.  Thanks  to  the  town,  that  hifs  fpeaks  their 
afient ; 
Such  was  the  hiis  that  fpoke  tlie  great  applaufe. 
Our  mighty  father  met  with,  when  he  brought 
His  Riddle  on  the  ftage  ;  fuch  was  the  hifs. 
Welcomed  his  Crefar  to  the  Egyptian  fhore  j 
Such  was  the  liifs,  in  which  great  John  fliou'd  have 

expir'd  : 
But,  wherefore  do  I  trya«.  vain  to  number 
Thofe  glorious  hilTes,  which  from  age  to  age 
Our  family  has  borne  triumphant  from  the  Itage  ! 

Med.  Get  thee  gone  for  the  prcttiefh  hero  that 
ever  was  fhown  on  any  ftage.  [_Exit  Piftok 

Sour.  Short  and  fweet,  faith,  what,  are  we  to 
have  no  more  of  him  ^. 

Med.  Ay,  ay,  Sir  j  he's  only  gone  to  take  a  little 
breath. 

Lord  Dap.  If  you  pleafe,  Sir,  in  the  mean  time, 
we'll  go  take  a  little  fire,  for  'tis  confounded  cold 
upon  the  flage. 

6  Med. 
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Med.  I  wait  upon  your  lordfhip  :  flop  the  rehear- 
fal  a  few  moments,  we'll  be  back  again  inftantly. 


ACT    III.       SCENE    I. 


Enter   MEDLEY,    SOUR  WIT,    and  Lord 
DAPPER. 

Medley. 

NO  W,    my   Lord,    for   mv   modern   Apollo  % 
come,  make  all  things  ready,  and  draw  the 
fcene  as  foon  as  you  can* 

Sour.  Modern,  wJiy: .-nmdexn  ?  You  common- 
place fatirifts  are  always  endeavouring  to  perfuade 
us,  that  the  age  we  live  in,  is  worfe  than  any  other 
has-been,  whereas"rnankind  have  differ'd~ very  ITttle 
fince  the  world  began  j  for  one  age  has  been  as  bad 
as  a-iother. 

Med.  Mr^Sourwit,  I  do  not  deny  that  men  have 
been  always  bad  enough  i  vice  and  folly  are  not 
the  invention  of  our  age-,  but  I  will  maintain,  that 
what  I  intend  to  ridicule  in  the  following  fcene,  is  the 
whole  and  foleproduftion  and  invention  of  fome  peo-  \/\ 
pie  now  living]  and  faith,  1m  me  tell  you,  tho'  per- 
haps the  publick  may  not  oe  the  better  for  it,  it  is 
an  invention  exceeding  all  the  difcoveries  of  every 
philofopher  or  mathematician,  from  the  beginning 
of  the  world  to  this  day. 

Sour.  Ay,  pray  what  is  It  ? 

Med.  Why,  Sir,  it  is  a  difcovery  lately  found 
our,  that  a  man  of  great  parts,  learning,  and  virtue, 
is  fit  for  no  employment  whatever  -,  that  an  eftate  ren- 
ders a  man  unfit  to  be  trufted  ;  that  being  a  block-  - 
head  is  a  qualification  for  bufinefs ;  that  honefty  is  ^^ 
the  only  fort  of  folly  for  which  a  man  ought  to  be 
Z  2  utterly 
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•utterly  neglected  and  contemned.  And — But  herC 
^-s  the  inventor  himfelf. 

SCENE  draws y  and  difcovers  APOLLO  in  a 
great  Chair,  furrounded  by  attendants. 

Come,  bring  him  forward,  that  the  audience  may  fee 
and  hear  him  :  you  muft  know.  Sir,  this  is  abaflard 
of  Apollo,  begotten  on  that  beautiful  nymph  Mo- 
ria,  who  fold  oranges  to  Thefpis's  company,  or 
rather  cart-load,  of  comedians  j  and' being  a  great 
favourite  of  his  father's,  the  old  gentleman  fettled 
upon  him  the  entire  diredion  of  all  our  playhoule^ 
and  poetical  performances  v/hatever. 

Apol.  Prompter. 

I'romp.  Sir. 

AroL,.  Is  there  any  thing  to  be  done  ? 

Promp.  Yes,  Sir,  this  play  to  be  caft. 

Apol.  Give  it  me.  The  life  and  death  of  king 
John,  written  by  Shakefpeare :  who  can  act  the 
king? 

PiioMP.  Piflol,  Sir,  he  loves  to  ad  it  behind  the 
fcenes. 

Apol.  Here  are  a  parcel  of  Englifh  lords. 

Promp.  Their  parts  are  but  of  little  confequence, 
I  will  take  care  to  call  them. 

Apol.  Do;  but  be  ^re  you  give  them  to  a6lors 

who  will  mind  their  cum- — Faulconbridge— 

What  fort  of  a  charafter  is  he  ? 

Promp.  Sir,  he  is  a  warrior,  my  coufin  here  will 
do  him  very  well. 

Ill  Play.  I  do  a  warrior  !  I  never  learnt  to  fence, 

Apol.  No  matter,  you  will  have  no  occafion  to 
fight ;  can  you  look  fierce,  and  fpeak  well  ? 

lit  Play.  Boh  1 

Apol.  I  would  not  defire  a  better  warrior  in  the 

houfe  than  yourlelf Robert  Faulconbridge! 

What  is  this  Robert  ? 

Promp* 
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Promp.  Really,  Sir,  I  don't  well  know  what  he 
is,  his  chief  defire  Teems  to  be  for  land,  I  chink  j  he 
is  no  very  confiderable  character,  any  body  may  do 
him  well  enough ;  or  if  you  leave  him  quiic  out, 
the  play  will  be  little  the  worfe  for  it. 

Apol.   Well,  ril  leave  it  to  you Pt-ter  of 

Pomfret,  a  prophet Have  you  any  body  that 

looks  like  a  prophet  ? 

Promp.  1  have  one  that  looks  like  a  fool. 
^    Afol.   He'll  do — Philip  of  France. 

Promp.  I  have  caft  all  the  French  parts  except 
the  ambaffador. 

Apol.  Who  fhall  do  it  ?  His  part  is  but  fiiorr, 
have  you  never  a  good  genteel  figure,  and  one  that 
can  dance  ?  for  as  the  Engliih  are  the  policeft  people 
in  Europe,  it  will  be  mighty  proper  that  the  ambaf- 
fador  lliould  be  able  at  his  arrival  to  entertain  them 
with  a  jig  or  two. 

Promp.  Truly,  Sir,  here  are  abundance  of  dan- 
cing-mafters  in  the  houfc,  who  do  little  or  nothing 
for  their  money. 

Apol.  Give  it 
little  drollery  tho'  in  him,  for  Shakefpeare  Teems  to 
have  intended  him  as  a  ridiculous  character,  and  only 
to  make  the  audience  laugh. 

Sour.  What's  that.  Sir  ?  Do  you  affirm  that 
Shakefpeare  intended  the  ambafTador  Chatilion  a 
ridiculous  character  ? 

Med.  No,  Sir,  I  don't. 

Sour.  Oh,  Sn-,  your  humble  fervant,  then  I 
mifunderftood  you  i  I  thought  I  had  heard  him 
fay  fo. 

Med.  Yes,  Sir,  but  I  fhall  not  (land  to  all  he 
fays. 

Sour.  But,  Sir,  you  fliould  not  put  a  wrong  fen- 
timent  into  the  mourh  of  the  god  of  wit. 

Med.  I  tell  you,  he  is  the  god  only  of  modern 

wit,  and  he  has  a  very  jult  right  to  be  god  of  molt 

of  the  modern  wits  that  I  knowj  of  fome  vvlio  are 

Z3  iik*d 
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lik'd  for  their  wit;  of  fome  who  are  preferred  for 
their  wit;  of  fome  who  live  by  their  wit;  of  thofe 
ingenious  gentlemen  who  damn  plays,  and  thole 
'who  write  them  too  perhaps.     Here  comes  one  of 

his  votaries;   come,  enter,  enter Enter  Mr, 

Groundivy. 

Enter  GROUNDIVY. 

Ground.  What  are  you  doing  here  ? 

Apol.  I  am  caf{:ing  the  parts  in  the  tragedy  of 
iCirig  John. 

Gnou.vD.  Then  you  are  calling  the  parts  in  a  tra- 
gedy chat  won't  do. 

J  Apol.  How,  Sir  !  Was  it  not  written  by  Shake- 

jpeare,  and  was  not  Shakefpeare  one  of  the  greatell 
genius's  that  ever  lived? 

Ground.  No,  Sir,  Shakefpeare  was  a  pretty  fel- 
low, and  faid  fome  things  which  only  want  a  little 
of  my  licking  to  do  well  enough ;  king  John,  as 
now  writ,  will  not  do— -But  a  word  in  your  ear,  I 
will  make  him  do. 

AroL.  How  ? 

Ground.  Bf  alterations.  Sir,  it  was  a  maxim  of 

mine,  when  I  vvas  at  th?  "head  of  theatrical  affair^;, 

1      t!iat  no  play,  tho'  ever  fo  good,  would  do  without 

J      alteration For    inftance,    in    the   play  before 

us,  the  baftard  Faulconbridge  is  a  moil  efieQTinate 
character,  for  v/hich  reafon  I  would  cut  him  out, 
and  put  all  his  fcntiments  in  the  mouth  of  Con- 
ilance,  vvlio  is  fo  mucJi  properer  to  fpeak  to  them — 
Let  me  tell  you,  Mr.  Apollo,  propriety  of  charac- 
ter, dignity  of  didlion,  and  emphafis  of  fcntimcnt, 
are  the  things  I  chiefly  confider  on  thefc  occafions. 

Pro  MP.  I  am  only  afraid,  as  Shakefpeare  is  lo  po- 
pular an  author,  and  you,  afl<:ing  your  pardon,  lb 
unpopular. 

Ground.  Damn  me,  I'll  write  to  the  town  and 
defire  them  to  be  civil,  and  that  in  fo  modefl;  a  man- 
ner, :':it  an  army  of  Coilacks  fliall  be  melted  :  I'll 

tell 
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tell  them  that  no  a6tors  are  equal  to  me,  and  no  au- 
thors ever  were  fuperior  :  and  how  do  you  think  1 
can  infinuare  that  in  a  modeft  manner  ? 
Promp.  Nay,  faith  I  can't  tell. 
Ground.  Why,  I'll  tell  them  that  the  former 
only  tread  on  my  heels,  and  that  the  greared  among 
the  latter  have  been  damn'd  as  well  as  myielfi  and 
after  that,  what  do  you  think  of  your  popularity  ?  I 
can  tell  you,  Mr.  Prompter,  I  have  feen  things  car- 
ried -in -the  houfe  againft  the  voice  of  the  people  be- 
fore to-day. 

Apol.  Let  them  hifs,  jet  them  hifs^  and  grumble 
as  much  as  they  pleafe,  as  long  as  we  get  _their 
money. 

Med.  There,  Sir,  i?  the  fentiment  of  a  greatman, 
and  worthy  to  come  from  the  great  Apollo  himfelf. 
Sour.  He's- worthy  his  fire,  indeed  i  to  think  of 
this  gentleman  for  altering  Shakefpeare. 

Med.  Sir,  I  will  maintain  this  gentleman  as  pro- 
per as  any  man  in  the  kingdom  for  the  bufinefs. 
Sour.  Indeed  ! 

Med.  Ay,  Sir,  for  as  Shakefpeare  is  already  good  ' 
enough  for  people  of  tafte,  he  muft  be  alter'd  to 
the  palates  of  thofe  who  have  none  ;  and  if  you  will 
grant  that,  who  can  be  properer  to  alter  him  for 
the  worfe  ?  But  if  you  are  fo  zealous  in  old  Shake- 
fpeare's  caufe,  perhaps  you  may  find  by-and-by  all 
this  come  to  nothing — Now  for  Piilol. 

PISTOL  e7iters^  and  overturns  his  Father, 

Ground.  Pox  on't,  the  boy  treads  clofe  on  nriy 
heels  in  a  literal  fenfe. 

PisT.  Your  pardon.  Sir,  why  will  you  not  obey 
Your  fon's  advice,  and  give  him  (till  his  way  ? 
For  you,  and  all  who  will  oppofe  his  force, 
Muft  be  o'erthrown  in  his  triumphant  courfe. 

Sour.  I  hope,  Sir,  yourPiftoi  is  not  intended  to 
burlefque  Shakefpeare. 

Z  4  MfD, 
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Mld.  No,  Sir,  I  have  too  great  an  honour  (of 
Shakefpeare  to  think  of  burlefquing  him,  and  to  be 
fure  of  not  burlefquing  him,  I  will  never  attempt  to 
alter  hinn,  for  fear  of  burlefquing  hiai  by  accident, 
as  perhaps  fbme  others  have  done. 

Lord  Dap.   Pillol  is  the  young  Captain. 

Med.  My  Lord,  Piftol  is  every  infignificant  fel- 
low in  town,  who  fancies  himfeif  of  great  confe- 
quence,  and  is  of  none;  he  is  my  Lord  Pilloi, 
Captain  Piftol,  Counfellor  Piftol,  Aldtnru-n  Pi-.lol, 
Beau  Piftol,  and and Odfo,  what  was  I  go- 
ing to  fay  ?  Come,  go  on. 

Apol.  Prompter,  take  care  that  all  things  well 
go  on ; 
We  will  retire,  my  friend,  and  read  King  John. 

Sour.  To  what  purpofe.  Sir,  was  Mr.  Pittol  in- 
troduced ? 

Med.  To  no  purpofe  at  all,  Sirj  it's  all  in  cha- 
ra61:er,  Sir,  and  plainly  Iliews  of  what  mighty  con- 
jequence  he  is — And  there  ends  my  article  fronn  the 
theatre. 

Sour.  Hey-day  1  What's  become  of  your  two 
Follies  ? 

Med.  Damn'd,  Sir,  damn'd ;  they  were  damn'J 
at  my  firft  rehearfal,  for  which  reafon  I  have  cue 
ihem  outi  and  to  tell  you  the  truth,  I  think  the 
town  has  honour'd  'tm  enough  with  talking  of  'cin 
for  a  whole  month  j  tho',  faith,  I  believe  it  was  ow- 
ing to  their  having  nothing  elfe  to  talk  of.  Well, 
now  for  my  patriots — ^^You  will  oblerve,  Mr.  Sour- 
wit,  that  I  place  my  politicians  and  my  patriots  9t 
oppofne  ends  of  mj  piece,  which  I  do.  Sir,  to  ftietv 
the  wide  difference  between  them  i  I  begin  with  my 
politicians,  to  fignify  that  they  will  always  have  the 
preference  ir»  the  world  to  patriots,  and  I  end  with 
patriots  to  leave  a  good  reliih  in  the  mouths  of  my 
audience, 

$OUR, 
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Sour.  Ay  !  by  your  dance  of  patriots,  one  v/ould 
think  you  intended  to  turn  patriotifm  into  a  jeli. 

Med.  So  1  do — But  don't  you  obfcrve  I  conclude 
the  whole  with  a  dance  of  patriots  ?  which  plainly 
intimates,  that  when  patrionfin  is  turn'd  into  a  jeft-, 
there  is  an  end  of  the  whole  play:  come,  enter  four 
patriots — You  obfcrve  I  have  not  fo  many  pa- 
triots as  politicians;  you  will  colleft  from  thence 
that  they  are  not  fo  plenty. 

Sour.  Where  does  the  fcene  lie  now.  Sir? 

Med.  In  Corficy,  Sir,  all  in  Corfica. 

Enter  four  PATRIOTS  fror/i  different  Dccrs,  -jcho 
meet  in  the  Center  and  foake  hands. 

Squr.    Thcfe  parriots  feem  to  equal  your  greatefl:    - 
politicians  in  their  fiience. 

Med.  Sir,  w^.a!:  they  think  now  cannot  well  be 
fpokc,  but  you  may  conjefture  a  great  deal  from 
their  fhaking  their  heads  j  they  will  fpeak  by-and- 

by as  foon  as  they  are  a  little  heated  with  wine: 

you  cannot,  however,  cxpev5t  any  great  fpeaking  in 
this  fcene,  for  tho'  I  do  not  make  my  patriots  poli- 
ticians, 1  don't  make  them  fools. 

Sour.  But,  mcthinks,  your  parriots  are  a  fee  of 
Ihabby  fellows. 

Med.  They  are  the  cheaper  drefs'd ;  befides,  no 
rnan  can  be  too  low  for  a  parriot,  tho'  perhaps  it  is 
pofTible  he  may  be  too  high. 

I  ft  Patr.  Profperity  to  Corfica. 

2d  Patr.  Liberty  and  property. 

3d  Patr.  Succefs  to  trade. 

4th  Patr.  Ay,  to  trade — to  trade — particularly 
to  my  Ihop. 

Sour.  Why  do  you  fuffer  that  a<5tor  to  ftand 
laughing  behind  the  fcenes,  and  interrupt  your  re- 
hparfal  \ 

Med.  O,  Sir,  he  ought  to  be  there,  he's  a  laugh- 
ing in  his  (leeve  at  the  patriots  i  he's  a  very  confider- 
abk  charadler — and  has  much  to  do  by  and  by. 

Sour. 
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Sour.  Methinks  the  audience  fhou'd  know  thatj 
or  perhaps  they  may  miilake  him  as  I  did,  and  hils 
him. 

Med.  If  they  fhould,  he  is  a  pure  impudent  fel- 
low, and  can  ftand  the  hifles  of  them  all  j  I  chofe 
him  particularly  for  the  part — Go  on.  Patriots. 

ift  Patr.  Gentlemen,  I  think  this  our  ifland  of 
Corfica  is  in  an  ill  ftate,  I  do  not  fay  we  are  adlually 
in  war,  for  that  we  are  not;  but  however  we  are 
threatened  with  it  daily,  and  why  may  not  the  ap- 
prehenfion  of  a  war,  like  other  evils,  be  worfe  than 
the  evil  itfelf  j  for  my  part,  this  I  will  fay,  this  I  will 
venture  to  fay.  That,  let  what  will  happen,  I  will 
drink  a  health  to  peace. 

Med.  This  gentleman  is  the  noify  patriot,  who 
drinks  and  roars  for  his  country,  and  never  docs 
cither  {>ood  or  harm  in  it — The  next  is  the  cautious 
patriot. 

2d  Patr.  Sir,  give  me  your  hand  j  there's  truth 
in  what  you  fay,  and  I  will  pledge  you  with  all  my 
foul,  but  remember,  it  is  all  under  the  role. 

3d  Patr.  Look'e,  Gentlemen,  my  ihop  is  my 
country,  I  always  mcafure  the  profperity  of  the  latter 
by  that  of  the  former.  My  country  is  either  richer 
or  poorer,  in  my  opinion,  as  my  trade  rifcs  or  falls  i 
therefore,  Sir,  I  cannot  agree  with  you  that  a  war 
wou'd  be  differviceable  :  on  the  contrary,  I  think 
it  the  only  way  to  make  my  country  flourifli ;  for  as 
I  am  a  fword-cutlcr,  it  would  make  my  Ihop  flourifn, 
\o  here's  to  war. 

Med.  This  is  the  felf-interefted  patriot,  and  now 

you  lliall  hear  the  fourth  and  lafl  kind,  which  is  the 

indolent  patriot,  one  who  acts  as  I  have  feen  a  pru- 

'    dent  man  in  company,  fall  afleep  at  the  beginning 

of  a  fray,  and  never  wake  'till  the  end  on't. 

4th  Patr.  [IVakin^.']  Plere's  to  peace  or  war,  I 
do.  not  care  which. 

Sour.  So  this  gentleman  being  neutral,  peace  has 
it  two  to, one. 

Med, 
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Med.  Perhaps  neither  fhall  have  it,  perhaps  I  have 
found  a  way  to  reconcile  both  parries :  But  go  on. 

I  ft  Patr.  Can  any  one>  who  is  a  friend  to  Cor- 
fica,  wi(h  for  war,  in  our  prefent  circumftances  ? — 
I  defire  to  afk  you  all  one  queftion,  are  wc 
pot  a  fet  of  miferable  poor  dogs  ? 

Omnes.  Ay,  ay. 

3d  Patr.  That  we  are  fure  enough  -,  that  no  bod^ 
will  deny. 

Enier  QJJIDAM. 

Quid.  Yes,  Sir,  I  deny  it.  [Jlljlart.]  Nay,  Gentle- 
men, let  me  notdifturbyou,Ibegyouwillall  fitdovvn, 
I  am  come  to  drink  a  glafs  with  you — Can  Corfica  be 
poor  while  there  is  this  in  it  ?  [Lays  a  Purfe  on  the 
'Table.']  Nay,  be  not  afraid  of  it.  Gentlemen,  it  is 
honeft  gold  I  adure  you  ;  you  are  a  fet  of  poor  dogs, 
you  agree  J  1  fay  you  are  nor,  for  this  is  all  yours—* 
there,  \_Poiirs  it  on  the  Talk]  take  it  among  you. 

I  ft  Patr.  And  what  are  we  to  do  for  it  ? 

Quid.  Only  fay  you  are  rich,  that's  all. 

Omnes.  Oh,  if  that  be  all ! 

{They  fnatcb  up  the  Money. 

Quid.  Well,  Sir,  what  is  your  opinion  now?  tell 
me  freely. 

I  ft  Patr.  I  will ~a  man  may  be  in  the  wrong 

through  ignorance,  but.he's  a  rafcal  who  fpeaks  with 

open  eyes  againft  his^confcjence- 1  own  I  thought 

"^A^e  were  poors  but.  Sir,  you  have  convinc'd  me  that 
we  are  rich. 

Omnes.  We  are  all  convinc'd. 

Quid.  Then  you  are  all  honeft  fellows,  and  here 
is  to  your  healths ;  and  fince  the  bottle  is  our,  hang 
torrow,  caft  away  care,  e'en  take  a  dance,  and  I  will 
play  you  a  tune  on  the  fiddle. 

Omnes.  Agreed. 

ift  Patr.  Strike  up  when  you  will,  we  are  ready 
\o  attend  your  motions.  [Dance  here -y  Quidam 

dances  out,  and  they  ail  dance  after  him. 

Med, 
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Med.  Perhaps  there  may  be  fomething  intended 
by  this  dance  which  you  don't  take. 

Sour.  Ay,  what  prithee  ? 

Med.  Sir,  every  one  of  thefe  patriots  have  a  hole 
in  their  pockets,  as  Mr.  Quidam  the  fiddler  there 
knows  J  fo  that  he  intends  to  make  them  dance  'till 
all  the  money  is  fall'n  through,  which  he  will  pick 
up  again,  and  fo  not  lofe  one  halfpenny  by  his  ge- 
nerofity  J  fo  far  from  it,  that  he  will  get  his  wine  for 
nothing,  and  the  poor  people,  alas !  out  of  their  own 
pockets,  pay  the  whole  reckoning.  This,  Sir,  I  think 
is  a  very  pretty  Pantomime  trick,  and  an  ingenious 
burlefque  on  all  the  fourberies  which  the  great  Lun 
has  exhibited  in  all  his  entertainments :  And  fo  ends 
my  phiy,  my  farce,  or  what  you  pleafe  to  call  it;  — 
may  I  hope  it  has  your  Lordfhip's  approbation  ? 

Lord  Dap.  Very  pretty,  indeed,  it's  very  pretty. 

Med.  Then,  my  Lord,  I  hope  I  (hall  have  your 
encouragement ;  for  things  in  this  town  do  not  always 
fucceed  according  to  their  merit  j  there  is  a  vogue, 
my  Lord,  which  if  you  will  bring  me  into,  you  will 
lay  a  lafting  obligation  on  me:  and  you,  Mr,  Sour- 
\yit,  I  hope,  will  ierve  me  among  the  criticks,  that  I 
may  have  no  elaborate  treatife  writ  to  prove  that  a 
farce  of  three  afts  is  not  a  regular  play  of  Five.  Late- 
ly, to  you.  Gentlemen,  whom  I  have  not  the  honour 
to  know,  who  have  pleas'd  to  grace  my  rehearlalj 
and  you,  Ladies,  whether  you  be  Shakefpeare's  La- 
dies, or  Beaumont  and  Fletcher's  Ladies,  I  hope  you 
will  make  allowances  for  a  rehearfal. 

And  kindly  all  report  us  to  the  town  ;  "] 

Ko  borrow'd,  nor  no  liol'n  goods  we've  fnown,      r- 
U  witty,  or  if  dull,  our  play's  our  own,  J 
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(The  Mufick-bell  rings.) 

Enier  the  AUTHOR  in  a  hurry,    ^  C R I  T I  C  K 

following. 

Author. 

HOLD,  hold,  Mr.  Chetwood ;  don't  ring 
for  the  overture  yet,  the  Devil  is  net  dreffed. 
He  has  but  jufl:  put  on  his  cloven  foot. 

Crit,  Well,  Sir,  how  do  you  fmd  yourfelf  ?  In 
what  ftate  are  your  Jpirits  ? 

AuTH.  Oh  1  never  better.  If  the  audience  are 
but  in  half  fo  good  a  humour,  I  warrant  for  the 
fuccefs  of  my  farce. 

Crit.  I  wiih  it  may  fucceed  ;  but  as  it  is  built 
(you  fay)  on  fo  ancient  a  ftory  as  that  of  Orpheus 
and  Eurydice,  I  fear  fome  part  of  the  audience  may 
not  be  acquainted  with  it.  Would  it  not  have  been 
advifeable  to  have  writ  a  fheet  or  two  by  a  friend,  ad- 
dreffed  to  the  fpeifcators  of  Eurydice,  and  let  them 
a  little  into  the  matter  ? 

AuTH.  No,  no ;  any  man  m^ay  knov/  as  much  of 
the  ftory  as  myfelf,  only  by  looking  at  the  end  of 
Littleton's  Dictionary,  whence  I  took  it.  Befides, 
Sir,  the  ftory  is  vulgarly  known.  Who  has  noC 
heard  that  Orpheus  went  down  to  the  fhades  after 
his  wife  who  was  dead,  and  fo  enchanted  Proferpine 
with  his  mufick,  that  flie  confentcd  he  fhould  carry 
her  back,  \yith  a  provifo  he  never  turned  to  look 
on  her  in  his  way,  which  he  could  not  refrain  from, 

and  fo  loft  her  ? -Dear   Sir,  every  fchoolboy 

knows  it. 

Crit.  But  for  the  inftrudions  of  thofe  beaus  who 
never  were  at  fchool. 

AuTH. 
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AuTH.  They  may  learn  it  from  thofe  who  have. 
If  you  will  fecure  me  from  the  criticks,  I  don't  fear 
the  beaus, 

Crit.  Why,  Sir,  half  the  beaus  are  criticks. 

AuTHi  Ay  !  s'gadj'  I  Ihould  as  foon  have  fufpecfl- 
ed  half  the  Dutchmen  to  be  dancing-mafters.  If  I 
had  known  this,  I  would  have  fpared  them  a  little, 
I  muft  leave  out  the  firit  fcene,  I  believe, 

Crit.  Why  that  i? 

AuTii.  Why,  it  is  a  fcene  between  the  ghofls  of 
two  beaus.  And  if  the  fubftance  of  a  beau  be  fuch 
an  unfubftantial  thing  as  we  fee  it,  what  mud  the 
Ihadow  of  that  fubftance  be  ? 

Crit,  rfa,  ha,  ha  1  Ridiculous. 

AuTH.  Ay,  i  think  fo.  I  think,  we  do  come 
tip  to  the  ridiculous  in  our  farce,  and  that  is  what 
a  farce  ought  to  be,  and  all  it  ought  to  be :  for  as 
your  beaus  fct  up  foi;  criticks,  fo  thefe  criticks  on 
farces  may  fct  up  for  beaus.  But  come,  I  believe 
by  this  the  devil  and  the  ghofls  are  ready^  fo  now, 
Mr.  Chctwood,  you  may  ring  away.  Sir^  if  you 
pleafe  to  fit  down  with  me  between  the  fcencs,  I  fliali 
be  glad  of  your  opinion  of  my  piece. 

{■[keyjil :  the  Overture  is  played.) 

Crit.  Pray,  Sir,  who  are  thefe  two  gentlemen 
that  (land  ready  to  rulli  on  the  Itage  ?  Are  they  the 
two  ghofls  you  mention  ? 

AuTH.  Yes,  Sir,  they  are.  Mr.  Spindle  and  Cap- 
tain Weazel,  the  one  belongs  to  the  court,  the  other 
to  the  army  j  and  they  are  tlie  reprefentatives  of 
their  fevcral  bodies.  You  muft  know  farther,  the 
one  has  been  dead  fome  time,  the  other  but  juft 
departed  :  but  hufli,  they  are  gone  on. 
Enter  Captmn  W  E  A  Z  E  L,  Afr.  S  P  I  N  D  L  E. 

Capt.  Weaz.  Mr.  Spindle,  your  very  humble  fer- 
vant.  You  arc  welcome.  Sir,  on  this  fide  the  river 
Styx.     I  am  glad  to  fee  you  dead,  with  all  my  heart,- 

Mr.  Spin.  Capt.  Weazd,  I  thank  you.  I  hope 
you  are  well. 

Capt. 
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tAPT,  Weaz.  As  well  as  a  dead  man  can  be,  my 
(dear. 

Mr.  Spin.  And  faith  !  that'sbettcr  than  any  liv- 
ing man  can  be,  at  leaft  any  living  beau.  Dead  men 
(they  fay)  feel  no  pain  j  arid  I  am  fure,  we  beans, 
while  alive,  feel  little  elfe:  but  however,  at  laft, 
thanks  to  a  little  fever  and  a  great  doiflor,  I  have 
Ihaken  off  a  bad  conllitution  :  and  now  I  intend  to 
take  one  dear  fwin^  of  .raking,  drinking,  whoring,  and 
playing  the  devil,  as  I  have  done  in  the  other  world. 

Capt.  Weaz.  I  fuppofe  then  you  think  this  world 
exactly  like  that  you  have  left  ? 

Mr.  Spin.  Why,  you  have  whores  here,  have  you 
not  ? 

Capt.  Ws az.  Oh,  in  abundance, 

Mr.  Spin.  Give  me  a  bufs  for  that,  my  dear.  And 
fome  of  our  acquaintance,  fine  ladies,  are  there  not  ? 

Capt.  Weaz.   Ay,  fcarce  any  other, 
.  Mr.  SPm.  Thou  dear  dog!  Well,  and  how  dofb 
thou  lead  thy  life,  thy  death,  I  Ihould  fay,   among 
'em  ? 

.  Capt.  Weaz.  Faith !  Jack,  even  as  I  led  my 
life  between  cards,  dice,  mufick,  taverns,  v/enches, 
inafquerades. 

Mr.  Spin.  Mafquerades !  Have  you  thofe  top  ? 

Capt.  Weaz.  Thofe !  Ay,  they  were  borrow'd 
henee. 

Mr;  Spin.  What  a  delicious  place  this  hell  is  I 

Capt.  Weaz.  Sir,  it  is  the  only  place  a  fine  gen- 
tleman ought  to  be  in. 

Mr.  Spin.  How  it  was  mifreprefented  to  us  in  the- 
other  world! 

Capt.  Weaz.  Pfliaw  !  that  hell  did  not  belong  to 
our  religion  J  for  you  and  J,  Jack,  you  know,  and 
moft  of  our  acquaintance,  were  always  heathens. 

Mr.  Spin,  Well,  but  what  a  fort  of  fellow  is  the 
old  gentleman^  the  devil,  hey? 

Capt.  Weaz.  Is  he  ?  Why  a  very  pretty  fort  of 
a  gentleman,  a  very  fine  gentleman  -,  but,  my  dear. 

Vol.  Ill,  A  a  vou 
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you  have  feen  him  five  hundred  times  already.  The 
moment  1  faw  him  here,  1  remembered  to  have 
feen  him  (huffle  cards  at  White's  and  George's;  to 
have  met  him  often  on  the  Exchange,  and  in  the 
Alley,  and  never  miffed  him  in  or  about  Weftmin- 
Iter-hall.     I  will  introduce  you  to  him. 

Mr.  Spin.  Ay,  do.  And  tell  him  1  was  hanged, 
that  will  recommend  me  to  him. 

Capt.  Weaz.  No,  hanged,  no  ;  then  he  will  take 
you  for  a  poor  rogue,  a  fort  of  people  he  abomi- 
nates fo,  that  there  are  fcarce  any  of  them  here. 
No,  if  you  would  recommend  yourfelf  to  him,  tell 
him  you  deferved  to  be  hanged,  and  was  too  greac 
for  the  law. 

Mr.  Spin.  Won't  he  find  me  out  ? 

Capt.  Weaz.  If  he  does,  nothing  pleafes  him  fo- 
much  as  lying:  for  v/hich  rcafon,  he  is  fo  fond  of  no 
fort  of  people  as  the  lawyers. 

Mr.  Spin'.  Methinks,  he  might,  for  the  fame 
reafon,  be  fond  of  us  courtiers  too. 

Capt.  Weaz.  Sir,  we  have  no  caufe  to  complain 
of  our  reception. 

Mr.  Spin.  But  have  you  no  news  here,  Jack? 

Caft-  Weaz.  Yes,  truly  we  have  fome,  and  pretty 
remarkable  news  too.  Here  is  a  man  come  hither 
after  his  wife. 

Mr.  Spin.  What !  to  defire  the  devil  to  take  great 
care  of  her,  that  (he  may  not  come  back  again  ? 

Capt.  Weaz.  No,  really,  to  defire  her  back 
again  j  and  'tis  thought  he  will  obtain  his  reanelh 

Mr.  Spin.  Ayj  he  mufl  be  a  hard-hcyrted  devil 
indeed,  to  deny  a  man  fuch  a  requell:  as  that. 

Capt.  Weaz.  Did  you  never  hear  of  him  in  tlie 
other  world  ?  he  is  a  very  fine  finger,  and  his  name 
is  Orpheus. 

Mr.  Spin-  Oy  ay!  he's  an  Italian.  Signior  Or- 
pheo— I  have  heard  him  fing  in  the  opera  in  Icaly. 
1  fuppofe,  when  he  goes  back  again  they  will  have 
him  in  England.     But  who  have  we  here  ? 

C  w  r. 
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Capt.  Weaz.  This  is  the  woman  I  fpoke  of,  Ma- 
dam Eurydice. 

Mr.  Spin.  Faith  !  fhe  is  handfome,  and  if  fhe  had 
been  any  body's  wife  but  my  own,  I  would  have 
come  hither  for  her  with  all  my  heart. 

AuTH.  That  fentiment  completes  the  charafler  of 
my  courtier,  who  is  fo  complaifant,  that  he  fins 
only  to  comply  with  the  mode  j  and  goes  to  the  de- 
vil, not  out  of  any  inclination,  but  becaufe  it  is  tlie 
fafliion.  Now  for  Madam  Eurydice,  who  is  the  fine 
lady  of  my  play :  And  a  fine  lady  (he  is,  or  I  am 
miltaken. 

Enfer  EVRY DICE. 

Eur.  Capt.  Weazel,  your  very  humble  fervant. 

Capt.  Weaz.  Your  fervant.  Lady  fair.  A  gen- 
tleman of  my  acquaintance,  defires  the  honour  of 
kifling  your  hands. 

Eur.  Any  gentleman  of  your  acquaintance.  From 
England,  I  prefume. 

Mr.  Spin.  Juft  arrived  thence^  Madam. 

Eur.  You  have  not  been  at  court  yet.  Sir,  I  fup- 
pofe.  You  will  meet  with  a  very  hearty  welcome 
from  his  majefty.  He  has  a  particular  kindnefs  for 
people  of  your  nation. 

Mr.  Spin.  1  hope.  Madam,  we  fhall  always  de- 
ferve  it. 

Capt.  Weaz.  But  I  hope  the  news  is  not  true, 
that  we  are  to  lofe  you.  Madam  Eurydice  ? 

Eur.  How  can  you  doubt  it,  when  my  hufband 
is  come  after  me  ?  Do  you  think  Pluto  can  refufe 
me,  or  that  I  can  refufe  to  go  back  with  a  hufband 
who  came  hither  for  me  ? 

Mr.  Spin.  Faith  I  I  don't  know  ',  but  if  a  hufbaqd 
was  to  go  back  to  the  other  world  after  his  wife, 
I  believe,  he  would  fcarce  perfuade  her  to  come  hi- 
ther with  him. 

Eur.  Oh  but.  Sir,  this  place  alters  us  much  for 
the  better.  Women  are  quite  different  creatures 
after  they  have  been  here  fome  time, 

A  a  2  Capt. 
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Capt.  Weaz.  And  fo  you  will  go  ? 

Eur.  It  is  not  in  my  power.  You  know  icispo- 
litively  againft  the  law  of  the  realm.  In  defiring^to 
go,  I  difcharge  the  duty  of  a  wife.  And  if  the  de- 
vil won't  let  me,  I  can't  help  it. 

Capt.  Weaz.  I  am  afraid  of  the  power  of  his 
voice,  I  wifli  he  be  able  to  refift  that  charm  ;  and 
f  fancy,  if  you  was  to  confcfs  ingenuoufly,  it  is  his 
voice  that  charms  you  to  go  back  again. 

Ei'R.  Indeed,  Sir,  you  are  miftaken.  I  do  not 
think  the  merit  of  a  man,  like  that  of  a  nightingale, 
lies  in  his  throat.  It  is  true,  he  has  a  fine  pipe,  and 
if  you  will  carry  your  friend  to  court  this  morning, 
he  may  hear  him  j  but  though  it  is  pofliblc  my  heart 
may  have  its  weak  fides,  I  folemnly  proteit  no  one 
will  ever  reach  it  through  my  ears. 

Mr.  Spin.  That's  ftrange  :  for  it  is  the  only  way 
to  all  the  ladies  hearts  in  the  other  world. 

ErR.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  I  find  you  beaus  know  jufl;  as 
much  of  a  woman  as  you  ever  tiid.  I3o  you  imagine 
when  a  lady  expires  at  an  opera,  fl^c  thinks  of  the 
fignior  that's  finging  ?  No,  no,  take  miy  word  for  it, 
mufick  puts  fofter  and  better  things  in  her  head. 

AIR   I.     Do  not  afk  mc,  Chanmng  Philli:^, 

JVhen  a  luoman  lies  expiriug 

at  fal,  lal,   lal,  lal,  la. 
Do  yeu  think  her^  Sir^  dejiring' 

Noihing  more  than  ha,  lia,  ha  ! 

\_Exit  between  the  Beaus. 

Crit.  If  you  will  give  mc  leave^  Sir,  I  think  you 
have  not  enough  dilUnguiflicd  the  characler  of  your 
courtier  from  your  foldier.  ' 

AuTH.  What  foldier  !  Have  you  miflaken  my  ar- 
my-beau for  a  foldier  ?  You  might  as  well  take  a 
Temple-beau  for  a  lawyer.  Sir,  d  beau  is  a  beau 
ftili,  whatever  profeffion  he  belongs  to;  the  bc.tus 
in  all  profeflions  ditfer  in  nothing  but  in  drrfsj  an  I 

thi-reio'-c. 
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therefore.  Sir,  to  diftinguifii  the  characler  of  my  ar- 
my-beau from  my  court- beau,  I  clap  a  cockade  into 
his  har,  and  that  is  all  the  diftin6lion  I  can  make  be- 
tween them But  mum  :  Pluto  is  going  on. 

SCENE,  the  Court  ^/  P  L  U  T  O. 
Enter  PLUTO,  PROSERPINE,  and  ORPHEUS. 

Pluto.  Indeed,  friend  Orpheus,  I  am  concerned 
1  cannot  grant  your  requeft  v^ichout  infringing  the 
laws  of  my  realm.  Aflc  me  any  thing  elfe,  and  be 
certain  of  obtaining:  riches,  power,  or  whatever  is 
in  my  gift.  Indeed,  you  ought  to  be  contented 
with  the  common  fate  of  men.  Confider  you  had 
the  pofTelTion  of  your  wife  fomething  more  than  a 
twelvemonth. 

Pros.  Long  enough,  I  am  fure,  for  any  poor  wo- 
man to  be  confined  within  the  fetters  of  matrimony* 

Pluto.  Is  it  pofTible  that  that  voice,  which  can 
lull  the  cares  of  every  other  afleep,  fliould  not  be 
able  to  afTuJige  thofe  of  your  own  bread  ? 

AuTH.  Now  for  a  talle  of  Recitativo.  My  farce 
is  an  Oglio  of  tid-bits- 

ORPHEUS,  {in  Recitativo.) 

Curji  be  the  cruel  fcijfars  of  the  fates, 

That  fnipt  her  th-'-ead  of  life,  and  curfi  that  la'Vj 

V/hich  noiv  forbids  her  to  jny  arms. 

No  cruel  king,  detain  your  offer  d  wealthy 

And  hang  my  harp  for faken  in  your  realm  : 

For  all  things  ufelefs  are  to  me 

Without  Eurydice. 

A    I    R      IE 

Riches,  can  you  eafe  reftote, 
Jiiches  make  me  wifh  the  more 
The  -prffeffiGn  of  my  fweet, 
^if  bejtcw  them  at  her  feet. 
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2. 

IF  hat  Relief  infoftefi  lays 
IFarblitig  all  my  charmer's  praife. 
Bidding  fiercer  pajjlon  r//2% 
teaching  languiJJj.  to  my  eyes, 

3- 

^hen  can  wealth  and  mufick  pleafcy 
When  my  charmer  /miles  at  thefe  \ 
But  left  envy  thefe  bemoany 
Give  7}!e,  give  me  her  alone, 

Pluto,    (in   raptures,)   O  caro,  caro. (What 

fhall  I  do  ?  If  I  hear  another  fong  I  am  vanquiflied, 
Should  he  defire  thee,  iny  dear,  I  could  hardly  deny 
him.)  [^/Ifide  to  Proferpine. 

Pros.  That  may  pofiibly  be,  my  dear  (and  I 
wifh  he  would  with  all  my  heart).  [JJide^ 

Pluto.  Confider,  Child,  there  is  no  danger  in  the 
precedent:  for  as  he  is  the  firft  man  who  ever  de- 
fired  to  have  his  wife  again,  it  is  poITible  he  may  be 
the  laft. 

1  Ros.  I  own  the  requeft  odd  enough]  nor  do  I 
know  any  miracle  that  would  equal  it,  unlefs  fhe 
fhould  confent  to  go  along  with  him,  which  I  much 
queftion  :  for  I  don't  remember  to  have  ever  heard 
her  mention  her  hiifband's  name  'till  his  arrival  here. 
And  though  you  may  mike  free  with  your  own  laws, 
and  your  own  people,  I  hope,  Mr.  Pluto,  you  will 
not  ufurp  any  authority  over  mine.  By  Styx,  if 
you  give  one  dead  wife  back  again  to  her  hufband 
againft  her  will,  I  wiU  make  hell  too  hot  to  hold  you. 

Pluto.  Do  not  be  in  a  palTion,  my  dear. 

Pros.  My  dear,  I  will  be  in  a  pafTion.  Shall  you 
priifcribe  to  me  what  to  be  in  ? 

Plt  TO.  You  need  not  fear  the  lofs  of  your  fub- 
jtCtt :  il\o'  you  fnould  promife  to  return  every  wife 
that  was  afked. 

Pros,  How,  Sir !  have  I  not  feyeral  widows, 
■whofe  jointures  died   with  them  3  whofe  huibands 

would 
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v/ould  not  only  afk,  but  walk  hither  barefoot  to  get 
them  again  ?  But  you  are  always  defpifing  my  fub- 
jefls.  I  am  fure  no  goddefs  of  quality  was  ever  ufed 
as  I  am.  It  would  never  be  believed  upon  earth, 
that  the  devil  is  a  worfe  hufband  than  any  there. 

AuTH.  Confidering  where  the  fcene  lies,  1  think 
thefe  fentiments  are  not  mal-d  propos. 

Enter  EURYDICE,  WEAZEL,  SPINDLE. 
WEAZEL  introduces  SPINDLE  to  PLUTO 
and  PROSERPINE,  EURYDICE  goes  to 
ORPHEUS. 

ORPHEUS  (Recitatho.) 

Oh  my  Eurydice  !  the  cruel  kingy 
Still  obdurate,  refufes  to  my  arms 
^be  repojjejjion  of  my  love, 

EURYDICE  (Redtativo.) 

Unkind  Fate,  j 

So  feon  to  put  an  end  to  all  our  joys ! 
And  barbarous  law  of  Erebus 
^hat  will  not  reinjlate  us  in  our  blifs. 

Or  ph.  A7id  muji  you  flay  ? 

EuR.  And  muji  you  go  ? 

Orph.  Oh  no! 

EuR.  Yisfo. 

Orph.  Oh  no  / 

Eur.  'Tisfi, 

Crit.  Why  does  ^.urydice  fpeak  in  recitative  ? 

AvTH.  Out  of  complaifance  to  her  hufband.  As 
you  will  find  her  behave  through  my  whole  piece, 
like  a  very  polite  and  well-bred  lady, — I  intend  this 
couple  as  a  contrail  to  the  devil  and  his  wife. 

A    I    R      III, 

Orph.  Farewell,  ye  groves  and  inountains^ 
Te  once  delightful  fount  ainst 

A  a  4  JVber^ 
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Where  my  charmer  uSd  to.ftray^ 
Where  in  gentle  a-mrous  play^ 

Wanton^  willing^ 

Btirningy  hillings 
Ever  cheerful  ever  gay, 
IVe  havejpent  the  fmnmer-day^ 

2. 

Where  herds  forgot  their  hiring^ 
Aid  trees  forgot  their  hloxving^''- 
'Joiyung  with  the  fleecy  flocks. 
And  the  hard  and  maffy  roxks^ 

All  came  fraucingy 

Sklppirig,  dancing : 
2^ot  the  magic k  of  my  fcng 
But  thy  eyes  drezv  all  along, 

Pluto.  I  am  conquer'd  j  by  Styx,  you  Ihall  have 
her  back.  Take  my  wife  too  j  take  every  thing  j 
another  fong,  and  take  my  crown.  ' 

Pros.  Hold,  hold,  not  fo  generous,  good  king 
Pluco.  If  the  young  lady  pleafes  to  return  with 
her  hufband.   as  you  have  fworn  by  Styx,  flie  may. 

AuTH.  There,  Sir,  there.  I  have  carried  the 
power  of  mufick  beyond  Orpheus,  Amphion,  and  all 
of  them  }  I  have  made  it  infpire  a  man  to  get  the 
better  of  his  wife. 

Pros.  But  I  infift  on  her  confent  being  afked. 

Spind.  [to  Wea7^.']  I  find  in  hell  the  gF€y  mare  is 
the  bttcer  horfe.     -       -      ■ 

•    Weaz.  Yes,  faith!  Jack,  and  no  where  clfe^  I 
believe. 

'    Or  PH.  Ihanks  mofi  infernal  majefly ', 
I  afk  no  greater  boon. 

Eur.  You  may  depend  too  fu rely  on  your  Eury- 
dice,  to  doubt  her  confent  to  whatever  would  make 
you  hapoy.  But — it  is  a  long  way  from  hence  to 
the  other  world  ;  and  you  know  by  experience,  my 
dear,  I  am  an  exceeding  bad  traveller. 

Oil  PH.  I'll  carry  you  on  my  fhoulders. 

»   •      .  .        .  Eur, 
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Eur.  O,  dear  creature  !  your  fhoulders  would 
fail!  indeed,  they  would.  And  if  I  fliould  be  takea 
Tick  on  the  road,  what  fhould  I  do  ?  Indeed,  in  this 
world,  I  might  make  a  tolerable  fhift  j  but  on  the 
other  fide  the  river  Styx,  if  I  was  fainting,  no  pulj- 
lick-hbufe  dare  fell  me  a  dram.. 

Orph.  I  will  buy  two  gallons,  and  carry  thenr) 
with  me, 

Eur.  Life,  childj  is  fo  very  uncertain,  that  who 
knows  but  as'foon  as  I  am  got  hence,  I  may  be  fum- 
mbried  back  the  next  day  j  and  confider  what  an 
intolerable  fatigue  two  fuch  journies  taken  together 
would  be. 

Qrph.  Is  it  not  ajour^iey  whichi  have  undertaken 
for  you  ? 

Eur.  O  you  great  creature^  you  !  You  are  a  man, 
and  I  am  a  poor  weak  woman.  I  hope  you  don'c 
compare  your  ftrengch  with  mine.  Befides,  if  I  was 
able  to  go^  it  is  really  fo  much  better  ro  be  here  than 
to  be  married,  that   I  mull  be  mighty  filly  to  think 

of  returning. Indeed,  dear  Orphy^  I  ihoijld  be 

alham.ed  to  Ihew  my  face  after  it. 

AIR      IV. 

Ob  Lud!  IJhould  be  quite  ajhrm'dy      , 
'  My  former  friends  to  fee  I 
In  an  aff^mbly  if  F^n  nam'd^ 
they'd  -poinfand  cry  that's  fhe. 

From  hufhands  ivhen  'tis  thought  fo  fins 

For  wives  to  run'azvip.y, 
Should  I  return  a^ain  with  mine^ 
■  ■  What  can  the  world  all  foyt 

Orph.  Can  you  go  th.en  ?  will  you  refufe  me  ? 

Eur.  My  dear,  you  knjjw  I  always  hated  to  refufe 
you  \o  much,  that  I  hated  you  Ihould  afk  me  any 
thing  ;  if  it  was  reafonable,  I  fliould  do  it  of  my  own 
accord:  but  \  never  will  be  perfuaded  out  of  my 
reafon, 

A  I  R 
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A   I   R     V. 

Orph.  That  marriage  is  a  great  evil. 

Who'll  ever  difpute  more  in  life^ 
When  they  hear  Vve  prevailed  on  the  deviU 
And  cannot  prevail  on  my  wife^  poor  man  ! 
And  cannot  prevail  on  my  zvife. 
Eur.    But  iz-hen  ihofe  who  hear  your  fad  ditty ^ 
Shall  the  date  of  your  wedding  explore, 
J)o  you  think  jnen  a  hufhand  will  pity, 

iVho  fhould  have  known  better  before,  poof 

man! 
Who  fhould  have  known  better  before  ? 

Pluto.  The  doom  is  fix'd,  I  afk  your  pardon,  my 
dear,  (to  Prof.)  but  I  fvvore  by  Styx  before  I  thought 
of  it,  that  (he  fhould  go. 

Pros.  Ay,  you  are  always  fwearing  before  you 
think  of  it :  However,  Eurydice,  fince  that's  the 
cafe,  the  oath  mufl:  be  kept.  But  I  can  add  a  claufe 
to  the  bill,  if  he  looks  back  on  you  once  in  the  way, 
you  (hall  return,  and  that  I  fwear  by  Styx.   - 

Pluto.  Do  you  hear,  Sir,  what  my  wife  fays? 

Mr.  Spin,  (to  Weaz.)  This  river  Styx  feems  a 
pretty  way  of  ending  controverfies  between  man  and 
wife.    It  is  pity  the  Thames  had  not  the  fame  virtue, 

Orph.  Thanks,  moft  diabolical  majefly,  for  your 
infernal  kindnefs. 

Pluto.  I  hope  you  will  take  care,  and  not  forfeit 
the  advantage  of  this  favour  I  have  granted  you. 

Pros.  Which  1  have  granted,  if  you  pleafe.  Sir. 

Pluto.  Ay,  which  my  wife  has  granted. 

Capt  Weaz.  (to  Spin.)  You  fee  how  ill  people 
exprefs  themfclves,  when  they  call  a  bad  hufband  the 
devil  of  a  hulband. 

Eur.  I  thank  your  majefty.  Madam,  for  yourin- 
terpofition  in  my  behalf,  and  if  I  did  not  improve  it, 
I  fliould  be  unworthy  of  your  royal  favour. 

Pros,  1  doubt  not  but  you  have  been  here  long 
enough  to  learn  to  outwit  your  hufband. 

Eur. 
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Eur.  Few  women,  Madam,  need  come  hither  to 
iearn  that  art. 

Pros.  I  am  glad  they  behave  fo  well. Dear 

Eurydice,  I  wifh  you  a  good  journey  with  all  my 
heart,  and  hope  to  fee  you  foon  again. 

Eur.  The  firfl  moment  it  is  in  my  power,  I  afTure 
your  Majefty. 

Pluto.  Friend  Orpheus,  farewel,  I  give  rhce  thy 
wife  with  greater  pleafure,  fince  I  hope,  as  thou  halt 
come  hither  now  to  get  her,  thou  wilt  return  hither 
fliortly  to  get  rid  of  her. 

[Exeiwf  Pluto,  Prof.  Capt,  Weaz.  ^/;^Spin. 

Eur.  Well,  Sirj  and  fo  I  mud  take  a  trip  with 
you  to  the  other  world.  How  was  it  pofTible,  you 
could  come  hither  to  fetch  me  back  when  I  was 
dead,  who  had  fo  often  wifhed  me  here,  while  alive  f 

Orph.  Thofe  were  only  the  fudden  blafts  of  paf- 
fion.  Befides,  as  is  the  common  fate  of  mortals,  I 
never  knew  my  happinefs  'till  I  loft  it. 

Eur  .  And  was  you  then  really  concern'd  for  me  ? 

Orph.  Yes,  my  dear,  and  J  think  you  was  fo  for 
me  j  your  tears  at  our  parting,  gave  me  fufficient 
alTurance. 

Eur,  Ha,  ha,  ha!  I  was  afraid  of  dying,  child, 
that  was  all.  Upon  my  word,  my  dear,  parting 
with  thee  was  all  the  little  comfort  I  had. 

Orph.  Did  you  defire  it  then  ? 

Eur.  Moft  heartily,  upon  my  word.  I  feldom 
prayed  for  any  thing  elfe. 

Orph.  Why,  did  we  not  live  comfortably  toge- 
ther? 

Eur.  O  very  comfortably  !  Did  you  not  leave  me 
to  run  after  the  golden  fleece  ? 

Orph.  Nay,  if  you  come  to  that,  did  you  not 
run  away  from  me,  and  ftay  at  Thebes  by  yourfclf 
a  whole  winter? 

Eur.  And  did  not  you  keep  a  miftrefs  in  my  ab«- 
fence,  when  you  might  have  come  to  me  ? 

Orph. 
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Orph.  Did  not  you  fpend  in  diverfions  and  play, 
what  fnoUid  have  kept  your  family  ? 

Eur.  And  did  not  you  fpend  on  miftrefles  what 
Ihould  have  kept  your  wife  ? 

Orph.  Was  not  you  alinoft  eternally  in  the  va? 
pours  ? 

Eur.  And  was  not  you  the  occafion  of  my  va- 
pours ?  Did  not  you  kill  my  favourite  monkey, 
becaufe  I  would  not  dance  with  that  rake  Hercules, 
and  the  reft  of  your  brother  Argonauts. 

Orph.  You  have  dined  with  that  rake  Hercule3 
when  I  have  not  been  by,  I  believe  j  and  did  not  you 
crack  oo-^j  of  my  beft  fiddles,  only  becaufe  I  would 
not  dance  with  that  coquette  Mifs  Atalanta,  and  the 
reft  of  your  flirts. 

Eur.  You  have  danced  with  h^r  in  private,  I 
fancy}  and  I  would  break  your  fiddle  again.  Sir, 
on  the  fame  occafion. 

Orph.  And  I  would  fee  you  and  your  monkey  at 
the  devil,  if  you  affronted  my  friends, 

Eur.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  Then  you  would  come  after 
nie  again,  as  you  have  nowj  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Orph.  Nay,  do  not  laugh  fo  immoderately. 

Eur.  How  can  I  avoid  it,  at  this  comfortable 
ilate  of  life  which  you  are  fo  fond  of,  as  to  defire 
over  again  ? 

Orph.  But  experience  might  teach  us  to  amqnd 
our  faults  for  the  future. 

Eur.  Experience  rather  ought  to  teach  us  the  irn- 
pofiibility  of  fuch  an  amendment :  for  if  we  could 
have  learnt  i'o,  we  might  have  learnt  from  the  ex- 
amples of  others,  whicn  we  were  lirfl  married,  and 
from  our  own  in  a  fhort  time  j  but  I  never  perceivecl 
any  better  ciTeCt  from  the  remembrance  of  a  paft 
iquarrei,  than  the  working  up  a  new  one.  Could  ex- 
perience cure  folly,  men  would  not  want  that  cure 
very  early  in  life. 

A  I  R 
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AIR      VI. 

If  men  frcm  e'^perience  a  lejfon  could  reap. 

To  fiy  from  the  Jolly  they'd  f sen. 
What  madman  at  forty  a  mijirefs  ivould  keep. 

What  "juoman  isjfAild  love  at  eighteen! 

What  woman,  &c. 

T'he  levees  of  Jlatefmen  and  courts  of  the  law. 

Boys  only  ivculd  haunt  very  foon  ; 
And  all  married  broils  to  conclufion  would  draw. 

At  the  end  of  the  fweet  honey-moon. 

At  the  end,  &c. 

So  if  you  have  a  mind  to  improve  and  profit  by  your 
own  experience,  e'en  look  back  at  the  third  ilep,  and 
return  (ingle  as  you  came. 

Orph.No,  I  will  be  lb  complacent,  that  I  had 
rather  prove  your  hypothefis  than  my  own. 

Eur.  Then,  pray,  fet  out:  in  thofe  lafl:  words  of 
"your's,  matrimony  Teemed  to  begin  jigain  :  for  to  re- 
fufe  his  wife  with  civility,  is  the  true  complacence  of 
a  hufband"  So,  a  good  journey  to  us, 

AIR  VII.     Turn,  O  turn  thee,  deareft  creature, 

'Turn,  0  turn,  dear,  do  not  fy  me  i 

I  could  ever  thus  hold  out : 
Jf  you  lov'd,  you'd  not  deny  me; 

If  you  lov  d,  you'd  look  about. 

[Exit,  j7je  fvUowir^, 

S  C  E  N  E,  The  Banks  cf  the  River  Szyx, 
(They  call  Charon  feveral  tim.es  without.) 

A.UTH.  So  how  Charon  is  out  of  the  way,  and 
the  audience  will  be  put  out  of  humiour. 
~    Crit.    But  pray.    Sir,  why  does    Orpheus    talk 
fomctiaies  in  Recitative,  and  fometimes  out  of  it  ? 

AuTH.  Why,  Sir,  I  do  not  care  to  tire  the  audi- 
ence with  too  much  Recitativo;  I  obferve  they  go 
CO  ileep  at  it  at  an  opera.     Befides,  you  may  give 

yourfclf 


^66  E  U  R  Y  D  I  C  E. 

yourfelf  a  gbod  reafon  why  he  leaves  off  fmging  s 
for  I  think  his  wife  may  very  well  be  fuppofed  to  puc 
him  out  of  tune — Are  you  iatisfied  ? 

Crit*  I  could  afk  another  queflion. Why 

have  you  made  the  devil  henpecked  ? 

AuTH.  Sir,  you  know  where  I  have  laid  the  fcene, 
and  how  could  hell  be  better  reprefented  than  by 
fuppofmg  the  people  under  petticoat-government? 
. But  O  !  Charon  is  come  at  laft. 

Enur  CHARON  and  MACCAHONE. 

Cha.  You,  Mr.  Maccahone,  will  you  pleafe  to  pay 
me  my  fare  r 

Mac*  Ay,  fet  would  I  with  all  my  fhoule  j  but 
honey,  I  did  die  not  worth  a  fixpence,  and  that  I  did 
leave  behind  me. 

Cha*  Sir,  if  you  do  not  pay  me,  I  fhall  carry  you 
back  again* 

Mac.  To  my  own  country  !  Arrah  do,  honey. 
Uboboo  1  what  a  fhoy  it  will  be  to  my  relations,  that 
are  now  finging  an  anthem  called  che  Irifli  Howl  over 
me,  to  fee  me  alive,  when  they  know  that  I  am  dead. 

Cha.  If  you  do  not  pay  your  fare,  I  fliall  carry 
you  to  the  other  fide  of  the  river,  where  you  fhall 
wander  on  the  banks  a  thoufand  years. 

Mac.  Shall  I  ?  what,  where  I  did  fee  half  a  dozen 
gentlemen  walking  alone?  Uboboo!  upon  myflioule^ 
the  laugh  is  coming  upon  my  face. 

Cha.  Prithee,  what  doi\  thou  laugh  at  ? 

Mac.  I  laugh  to  think  how  I  will  bite  you. 

Cha.  What  wilt  thou  do? 

Mac.  Upon  my  fhoule,  I  will  get  a  bridge  and 
fwim  over  upon  it,  and  I  will  fend  upon  the  poft  to 
the  other  world  to  buy  a  bridge,  and  I  know  where 
I  can  buy  one  very  cheap  j  and  when  there  is  a  bridge, 
I  believe  no  onewill  come  into  your  boat  that  can 
go  over  the  water  upon  dry  land. 

Cha.  Here,  take  this  t'ellow  fome  of  you,  and 
ferry  him  back  again,  where  he  fliall  (lay  till  his 

bridge 
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bridge  is  built.  But  whom  have  we  here  ?  I  fup- 
pofe  the  couple  who  are  by  Pluto's  fpecial  order  to 
be  ferry'd  over  to  the  other  fide. 

Enter  ORPHEUS  and  EURYDICE. 

Orph.  If  you  pleafe,  Mr,  Charon,  to  prepare  your 
boat.     I  fuppofe  you  have  received  your  orders. 

Cha.  Mafter,  the  boat  is  juft  gone  over,  it  will 
be  back  again  infl-antly.  I  wifh  you  would  be  fo 
good  in  the  mean  time,  mailer,  to  give  us  one  of 
your  Italian  catches.  * 

Orph.  Why  doll  thou  love  mufick  then,  friend 
Charon  ? 

Cha.  Yes,  fags !  Mafter,  I  do.  It  went  to  my 
heart  t'other  day,  that  I  did  not  dare  ferry  over  Sig- 
nior  Quaverino. 

Orph.  Why  didfl  thou  not  dare? 

Cha,  I  don't  know,  Sirj  judge  Rhadamatithus 
faid  it  was  againft  the  law  :  for  that  no  body  was  to 
come  into  this  country  but  men  and  women  i  and 
that  the  Signior  was  neither  the  one  nor  the  other. 

Orph.  Your  lawyers,  I  fuppofe,  have  flrange 
quirks  here  in  hell. 

Cha.  Nay,  for  that  matter,  they  are  pretty  much 
the  fame  here  as  on  earth. 

Eur.  Help,  help,  I  Ihall  be  drowned,  I  fhali  be 
drowned ! 

Orph.  (turning)  Ha!  Eurydice's  voice ! 

Eur.  O  unlucky  misfortune  !  why  would  you  look 
behind  you,  when  you  knew  the  queen's  command  ? 

Orph.  Thou  wicked  woman,  why  wouidft  ciiou 
tempt  me  ? 

Eur.  How  unreafonable  Is  that,  to  lay  the  blame 
on  me !  Can  I  help  my  fears  ?  You  know  I  was  al- 
ways inclined  to  be  hyftericaV:  but  it  is  like  you,  to 
lay  the  blame  on  me,  when  yoii  know  yourfclf  to 
be  guilty;  when  you  know  you  are  tired  of  me  al- 
ready, and  looked  back  purpofely  to  lofe  nie. 

Orph. 


Orph.  And  dofi:  thou  accufe  me? 
,  Eur.  I  don':  accufe  you,  I  need  not  accufe  you., 
Your  own  wicked  coiifcience  muft  do  it.  Oh  !  had 
you  loved  like  me,  you  could  have  borne  to  have 
gone  a  million  of  miles,  I  am  fure,  I  could  have  gone 
farther,  and  never  once  have  looked  back  upon  you, 
(Pietendin^^  to  try.) 

Orph.  Curd  accident!  but  ftill  we  may  go  on, 
Proferpine  can  never  know  ir. 

EuR.  (fpeakfrig  h-njk)  No,  I  prom i fed  to  return 
the  mca:ent  you  looked  back  j  and  a  woman  of  ho- 
nour muft  keep  her  pfomifc,  the'  it  be  to  leave  hcf 
hufband. 

A    I    R      VIII. 

Fare-ivel^  my  dear^ 
Shtce  fate  fever e 
Has  cut  us  tizice  in  twain. 
Orph.      Say  7tct  farsivel -^ 

ril  back  to  hslh  '  ■] 

Andfing  thee  hack  agaiiii 
Eur.        iVi?,  Orpheus.,  no.,  "'^\ 

T'ciijljail  not  go. 
Orph,      And  mufi  ct*^,  viuji  we  fart  ? 
Eur.         /^'V  mujl  aivayy 
For  if ^y  oil  flay. 

Indeed  Ursjill  break  my  heart. 
Tour  fervant,  dear, 
1  downward  fleer. 
Toil  upward  to  the  light  5 
5"^!^.?  no  more  leave^ 
For  I  mujt  grieve 
^'TillyGu  are  out  of  fight. 

Cha.  Come,  mafter  Orpheus,  never  take  it  to 
heart :  but  e'en  part  as  merrily  as  your  lady  did,  I 
believe  the  devil  would  be  very  glad  to  go  with  you, 
if  he  could  leave  his  v/jfe  behind  him, 

Orpheus, 
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Orpheus  (Recitativo), 

Ungratefuly  harharous  zvoman  ! 
Jjife-rnnl  Stygian  monjter ! 
Hencifcrtb  mankind 
Vll  teach  to  hale  the  f ex. 

AIR      IX. 

If  a  hiijhand  henceforth^  who  has  buried  his  ivife. 
Of  Pluto^  j'equeji  her  again  brought  to  life  : 
Pluto,  grant  his  requeji  as  he  enters  thy  portal^ 

And  Jove  for  his  comfort^ 

And  Jove  for  his  comfort^ 
0  make  her,  0  make  her,  O  make  her  immortal ! 

AuTH.  There,  now  the  audience  mud  flay  a  little, 
while  the  grave  fcene  is  preparing.  Pray,  Mr.  Chet- 
Wood,  haften  things  as  much  as  poflible. 

Crit.  I  lee  Mr.  Orpheus  is  come  to  his  Reciti- 
tivo  again. 

AuTH.  Yes,  Sir,  juft  as  he  lod  his  fenfes.  I  wifli 
our  opera  compolers  could  give  as  good  a  reafon  for 
their  Recitativo. 

Crit.  What,  would  you  have  them  bring  nothing 
but  mad  people  together  into  their  operas  ? 

AuTH.  Sirj  if  they  did  not  bring  abundance  of 
mad  people  together  into  their  operas^  they  v/ould 
not  be  able  to  fubfill  long  at  the  extravagant  prices 
they  do,  nor  their  fingers  to  keep  ufelefs  miftreffes; 
which,  by  the  by,  is  a  very  ingenious  burlefque  oa 
our  tafte. 

Crit.  Ay,  how  fo  ? 

AuTH.  Why,  Sir,  for  an  Englifn  people  to  fup- 
port  an  extravagant  Italian  opera,  of  which  they  un- 
derftand  nor  relifh  neither  the  fenfe  nor  the  found,  is 
certainly  as  ridiculous,  and  jnuch  of  a  piece  with  an 
eunuch's  keeping  a  miftrefs :  nor  do  I  know  whe- 
ther his  ability  is  more  defpifed  by  his  miftrefs,  or 
our  tafte  by  our  fingers. 

Crit.  Hufh,  hufh,  don't  difturb  the  play. 

Vol.  III.  Bb  SCEN^:, 
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SCENE,  Pluto's  Court. 
PLUTO,  WEAZLE,  SPINDLE. 

Pluto.  Well,  Mr.  Spindle,  pray  how  do  you  like 
your  way  of  living  here  ? 

Mr.  Spin.  Upon  my  word,  may  it  pleafe  your 
Majefty,  it  is  fo  very  like  the  life  I  ufed  to  lead^  that 
I  can  fcarce  perceive  any  difference,  unlefs  (I  hope 
your  Majefl:y  will  not  be  oflended)  1  think  you  are 
not  quire  fo  wicked  here,  as  we  ufed  to  be  in  the 
other  world. 

Pluto.  Why  truly,  that  is  what  I  am  afraid  of, 
Mr.  Spindle,  and  that  is  what  I  regret  very  much  : 
but  I  know  no  remedy  for  it  j  for  as  it  is  impofiiblc 
to  make  the  people  here  worfe,  fo  I  believe  it  is  im- 
practicable to  make  them  there  better.  (How  little 
thefc  wretches  know,  that  the  vices  which  were  their 
pleafures  in  the  other  world,  are  their  punifliment 
here  j  and  that  the  moft  vicious  man  need  fcarce  any 
other  punifhment  than  that  of  being  confined  to  his 
vice!)  [////dc. 

AuTH.  There,  Sir!  There  is  morality  for  you  out 
of  the  mouth  of  the  devil,  if  that  be  not  a  fuco  dare 
lucein^  let  another  handle  the  pen  for  me. 

Mr.  Spin.  One  vice  in  particular,  that  we  excel 
you  in,  is  hypocrify. 

Weaz.  It  cannot  be  otherwife :  for  as  his  diabo- 
lical Majcfty  is  known  to  have  fuch  an  antipathy  to 
virtue,  you  may  be  certain,  no  one  here  will  afte6t  it. 

Pluto.  Why  not  ?  I  am  no  enemy  to  the  affcdla- 
tion  of  it  J  and  if  they  were  to  counterfeit  never  fo 
nicely,  they  might  depend  on  it,  I  fiioukl  fee  through 
them.     But,  ha  1  my  wife  and  Eurydice  ! 

ii:«/^r  PROSERPINE  and  EURYDICE. 

Pros.  Ye?,  Sir,  chcr  gentleman  could  not  ftay,  it 
feems,  'till  he  got  home  -,  but  looked  back  on  his 
treafure,  and  fo  forfeited  it. 

Eur.  And  yet,  I  took  all  the  pains  in  my  power 
to  prevent  it,  continually  intreating  him  to  look  for- 
ward, 
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W'Jird,  frightened  out  of  my  wits  every  ftep,  left  he 
Ihoiild  fee  me  by  a  fide-glancej  and  yet  all  would  not 
do  i  he  wouJdj  (fobbing)  he  would  look  back  upon 
me,  and  fo  I  have  loft  him  for  ever. 

Pros.  Be  comforted.  Madam. 

Eur.  It  is  in  your  power  to  comfort  me. 

Pluto.  And,  be  affuredj  it  is  in  my  will. 

Eur.  Then  you  muft  promife  me  never  to  fend 
me  back  :  for,  truly,  there  is  (compofed)  fo  much  paia 
in  partingj  that,  fince  it  muft  happen,  I  am  refolved 
never  to  fee  my  huftand  again,  if  I  can  help  it. 

Pros.  Be  eafy :  for,  by  Styx,  he  never  fliail  fend 
you  back. 

Mr.  Spin.  However,  there  is  fomehypocrify  here, 
I  find.  l^A/ide  to  Weaz, 

Weaz.  Ay,  among  the  women. 

Pros.  Well^  my  dear  Eurydice,  I  am  fo  pleafed  to 
fee  you  returned^  that  I  will  celebrate  a  holiday  in  all 
my  dominions.  Let  Tantalus  drink,  and  take  Ixion 
off  the  wheel.  Let  every  one's  punifhment  be  re- 
mitted a  whole  day.     Do  you  hear,  hufband  ?  what 

are  you  thinking  of? Do  you  take  c^re  and 

fignify  my  pleafure  ? 

Pluto.  I  fliallj  my  dear.  Do  you  hear,  all  of 
you  i  It  is  my  wife's  pleafure  that  you  fhould  all 
keep  holiday. 

Pros.  And  hark'e.  Sir,  I  defire  you  would  wave 
your  wand,  and  conjure  back  fome  of  your  devils  that 
dance  at  the  playhoufes  in  the  other  world. 

PluTo.  My  dear,  I  will  obey  your  commands. 

Pros.  You  fee,  my  dear  Eurydice,  the  manner  in 
which  I  live  with  my  hufband.  He  fettled  one  half 
of  the  government  on  meat  my  marriage,  and  I  have, 
thank  fate,  pretty  well  worked  him  out  of  the  other 
half:  Thus  I  make  myfelf  fome  little  amends  for  his 
immortality. 

Eur.  And  fure  a  wife  ought  to  have  fome  amends 
made  her  for  fuch  a  terrible  circumftance. 

Pluto.  My  dear,  the  dancers  are  come, 

B  b  2  Eur, 
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Eur.  Well,  I  am  quite  charmed  with  your  Ma- 
jefly's  behaviour  to  a  hufband. 

Pros.  And  I  ani  fo  charmed  with  yours,  that  you 
fhail  henceforth  be  my  chief  favourite. 

A  Grand  DANCE. 
CHORUS. 

Eur.      From  leffons  like  thefe 

Ton  may,  if  you  pleafe. 
Good  hujhands,  learn  to  he  civil ; 

For  you  find  Uis  in  vain, 

To  wi^  for  us  again. 
When  once  we  are  gone  to  the  devil. 

Pros.     At  each  little  pet 

Do  not  quarrel  and  fret, 
Md  wijh  your  wives  dead,  for  I  tell  you  y 

If  they  once  touch  this  fJjore, 

Ton  fhall  have  them  no  more, 
Tho'  to  fetch  them  you  fend  Earinello. 

Pluto,  jittend  to  Old  Nick, 

Te  brethren,  that  Jlick 
Like  me  in  Hymen's  faji  fetters. 
If  you'd  lead  quiet  lives. 
Give  way  to  your  wives. 
As  you  fee  mufl  be  done  by  your  betters, 

Chor.    Attend  to  Old  Nick, 

Te  brethren,  that  flick 
Like  him  in  Hymen^s  f aft  fetters. 
If  you'd  lead  quiet  lives. 
Give  way  to  your  wives. 
As  you  fee  mufi  be  dene  by  your  betters- 
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O  R, 

A  WORD  TO  THE  WISE. 


Enter  SPATTER,    SOURWIT,  and  Lcrd 
DAPPER, 

Spatter. 

MY  Lord,    I    am   extremely  obliged  to   you 
for    the    honour   you  fhew   me   in    flaying 
to  the  rehearfal    of  my  Tragedy  :  I  hope 
it  will  pleafe  your  Lordfhip  as  well  as  Mr.  Med- 
ley's Comedy  has,  for  I  affure  you  it  is  ten  tinics  as 
ridiculous. 

Sour.  Is  it  the  merit  of  a  Tragedy,  Mr.  Spatter, 
to  be  ridiculous  ? 

Spat.  Yes,  Sir,  of  fuch  Tragedies  as  mine;  and 
I  think  you,  Mr.  Sourwit,  will  grant  me  this,  thac 
a  Tragedy  had  better  be  ridiculous  than  dull ;  and 
that  there  is  more  merit  in  making  the  audience 
laugh,  than  in  fetting  them  aOeep. 

Lord  Dap.  I  beg,  Sir,  you  would  begin,  or  I 
llian't  get  my  hair  powder'd  before  dinners  for  I 
am  always  four  hours  about  it. 

Sour.  Why,  pr'ythee,  what  is  this  Tragedy  of 
thine  ? 

Spat.  Sir,  it  is  the  damnation  of  Eurydice ;  I 
fancy,  Mr.  Sourwit,  you  will  allow  I  have  chofe 
this  fubjeft  very  cunningly,  for  as  the  town  have 
damn'd  my  play,  for  their  own  fakes,  they  will  not 
damn  the  dam.nation  of  it. 

B  b  4  SovR^ 
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Sour.  Faith,  I  muft  ccnfefs,  there  is  fomething 
of  fingular  inodefty  in  the  inftance. 

Spat.  And  of  lingular  prudence  too  j  what  fig- 
nifies  denying  the  fact  after  fentence,  and  dying 
with  a  lye  in  your  mouth  ?  No,  no,  rather,  like 
a  good  pious  criminal,  rtjoice,  that  in  being  put 
to  Ihame,  you  make  fome  atonement  for  your  fins ; 
and  I  hope  to  do  fo  in  the  following  play,  for  it  is, 
Mr.  Sourv/it,  of  a  moft  inftructive  kind,  and  con- 
veys to  us  a  beautiful  image  of  the  iBftability  of  hu- 
man greatnefs,  and  the  uncertainty  of  friends. 
You  fee  here  the  author  of  a  mighty  hrce  at  the 
very  top  and  pinacle  of  poetical  or  rather  farcical 
greatnefs,  follow'd,  flatter'd,  and  ador'd  by  a  crowd 
of  dependants  :  on  a  fudden,  fortune  changing  the 
fcene,  and  his  farce  being  damn'd,  you  fee  him 
become  the  fcorn  of  his  admirers,  and  deferted  and 
abandon'd  by  all  thole  who  courted  his  favour, 
and  appear'd  the  foremoft  to  uphold  and  proted 
him.     Draw  the  fcene,  and  difcover  Mr.  Pillage. 

\_SceNe  draw  J, 

Sour.  Who  is  he  ? 

Spat.  The  author  of  the  farce. 

Sour.  A  very  odd  nam.e  for  an  author. 

Spat.  Perhaps  you  will  not  remain  long  in  that 
opinion  :  but  filence. 

PiL.  Who'd  willi  to  be  the  author  of  a  fiirce. 
Surrounded  daily  by  a  croud  of  aflor.s, 
Gaping  for  parts,  and  never  to  be  fatisfied? 
Yet,  fay  the  wife,  in  loftier  feats  of  life. 
Solicitation  is  the  chief  reward; 
And  Wolley's  fdfy  that  mighty  minifier. 
In  the  full  height  and  zenith  of  his  power. 
Amid  a  crowd  of  fycophants  and  flaves. 
Was  but  perhaps  the  author  of  a  farce. 
Perhaps  a  damn'd  one  too.     'Tis  all  a  cheat. 
Some  men  play  little  farces,  and  fom^  great.  [Ex:/. 

Spat.  Now  for  the  levee. 

Sour.  Vv'iiofe  leveCj  Sir  ? 

Spat. 
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Spat.  My  poet's,  Sir. 

Sour.  'Sdeath,  Sir,  did  ever  any  mortal  hear  of 
a  poet's  levee  ? 

Spat.  Sir,  my  poet  is  a  very  great  man. 

Sour.  And  pray.  Sir,  of  what  fort  of  people  do 
you  compofe  your  great  man's  levee  ? 

Spat.  Of  his  dependents,  Sir:  pray  of  what  fort 
of  people  are  all  great  men's  levees  compos'd?  I 
have  been  forc'd,  Sir,  to  do  a  fmall  violence  to  hi- 
ftory,  and  make  my  great  man  not  only  a  poet,  but 
a  mafter  of  a  playhoufej  and  fo.  Sir,  his  levee  is 
compos'd  of  adors  foliciting  for  parts,  printers  for 
copies,  boxkeepers,  fcenem.en,  fiddlers,  and  candle- 
fnufFers.  And  now,  Mr.  Sourvvit,  do  ycu  think  I 
could  have  compos'd  his  levee  of  more  proper  com- 
pany ?  Come,  enter,  enter  Gentlemen,  [fhe  Levee 
enter  Si  and  range  them/elves  to  a  ridiculous  tune. 

Enter  PILLAGE. 

ift  Act.  Sir,  you  have  promis'd  me  a  part  a 
long  time  ;  if  you  had  not  intended  to  employ  me, 
it  would  have  been  kind  in  you  to  have  let  me 
know  it,  that  I  might  have  turn'd  myfclf  to  fome 
trade  or  other, 

PiL.  Sir,  one  farce  cannot  find  parts  for  all ;  but 
you  Hiali  be  provided  for  in  time.  You  muft  have 
patience;  I  intend  to  exhibit  feveral  farces,  depend 
on  me  you  fhall  have  a  part. 

ift  Act.  I  humbly  thank  you, 

2d  Act.  Sir,  I  was  to  have  had  a  principal  part 
long  ago, 

PiL.  Speak  to  me  before  the  parts  are  cafi-,  and  I 
will  remember  you  in  my  next  farce  ;  I  fhali  exhibit 
feveral.  I  am  very  glad  to  fee  you,  you  remember 
my  farce  is  to  \To  ^d  J^kr]  come  on  to-day,  and 
will  lend  me  your  hands. 

3d  Act.  Depend  on  me. 

PiL.  And„you,  Sir,  I  hope,  will  clap  heartily. 

^th  Act.  De'el  o'  my  fal,  but  I  will. 

Fit. 
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PiL.  Be  fure  and  get  into  the  houfeasfoon  as  the 
doors  are  open. 

4th  Act.  Fear  me  notj  I  will  but  get  a  bet  of 
denner,  and  I  will  be  the  iirft  in  the  hule — but— 

PiL.  What,  Sir? 

4th  Act.  I  want  money  to  buy  a  pair  of  gloves. 

PiL.  I  will  order  it  you  out  of  the  ofnce. 

4th  Act.  De'el  o'  my  fal,  but  I  will  clap  every 
gud  thing,  'till  I  bring  the  hufe  down. 

PiL.  That  won't  do  :  the  town  of  its  own  accord 
•will  applaud  what  they  like  ;  you  muft  Hand  by  me, 
when  they  diflike — I  don't  defire  any  of  you  to  clap 

tmlefswhen  you  hear  a  hifs let  that  be  your  cue 

for  clapping. 

All.  We'll  obferve. 

5th  Act.  But,  Sir,  I  have  not  money  enough  tQ 
get  into  the  houfe. 

PiL.  I  cannot  difburfe  it. 

5th  Act.  But  I  hope  you  will  remember  your 
promifes.  Sir. 

PiL.  Some  other  time,  you  fee  I  am  bufy 

What  are  your  commands.  Sir  ? 

ill  Print.  I  am  a  printer,  and  defire  to  print 
your  play. 

id  Print.  Sir,  Pli  give  you  the  moH:  money. 

PiL.  [To  2d  Frijiier,  whifpering.']  You  fliall  have 
It — Oh  !  I  am  heartily  glad  10  fee  you.  [Takes  him 
afide.']  You  know  my  farce  comes  on  to-day,  and 
I  have  many  enemies  3  I  hope  you  will  (land  by  me. 

Poet.  Depend  on  me,  never  fear  your  enemiesj^ 
I'll  warrant  we  make  more  noife  than  they. 

PiL.  Thou  art  a  very  honeft  fellow. 

[Shaking  him  by  the  hand. 

Poet.  I  am  always  proud  to  ferve  you. 

PiL.  I  wifh  you  would  let  me  ferve  you,  I  wifli 
you  would  turn  actor,  and  accept  of  a  part  in  fome 
of  my  farces. 

Poet.  No,  I  thank  you,  I  don't  intend  to  come 

upon  the  ilage  myfeif ;  but  I  defire  you  would  \tt 

8  me 
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me  recommend  this  handlbmej  genteel,  young  fel- 
low to  ad  the  part  of  a  fine  <^entleman. 

PiL.  Depend  on  it,  he  fhall  do  the  very  firfl:  I 
bring  on  the  ftage :  I  dare  fwear.  Sir,  his  abilities 
are  fuch  that  the  town  will  be  obliged  to  us  both  for 
producing  them. 

Poet.  I  hope  fo  ;  but  I  muft  take  my  leave  of 
you,  fori  am  to  meet  a  ftrong  party  that  I  have  en- 
gaged for  your  fervice. 

PiL.  Do,  do,  be  fure,  do  clap  heartily. 

Poet,  Fear  not,  I  warrant  we  bring  you  ofF  tri- 
umphant. \_Exeunt, 

PiL.  Then  I  defy  the  town,  if  by  my  friends, 
Againft  their  liking,  I  fupport  my  farce, 
And  fill  my  loaded  pockets  with  their  pence  ; 
Let  after  ages  damn  me  if  they  pleale. 

Sour.  Well,  Sir,  and  pray  what  do  you  princi- 
pally intend  by  this  levee  fcene  ? 

Spat.  Sir,  I  intend  firn:  to  warn  all  future  authors 
from  depending  folely  on  a  party  to  fupport  them 
againft  the  judgment  of  the  town.  Secondly,  fliew- 
ing  that  even  the  author  of  a  farce  may  have  his  at- 
tendants and  dependants ;  I  hope  greater  perfons 
may  learn  to  defpife  them,  which  may  be  a  more  ufe- 
ful  moral  than  you  may  apprehend  ;  for  perhaps  the 
mean  ambition  of  being  worlhipp'd,  flactcr'd,  and 
attended  by  fuch  fellows  as  thefe,  may  have  led  men 
into  the  word  of  fchemes  from  which  they  could 
promife  themfelves  little  more. 

Enter  HONESTUS. 

Hon.  You  fent  me  word  that  you  defir'd  to  fee  me, 
PiL.  I  did,  Honeftus,  for  my  farce  appears 

This  day  upon  the  ftage ^-and  I  intreat 

Your  prefence  in  the  pit,  to  help  t'  applaud  it, 
Hon,  Faith,  Sir,  my  voice  fliall  never  becorrupt. 

If  1  approve  your  farce,__I  will  applaudjt  j 

|f  not^  I'll  hifs  it,  tho'  I  hifs  alone. 

PiL, 
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PiL.  Now,  by  my  foul^  I  hope  to  fee  the  time. 
When  none  fnall  dare  to  hifs  within  the  houfe. 

Hon.  I  rather  hope  to  fee  the  time,  when  none 
Shall  come  prepar'd  to  cenfure  cr  applaud. 
But  merit  always  bear  away  the  prize. 
If  you  have  merit,  take  your  merit's  due; 
If  nor,  why  fliould  a  bungler  in  his  art 
Keep  ofFfome  better  genius  from  the  ftagei 
I  tell  you.  Sir,  the  farce  you  ad  to-night 
I  don't  approve,  nor  will  the  houfe,  unlefs 
Your  friends  by  partiality  prevail. 
Befides,  you  are  mod  impolitick  to  affront 
The  army  in  the  beginning  of  your  piece ; 
Your  facire  is  unjuft,  I  know  no  ghoft 
Of  army-beaus,  unlefs  of  your  own  making. 

Sour.  What  do  you  mean  by  that  ? 

Spat.  Sir,  in  the  farce  of  Eurydice,  a  ghofl.  of  an 
army- beau  was  brought  on  the  flage. 

Sour.  O  !  ay,  I  remember  him. 

PiL.   I  fear  them  not,  I  have  fo  many  friends. 
That  the  majority  will  fure  be  mine. 

Hon.  Curfe  on   this  way  of  carrying  things  by 
friends  j 
This  bar  to  merit  j  by  fuch  unjuft  means, 
A  play's  fuccefs,  or  ill  fuccefs  is  known. 
And  fix'd  before  it  has  been  try'di'  th'  houfe; 
Yet  grant  it  fhou'd  fucceed,  grant,  that  by  chance. 
Or  by  the  whim  and  madnefs  of  the  town, 
A  farce  without  cont  ivance,  without  fenfe. 
Should  run  to  the  afioniiliment  of  mankind  j 
Think  how  you  will  be  read  in  after-times. 
When  friends  are  not,  and  the  impartial  judge 
Shall  with  the  meanefl:  fcribbler  rank  your  namCj 
Who  would  not  r;^ther  wi(b  a  Butler's  fame, 
Ditlrefs'd,  and  poor  in  every  thing  but  merit. 
Than  be  the  blundering  laureat  to  a  coui't  ? 

PiL.  Not  I — On  me,  ye  gods,  bellow  the  pence. 
And  give  your  fame  to  any  fools  you  pleafe. 

Hon.  Your  love  of  pence  fufiiciently  you  fliew. 

By 
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By  ralfing  ftill  your  prices  on  the  town. 

PiL.  The  town  for  their  own  fakes  thofe  prices  pay. 
Which  the  additional  expence  demands. 

Hon.  Then  give  us  a  good  tragedy  for  our  money. 
And  let  not  Harlequin  Hill  pick  our  pockets. 
With  his  low  paltry  tricks,  and  juggling  chears. 
Which  any  fchooJboy,  was  he  on  the  ftage, 

Could  do  as  well  as  he  ' In  former  times, 

Vv^hen  better  aflors  aded  better  plays. 
The  town  paid  lefs. 

PiL,  We  have  more  a6lors  now. 

Hon.  Ay,    many  more,  I'm  certain,    than  you 
need. 
Make  your  additional  expence  apparent, 
Let  it  appear  quite  necefi'ary  too. 
And  then,  perhaps,  they'll  grumble  not  to  pay. ' 

PiL.  What  is  a  manager  whom  the  publick  rule  ? 

Hon.  The  fervant  of  the  publick,  and  no  more  ? 
For  tho'  indeed  you  fee  the  actors  paid. 
Yet  from  the  people's  pockets  come  the  pence. 
They  therefore  fliou'd  decide  what  they  will  pay  for. 

PiL.  If  you  afiift  me  on  this  trial-day. 
You  may  affure  yourfelf  a  dedication. 

Hon.  No  bribe — I  go  impartial  to  your  caufe,  T 
Like  a  juft  critick,  to  give  worth  appl'aufe,  t 

But  damn  you  if  you  write  againfl:  our  laws.  [Ex!l\ 

PiL.  I  wifli  I  cou'd  have  gain'd  one  honelt  man 
Sure  to  my  fide — - — But  fince  the  attempt  is  vain. 
Numbers  muft  ferve  for  worth  y  the  veflel  falls 
With  equal  rapid  fury  and  fuccefs. 
Borne  by  the  fouleft  tide,  as  cleared  flream. 

Enler  VALET  DECHAMBRE. 

Val.  Your  honour's  Mufe 
Is  come  to  wait  upon  you. 

PiL.  Shew  her  in. 
I  guefs  fhe  comes  to  chide  me  for  negleft. 
Since  twice  two  days  have  paft  fince  I  invoked  her. 

Emer 
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Enter  MUSE. 

SouRVvTT,  The  devil  there  havel  This  Is  a  mightf 
pretty  way  the  gentleman  has  found  out  to  infinuate 
his  acquaintance  with  the  Mufes ;  tho',  like  other 
ladies,  I  believe  they  are  often  wrong'd  by  fellows 
who  brag  of  favours  they  never  receiv'd. 

PiL,  Why  wears  my  gentle  Mufe  fo  ftern  a  brow  ? 
"Why  awful  thus  affeds  fhe  to  appear. 
Where  ihe  delighted  to  be  fo  ferene  ? 

Mus.".  And  doft  thou  alk,  thou  traitor^  doll  thou 
alk  I 
Art  thou  not  confciou.'^  of  the  wrongs  I  bear, 
Neglefted,  flighted  for  a  fre(l:rer  Mufe  ? 
I,  whofc  fond  heart  too  eafiiy  did  yield 
My  virgin  joys  and  honour  to  thy  arms. 
And  bore  thee  Pafquin. 

PiL.  Where  will  this  fury  end  ? 

Muse.   Afk  thy  bafe  heart,  whofe  is  Eurydice? 

FiL.  By  all  that's  great,  begotten  on  no  Mufe, 
The  trifling  offspring  of  an  idle  hour. 
When  you  were  abfent,  far  below  your  care. 

Muse.  Can  I  believe  you  had  her  by  no  Mufe  ? 

PiL.  Ay,  by  your  love,  and  more,  by  mine  you 
{hall; 
My  raptur'd  fancy  fhall  again  enjoy  thee; 
Cure  all  thy  jealoufies,  and  cafe  thy  fears. 

Muse.  Wilt  thou  ?  make  ready  then  thy  pen  and 
ink. 

PiL.  O,  they  are  ever  ready;  vv'hen  they  fail, 
May 'ft  thou  forfake  me,  may 'ft  thou  then  infpire 
The  blundering  brain  of  fcribblers,  who  for  hire 
Would  write  away  their  country's  liberties^ 

Muse.  O  name  not  wretches  fo  below  the  Mufe: 
No,  my  dear  Pillage,  fooner  will  I  whet 
The  Ordinary  of  Newgate's  leaden  quill  ; 
Sooner  will  1  indite  the  annual  verfe. 
Which  city  bellmen,  or  court  laurcats  fing; 

Sooner 
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Sooner  with  thee  in  humble  garret  d\Vel], 
And  thou,  or  elfe  thy  Mufe  difchlms  thy  pen, 
Would'ft  fooner  ftarve,  ay,  even  in  prifon  ftarve. 
Than  vindicate  opprefllon  for  thy  bread. 
Or  write  down  liberty  to  gain  thy  own. 

Sour,  Heyday!  methinks  this  merry  tragedy  is 
growing  fublime. 

Spat.  That  laft  is,  indeed,  a  little  our  of  my  pre- 
fent  ftyle  j  it  dropt  from  me  before  I  was  aware  5  talk- 
ing of  liberty  made  me  ferious  in  fpite  of  my  teeth^ 
for  between  you  and  me,  Mr.  Sourwit,  I  think  that 
affair  is  paft  a  jeft  :  but  I  aflc  your  pardon,  you  fhali 
have  no  more  on't. 

PiL.  Come  to  my  arms,  infpire  me  with  fwt^t 
thoughts. 
And  now  thy  infpiration  fires  my  brain  : 
Not  more  I  felt  thy  power,  nor  fiercer  burnt 
My  vig'rous  fancy,  when  thy  biulhing  charms 
Firft  yielded  trembling,  and  infpir'd  my  pen 
To  write  nine  fcenes  with  fpirit  in  one  day. 

Muse.  That  was  a  day  indeed  1 

Sour.  Ay,  faith  1  fo  it  was. 

Muse.  And  does  my  Pillage  write  with  joy  as 
then  ? 
Would  not  a  frefher  fubjecl  charm  his  pen  ? 

PiL.  Let  the  dull  fated  appetite  require 
Variety  to  whet  its  blunted  edge  ; 
The  fubieft  which  has  once  delighted  me 
Shall  (till  delight,  fhall  ever  be  my  choice; 
Come  to  m.y  arms,  thou  mafterpiece  of  nature. 
The  faireft  rofe,  firft  op'ning  to  the  fun. 
Bears  not  thy  beauty,  nor  fends  forth  thy  fweets  ^ 
For  that  once  gather'd,  lofes  all  its  pride. 
Fades  to  the  fight,  and  fickens  to  the  fmell  j 
Thou,  gather'd,  charmed  every  feme  the  more, 
Can'ft  flourifh,  and  be  gather'd  o'er  ana  o'er.  [Exeun:. 

Spat.  There,  they  are  gone  to  write  a  fcene,  and 
the  town  may  expetl  the  fruit  of  it. 

Sour, 
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Sour.  Yes,  I  think  the  town  may  expefl  an  off- 
fpring  indeed. 

Spat.  But  now  my  cataftrophe  is  approaching  3 
change  the  Icene  to  the  outfide  of  the  playhouie,  and 
enter  two  gentlemen. 

Enter  Two  Gentlemen. 

ift  Gent.  Came  you  from  the  houfe  ? 

2d  Gent.  I  did. 

1(1  Gent.  How  wears  the  farce  ? 

2d  Gent.  The  pit  is  cram.m'd,  I  could  not  get 
admifTion, 
But  at  the  door  1  heard  a  mighty  noife. 
It  feein'd  of  approbation,  and  of  laughter. 

I  ft  Gent.  If  laughter,  it  was  fnrely  approbation. 
For  I've  long  ftudied  the  dramatick  art, 
Read  many  volumes,  fcen  a  thoiifand  plays. 
Whence  I've  at  length  found  out  this  certain  truth. 
That  laughs  applaud  a  farce,  and  tears  a  tragedy. 

Sour.  A  very  great  difcovery  indeed,  and  very 
pompoufly  introduced  1 

Spat.  You  fneer,  Mr.  Sourvvit;  but  I  have  feen 
difcovtries  in  life  of  the:  iame  nature,  introduced  with 
much  greater  pomp. 

Sour.  But  don't  ycu  intend  to  lay  the  fcene  in 
the  theatre,  and  let  us  fee  the  farce  fairly  damn'd 
before  us  ? 

Spat.  No,  Sir,  it  is  a  thing  of  too  horrible  a 
nature;  for  which  reafon  I  lliall  follow  Horace's 
rule,  and  only  introduce  a  defcription  of  it.  Come, 
enter,  Defcription  ;'  I  aflure  you  I  have  thrown  my- 
Iclf  out  greatly  in  this  next  fcene. 

Enter  Third  Gentleman. 

3d  Gent.    Oh,   friends,    all's  loft  !   Eurydice  is 

damn'd. 
2d  Gent.  Ha !  damn'd !    A  few  ftiort  moments 

paft  I  came 

From 
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From  the  pitdoor,  and  heard  a  loud  applaufe. 

3d  Gent.  'Tis  true,  at  firll  the  pic  fcem'd  greatly 
pleas'd, 
And  loud  applaufes  thro'  the  benches  rung, 
But  as  the  plot  began  to  open  more, 
(A  (hallow  plot)  the  claps  lefs  frequent  grewj 
'Till  by  degrees  a  gentle  hifs  arofe; 
This  by  a  catcall  from  the  gallery 
Was  quickly  feconded  :  Then  follow'd  claps. 
And  long  'twixt  claps  and  hiffes  did  fucceed 
A  ftern  contention  :  Victory  hung  dubious. 
So  hangs  the  conlcience,  doubtful  ro  determine 
When  honefly  pleads  here,  and  there  a  bribe  j 
At  length,  from  fome  ill-fated  actor's  mouth. 
Sudden  there  iilued  forth  a  horrid  dram. 
And  from  another  rufli'd  two  gallons  forch  : 
The  audience,  as  it  were  contagious  air. 
All  caught  it,  halloo'd,  catcaird,  hifs'd,  and  groan'd. 

ift  Gent.  I    always  thought  indeed,  that  joke 
would  damiQ  him  j 
And  told  him  that  the  people  would  not  take  it. 

3d  Gent.  But  it  was  mighty  pleafant  to  behold. 
When  the  damnation  of  the  farce  was  fure. 
How  all  thofe  friends  who  had  begun  the  claps. 
With  greateft  vigour  ftrove  who  firfl:  fhould  hifs. 
And  iliew  difapprobation.     And  John  Watts, 
Who  was  this  morning  eager  for  the  copy. 
Slunk  hafty  from  the  pit,  and  fhook  his  head. 

2d  Gent.  And  fo  'tis  certain  that  his  farce  is  gone  ? 

3d  Gent.  Moil  certain. 

■2d  Gent.  Let  us  then  retire  with  fpeed. 
For  fee  he  comes  this  way. 

3d  Gent,  By  all  means, 
Let  us  avoid  him  v/ith  vv'hat  halte  we  can.    [Exeufif, 

Enter  PILLAGE. 

PiL.  Then  I  am  damn'd ^—Curd  henceforth 

be  the  bard. 
Whoe'er  depends  on  fortune,  or  on  friends. 

Vol.  Ill,  C  c  Sjur. 
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Sour.  So,  the  play  is  over;  for  I  reckon  yoiT 
vill  not  find  it  poiTible  to  get  any  one  to  come  near 
this  honeft  gentleman. 

Spat.  Yes,  Sir,  there  is  one,  and  you  may  eafily 
^uefs  who  it  is :  The  man  who  will  not  flatter  his 
friend  in  profperity,  will  hardly  leave  him  in  adver- 
fity Come,  enter  Honcllus. 

PiL.  Honelius  here  !  will  he  not  fliim  me  too  ? 

Hon.  When  Pafquin  ran,  and  the  town  lik'd  you 
mo  ft-. 
And  every  fcribbler  loaded  you  with  praife, 
I  did  not  court  you,  nor  will  Hnin  you  now. 

PiL.  Oh  !  had  I  taken  your  advice^  my  friend  f 

I  had  not  nov/  been  damn'd Then  had  I  trulled 

To  the  impartial  judgment  of  the  town, 
And  by  the  goodnels  of  my  piece  had  try'd 
To  merit  f;wour,  nor  with  vain  reliance 
On  the  frail  promife  of  uncertain  friends, 
Produc'd  a  farce  like  this — friends  who  forfook  me 
And  left  me  nought  to  comfort  me,  but  this.  [Drinks^ 

Hon.  Forbear  to  drink. 

PiL.  Oh  !  it  is  now  too  late. 
Already  I  have  drank  two  bottles  ofF 
Of  this  t'ell  potion,  and  it  now  begins 
To  work  its  deadly  purpofe  on  my  brain  ; 
I'm  giddy,  ha !  my  head  begins  to  fvvlm. 
And  fee  Eurydice  all  pale  before  me  j 
Why  doft  thou  haunt  me  thus  ?  I  did  not  damn  thee. 
By  Jove  there  never  was  a  better  farce  : 
She  beckons  me — Say — whither — blame  the  town, 
And  not  thy  Pillage — Now  my  brain's  on  fire  ! 


My  daggering  fenl'es  dance and  I  am- 

HoN.  Drunk, 
That  word  he  fliould  have  faid,  that  ends  the  verfe; 
Farewcl,  a  twelve-hours  nap  compofe  tliy  lenfes. 
May  mankind  profit  by  thy  fad  example, 
May  men  grow  wifer,  writers  grow  more  fcarce. 
And  no  man  dare  to  make  a  iiaiplc  farce* 
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OR, 

PHAETON  in  the  SUDS. 

A  Dramatick    Entertainment   of  Walking,    in 
Serious  and  Fooliih  Charadersc 

Interlarded  with 

Burlefque,  Grotefqiie,  Comick  Interludes, 

C  A  L   L  '  D 

HARLEQUIN  A  PICKPOCKET. 

As  it  is  performed  at  the 

NEW  THEATRE  in  the  HAY-MARKET. 

Being  ('tis  hoped)  the  l.tfl  Entertainment  that  will 
ever  be  exhibited  on  any  Stage. 

Invented  by  the  Ingenious 

MONSIEUR    SANS    ESPRIT. 

The  Mufick  compos'd  by  the  Harmonious 

SIGNIOR   WARBLERINI. 

And  the  Scenes  painted  by  the  Prodigious 

MYNHEER  VAN   BOTTOM-FLAT. 

Monfir"  horrend'  inform. 

Firft  adcd  in  1744. 
C  c  2 


T  O 


Mr.     JOHN     L   U   N, 

Vulgarly  call'd  Esqjjire. 


S  I  R, 

^  'HOUGH  Pafquin  has  put  Dedications  in 
i  fo  ridiculous  a  light,  that  patrons  may,  per- 
haps, pay  fon-ie  Ihame  for  the  future  for  reading 
their  own  praifesj  yet,  I  hope  you  will  not  begin 
to  be  affeded  with  fo  croublefome  a  pafTion,  when  I 
tell  you,  I  know  no  man  in  England  to  whom  I  can 
fo  properly  dedicate  the  following  pages  as  yourfelf. 

It  is  to  you.  Sir,  we  owe  (if  not  the  invention) 
at  lead  the  bringing  into  a  fafhion,  that  fort  of 
writing  which  you  have  pleafed  to  diftinguifli  by 
the  name  of  Entertainment.  Your  fuccefs  herein 
(whether  owing  to  your  heels  or  your  head,  I  will 
not  determine)  fufficiently  entitles  you  to  all  refped: 
from  the  inferior  dabblers  in  things  of  this  nature. 

But,  Sir,  I  have  farther  obligations  to  you  than 
the  fuccefs,  whatever  it  be,  which  this  little  farce 
may  meet  with,  can  lay  on  me.  It  was  to  a  play 
judicioufly  brought  on  by  you  in  the  May-month, 
to  which  I  owe  the  original  hint,  as  I  have  alv/ays 
own'd,  of  the  contrafted  poets,  and  two  or  three 
C  c  3  other 
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other  particulars,  which  have  received  great  ap- 
plaufe  en  the  ftage.  Nor  am  I  lefs  obliged  to  you 
for  difcovering  in  iViy  imperfed:  performance  the 
ftrokes  of  an  author,  any  of  whofe  wit,  if  I  have 
prefcrved  entire,  I  Ihall  think  it  my  chief  merit  to 
the  rov/n.  Though  I  cannot  enough  cure  myfelf  of 
fclhfhnefs,  while  I  meddle  in  dramatick  writings,  to 
profefs  a  forrow  that  one  of  fo  fuperior  a  genius  is 
led,  by  his  better  fenfe  and  better  fortune,  to  more 
profitable  fludies  than  the  ftage.  How  far  you  have 
contributed  to  this,  I  will  not  prefume  to  deter- 
mine. Farther,  as  Pafquin  has  proved  of  greater 
advantage  to  me,  than  it  could  have  been  at  any 
other  piayhoufe,  under  their  prefent  regulations,  I 
am  oblig'd  to  you  for  the  indifference  you  fhevv'd 
at  my  propofal  to  you  of  bringing  a  play  on  your 
ftage  this  winter,  which  immediately  determined  me 
againfl:  any  farther  purfuing  that  projed;  j  for  as  I 
never  yet  yielded  to  any  mean  or  fubfervient  folici- 
tations  of  the  great  men  in  real  ITe,  I  could  by  no 
means  prevail  on  myfelf  to  play  an  underpartin  that 
dramatick  entertainment  of  greatnefs,  which  you 
are  pleafcd  to  divert  yourfelf  with  in  private,  and 
which,  was  you  to  exhibit  it  in  publick,  might 
prove  as  profitable  to  you,  and  as  diverting  a  Pan- 
tomime to  the  town,  as  any  you  have  hitherto  fa- 
vour'd  us  with, 

I  AM,  moreover,  much  oblig'd  to  you  for  that 
fatire  on  Pafquin,  which  you  was  fo  kind  to  bring 
on  your  ftage  j  and  here  I  declare  (whatever  people 
may  think  to  the  contrary)  you  did  it  of  your  own 
mere  goodnefs,  without  any  reward  or  folicitation 
from  me.  I  own  it  was  a  fenfible  plcafure  to  me 
S  to 
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to  obferve  the  town,  which  had  before  been  fo  fa- 
vourable to  Pafquin  at  his  own  houfe,  confirming 
that  applaufe,  by  thoroughly  condemning  the  fatire 
on  him  at  yours. 

Whether  this  was  written  by  your  command  or 
your  afiillance,  or  only  aiSted  by  your  permiiTion;  I 
will  not  venture  to  decide.  I  believe  every  impar- 
tial honeft  man  will  conclude,  that  eitiier  lays  me 
under  the  fame  obligation  to  you,  andjufdy  entitles 
you  to  this  dedication,  indeed,  I  am  inclin'd  to  be- 
lieve the  latter  i  for  I  fancy  you  have  too  ftrong  a 
head  ever  to  meddle  with  Common-Senfe,  cfpeciaily 
fince  you  have  found  the  way  {"o  well  to  fucceed 
without  her,  and  you  are  too  great  and  good  a  Ma- 
nager, to  keep  a  needlefs  iupernumerary  in  your 
houfe. 

I  SUPPOSE  yoii  will  here  expecl  fomething  in  the 
dedicatory  flyle  on  your  perfon  and  your  accom- 
plifhments:  But  why  fhould  I  entertain  the  town 
with  a  recital  of  your  particular  perfedions,  when 
they  may  fee  your  whole  merit  all  at  once,  when- 
ever you  condefcend  to  perform  the  Harlequin  ? 
However,  1  fhall  beg  leave  to  mention  here  (I  fo- 
lemnly  protefl:,  without  the  lead  defign  of  flattery) 
your  adequate  behaviour  in  that  great  flation  to 
v»?hich  you  was  born,  your  great  judgment  in  plays 
and  players,  too  well  known  to  be  here  expatiated 
on  J  your  generofity,  in  diverting  the  whole  king- 
dom v/ith  your  racehorfes  at  the  expence,  I  might 
almofl:  fay,  of  more  than  your  purfe.  To  fay  no- 
thing of  your  wit  and  other  perfedions,  I  muft 
force  myfelf  to  add,  tho'  I  know  every  man  will  be 
C  c  4  pleas'^ 
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pleasM  with  it  but  yourlelf,  That  the  perfon  who 
has  the  honour  to  kno\v  your  very  inmoft  thoughts 
beffj  is  the  moft  fenfible  of  your  great  endowments' 

But,  Sir,  while  I  am  plcafing  myfelf,  and  I  be- 
lieve the  world,  I  am,  I  fear,  offending  you  j  I  will 
therefore  cefift,  the'  I  can  affirm  what  few  dedica- 
tors can,  that  I  can,  and  perhaps  may,  fay  much 
more  j  and  only  aflnre  you  that  I  am,  with  the  fin^ 
cprity  of  moft  of  x1\q  foregoing  lines. 

Your  mofl  obedient, 

and  moft  humble  Servant, 

r  A  S  QU  I  N. 


A    R    G    U    M    E    N    T. 

"^HAETON  was  the  Son  of  Phoebus,  mA 
A  Clymene  a  Grecian  Oyjlerwench.  The  Parijh- 
hoys  would  often  upbraid  him  with  the  infamy  of  his 
wether  Clymene,  telling  him,  Jhe  reported  hira  to  H 
fen  of  Apqllo,  only  to  cover  her  adultery  with  a  fer- 
jeant  of  the  Foot-guards.  He  complains  to  Clymene 
of  the  affront  put  upon  them  hath.  She  advifes  him  to 
go  to  the  Roundhoufe  (the  temple  of  his  father),  and 
there  he  refphed  from  his  own  'mouth  of  the  truth  of  his 
Sire  \  bidding  him  at  the  fame  time  beg  for.ie  indubitable 
^mark^  that  fjculd  convince  the  world  that  his  mother 
was  a  virtuous  woman,  and  whore  to  Phoebus.  He 
goes  to  the  f did  Roundhoufe,  where  Kvollo  grants  his 
requeft,  and  gives  him  the  guidance  of  his  lanthorn  for 
a  day.  The  youth  falling  ajleep,  was  tumbled  out  of  the 
wheelbarrow^  and  what  became  of  him  I  could  never 
l^arn. 


Dramatis  Ferfon<5, 


Machine,  the compofer,  Mr.  Roberts. 
Fustian,  an  Author,      Mr.  Lacey. 
Sneerwell,  a  Critick,    Mr.  Machen. 


Prompter, 

Clymene, 

Jupiter, 

Neptune, 

Phoebus, 

Old  Phaeton, 

Young  Phaeton, 

Aurora, 

Aurora's  Maid, 

Terra, 

Genius  of  Gin, 

•Harlequin, 

Justice, 

Justice's  Clerk, 

Managers, 

Stars, 

Columbine, 
ifl  Countryman, 
2d  Countryman, 
3d  Countryman, 
lit  Rake, 
2d  Rake, 
3d  Rake, 
4rh  Rake, 

CmairmeNj 

Pistol, 

Tragedy  Kino, 
School-Msstress, 
Tragedy  Queen, 


AVatckmen, 


Conflables,    Watch, 


Mr.  Turner. 
Mrs.  Charke. 
Mr.  Freeman. 
Mr.  Wallis. 
Mr.  Toping. 
Mr.  Smith. 
Mr.  Booth  by, 
Mrs.  Egerton, 
Mils  Jones. 

Mifs  BURQESS. 

Mifs  Ferguson. 

Mr.  Rosamond. 

Mr.  Jones. 

Monl".  Castiglione. 
3  Mr.  Freeman. 
c  Mr.  Turner. 
t  Mader  Sherwin. 
I  Mifs  Ferguson.' 

MademoifelleBEAUMAUNT, 

Mr.  Smith. 

Mr.  LowDER. 

Mr.  Collerd. 

Mr.  BOOTHBY. 
Mr.  PULLEN. 

Mr.  Wali.is. 

Mr.  Phenix. 
5  Mr.  Smith. 
c  Mr.  Collerd. 

Mr.  Lowder. 

Mr.   PuLLEN. 

Mrs.  Egerton. 

Mifs  Jones. 
rMr.  Smith. 
J  Mr.  Lowder. 
i  Mr.  Collerd. 
(  Mr.  Chapman. 
Fiddlers,    Lanthorns,    Suns, 


Moons,  Whores,  &r.  &c.  &c. 
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PROMPTER,   FUSTIAN,   SNEER- 
WELll,  and  MACHINE, 

Prompter. 
1^  M^'  FuRian,  I   hope  the  tragedy  is  over,  for 
I  y' 1    Mr.  Machine  is  jull  come,   and  we  mult 
practife  the  entertainment. 

Fust.  Sir,  my  tragedy  is  done  s  but  you  need  not 
be  in  fuch  hade  about  your  entertainment,  for  you 
will  not  want  it  this  feafon. 

Promp.  That,  Sir,  I  don't  know ;  but  we  dare  not 
difobiige  Mr.  Machine,  fur  fear  he  Ihould  go  to  the 
other  houle. 

Sneer.  Dear  Fuftian,  do  let  us  flay  and  fee  the 
practice. 

Fust.  And  can  you  bear,  after  fuch  a  lufcious 
meal  of  tragedy  as  you  have  had,  to  put  av/ay  the 
tafte  v/ith  fuch  an  infipid  defert  ? 

Sneer.  It  will  divert  me  a  different  way. 1 

can  adm^ire  the  fublime  which  I  have  fcen  in  the  tra- 
gedy, and  laugh  at  the  ridiculous  which  I  exped  in 
the  entertainment. 

Fust.  You  fhall  laugh  by  yourfelf  then.    [Going, 

Sneer.  Nay,  dear  Fuftian,  I  beg  you  wou'd  ftay 
for  me,  for  I  believe  I  can  ferve  you  j  I  will  carry  you 
to  dinner  in  a  large  company,  where  you  may  dif- 
pofe  of  fome  tickets. 

Fust. 
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'   Fust.  Sir,  I  can  deny  you  nothing. — Ay,  I  have 
a  few  tickets  in  my  pockets. 

\_Pulls  out  a  iiafr  quantity  of  paper* 

Mach.  Gentlennen,  I  mud  beg  you  to  clear  the 
flage  iniirelyj  for  in  things  of  this  lerious  nature,  if 
we  do  not  comply  with  the  exafteR:  decency,  the  au- 
dience vyill  be  very  juftly  ofFenckd. 

Fust.  Things  of  a  ferious  nature  !  oh  the  devil  ! 

Mach.  Harkye,  Prompter,  who  is  that  figure 
there  I 

pROMP.  That,  Sir,  is  Mr.  Fuftian,  author  of  the 
New  Tragedy. 

.Mach.  Oh!  I  fmoke  him,  I  fmoke  him.  Bur, 
Mr.  Proirrpter,  I  mud  infill  that  you  cut  out  a  great 
deal  of  Othello,  if  my  Pantomim^e  is  perform'd  with 
it,  or  the  audience  will  be  pall'd  before  the  enter- 
tainm.ent  bep:ins. 

pROivip.  We'll  cut  out  the  fifch  act.  Sir,  if  you 
pleafe. 

Mach.  Sir,  that's  not  eL'^^'-h,  I'll  have  the  firfl 
cur  o-ut  too. 

Fust.  Death  and  the  devil !  Can  I  bear  this  ?  Shall 
Siiakefpeare  be  mangled  to  introduce  this  trumpery? 

P.1CMP.  Sir,  this  gentleman  brings  more  money 
to  the  houfe,  than  all  the  poets  put  together. 

Mach.  Pugh,  pugh,  Shakefpeare  1 Come, 

le:  down  the  curtain,  and  play  away  the  overture. — : 
Prompter,  to  your  poft. 

\^Jhc  curtain  drawn  up,  difccvcrs  Phaeton  leaning 
f.^ainfi  the  fcene. 

SCENE,  A  Cohler's  StalL 

Enler  CLYMENE. 
SwEER.    Pray,  Sir,  who  are  thefe  extraordinary 
figures? 

Mach.  He,  leaning  againft  the  fcene,  is  Phaeton  j 
and  the  l;:c,ly  is  Clymene;  or  Clymene,  as  they  call 
her  in"  Drury-Lanc.     This  Iceqe,  Sir,  is  in  the  true 

alcer-^ 


,  like  a  lour,  1 
hours  fee  our,  > 
)rld  about  ?  J 
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akercative,  or  fcolding  fiyle  of  the  ancients.    Coi-ne, 
Madam,  begin. 

Clym.  You  lazy,  loufy  rafcal,  is't  well  done. 
That  you,  the  heir  apparent  of  the  Sun^ 
Stand  with  your  arms  before  you,  like  a  lour. 
When  your  great  father  has  two  hoi 
And  bears  his  lanthorn  all  the  woi 

Phae.  Oh  Mother,  Mother  !  think  you  it  founds 
well, 
That  the  Sun's  fon  in  cobler's  ftail  (hould  dwell  ? 
Think  you  it  does  not  on  my  foul  encroach. 
To  walk  on  foot  while  father  keeps  a  coach  ? 
If  he  fhou'd  fhine  into  the  ftall,  d'ye  think. 
To  fee  me  mending  flioes,  he  wou'd  not  wink  ? 
Befides,  by  all  the  parifh-boys  I'm  flamm'd, 
You  the  Sun's  fon  1  You  rafcal,  you  be  damn'd  ! 

Clym.  And  dofb  thou.  Blockhead,  then  make  all 
this  noife, 
Becaufe  you're  fieer'd  at  by  the  parifh-boys  ? 
When,  Sirrah,  you  may  know  the  mob  will  dare 
Sometimes  to  fcorn,  and  hifs  at  my  Lord  Mayor. 

AIR.     I.      Cilliflower  gentle  Rofemary. 

Phae.  O  Mother^  this  fiory  iz-ill  never  go  do'wny 
'Twill  ne'er  be  believed  by  the  boys  cf  the  town  j 

'Tis  true  what  you  fwore, 

Fra  the  fen  of  a  whore, 
They  all  believe  thai,  but  believe  ncthirg  wore, 

Cly.  l^ou  rafcal,  who  dare  your  mama  thus  to  doubt, 
Come  along  to  the  jujlice,  and  he'll  make  it  cut , 

He  knows  very  well. 

When  you  firji  made  me  fwell. 
That  I fwore  'twas  the  Sun  that  had  f,nn\i  in  rry  cell. 

Phae.  O  Mother,  Mother,  I  miifi.-  ever  grieve  3 
Can  I  the  juftice,  if  not  you,  believe  ■ 
If  to  your  oath  no  credit  I  afford. 
Do  you  believe^  Til  take  his  woritip's  word  ?    , 

Cly, 
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Cly.  Go,  to  the  v/atchhoufe,  v;here  your  father 
bright 
That  lanthorn  keeps  which  gives  the  world  its  light; 
Whence  faliying,  he  does  the  day's  gates  unlock. 
Walks  thro'  the  world's  great  flreets,  and  tells  folks 
what's  o'clock. 

Phae.  With  joy  I  go  ;  and  ere  two  days  are  run, 
I'll  know  if  I  am  my  own  father's  fon.  [ExiU 

Cly.  Go,  clear  my  fame,  for  greater  'tis  in  life 
To  be  a  great  man's  whore,  than  poor  man's  wife. 
If  you  are  rich,  your  vices  men  adore. 
But  hate  and  fcorn  your  virtues,  if  you'ie  poor. 

AIR     II.      Picroi  Tune. 

Creni  cow  tiers  palaces  contain^ 

Poor  cotirtici's  fear  a  gad ; 
Great  parfons  riot  in  Champaign, 

Peer  parfons  fot  in  ale  ; 
Great  whores  in  coaches  gangy 

Smaller  mijfesy 

For  their  kiffeSy 
Are  in  Bridewell  hangd\ 

IVhiljl  in  vogue 

Lives  the  great  rogue. 
Small  rogues  are  by  dozens  hang' J.  [Exit. 

[7' he  fccne  draws  and  difcovers  the  Sun  in  a  great 
chair  in  the  rcund-houfe,  attended  by  watchmen. 

Enter  PHAETON. 

Sneer.  Pray,  Sir,  what  is  the  fcene  to  reprefcnt  ? 

Mach.  Sir,  this  is  the  palace  of  the  Sun. 

Fust.  It  looks  as  like  the  round-houle  as  ever  I 
faw  any  thing. 

Mach.  Yes,  Sir,  the  Sun  is  introduced  in  the 
character  of  a  watchman  i  and  tliat  lanthorn  there 
reprefents  his  chariot. 

Fust.  The  devil  it  does ! 

Mach.  Yes,  Sir,  it  docs,  and  as  like  the  chariot 

of 
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of  the  Sun  it  is,  as  ever  you  fiivv  any  thing  on  any 
Huge. 

Fust.  I  can't  help  thinking  this  a  properer  re- 
fentation  of  the  Moon,  than  the  Sun. 

Sneer.  Perhaps  the  fcene  lies  in  the  Antipodes, 
where  the  Sun  riies  at  midnight. 

Mach.  Sir,  the  fcene  lies  in  Ovid's  Metamor- 
phofes ;  and  fo,  pray  Sir,  don't  aflc  any  more  quef- 
tions,  for  things  of  this  nature  are  above  criticil'm. 

Phae.  What  do  I  fee?  What  beams  of  candle- 
light 
Break  from  that  lanthorn,  and  put  out  my  fight  ? 

Phoeb.  Oh  little  Phaey !  pr'ythee  tell  me  why 
Thou  tak'fl:  this  ev'ning's  walk  into  the  (ky  ? 

Phae.  Father,  if  I  may  call  thee  by  that  name, 
I  come  to  clear  my  own  and  mother's  fame ; 
To  prove  myfelf  thy  baftard,  her  thy  miifs. 

Phoeb.  Come  hither  firll,  and  give  me,  boy,  a 
kifs.  [Ki/Jhs  him. 

Now  you  fnall  fee  a  dance,  and  that  will  fnow. 
We  lead  as  merry  lives  as  folks  below. 

[A  dance  of  watchmen.. 

Phae.  Father,  tlie  dance  has  very  well  been  done^ 
But  yet  that  does  not  prove  I  am  your  fon. 

Fust.  Upon  my  word,  I  think  Mr.  Phaeton  is 
very  much  in  the  right  on't;  and  I  wou'd  be  glad 
to  know.  Sir,  why  this  dance  was  introduc'd. 

Mach.  Why,  Sir?  why  as  all  dances  are  intro- 
duc'd, for  the  fake  of  the  dance.  Befides,  Sir,  wou'd, 
it  not  look  very  unnatural  in  FhcEbus  to  give  his  fon 
no  entertainment  after  fo  long  an  abfence  ?  Go  on, 
go  on. 

Phoeb.  Thou  art  fo  like  me,  fare  you  muft  be 
mine  J 
I  fhould  be  glad  if  you  v/ould  fiay  and  dine; 
ril  give  my  bond,  v^hate'er  you  afi-:,  to  grant; 
I  will,  by  Styx  !  an  oath  which  break  1  can't. 

Phae.  Then  let  me,  fince  that  vow  mull:  ne'er  be 
broke. 
Carry  ojie  day  that  lanthorn  for  a  joke, 

Phoeb, 
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Phoeb.  Rafh  was  my  promife,  which  I  now  muii 
keep  J 
But  oh  !  take  care  you  do  not  fall  afleep. 

Phae.  If  I  fucceed,  I  fhall  no  fcandal  rue; 
If  I  fhou'd  fieep,  'tis  what  mod  watchmen  do. 

[Exit  Phaetons 

Phoeb.  No  more. ;Se:  outj  and  v/alk  around 

the  flcies] 
My  watch  informs  me  it  is  time  to  rife.  [£.v/7* 

Mach.  Now  for  the  comic,  Sir. 

Fust.  Why,  what  the  devil  has  this  been  ? 

Mach.  This  has  been  the  feriotis.  Sir, the 

fublime.  The  ferious  in  an  entertainment,  anfwers 
to  the  fublime  in  writing.  Comej  are  all  the  rakeS 
and  whores  ready  at  King's  coffcehoufe  ? 

Prom  p.  They  are  ready.  Sir. 

Mach.  Then  draw  the  fcene.  Pray,  let  the  car- 
penters take  care  that  all  the  fcenes  be  drawn  in  exaft 
time  and  tune,  that  I  may  have  no  bungling  in  the 
tricks ;  for  a  trick  is  no  trick,  if  not  perform'd  with 
great  dexterity.  Mr.  Fuftian,  in  tragedies  and  co- 
medies, and  fuch  fort  of  things,  the  audiences  will 
make  great  allowances  j  but  they  cxpcd:  more  from 
an  entertainment  J  here,  if  the  leafl  thing  be  out  of 
order^  they  never  pafs  it  by. 

Fust.  Very  true.  Sir,  tragedies  do  net  depend  fo 
much  upon  the  carpenter  as  you  do. 

Mach.  Come,  draw  the  fcene. 

l'TI:e  /cene  drawSy  and  difcoi'crs  fsveral  men  end 
women  drinking  in  King'j  ccffcehoufe, 

'They  rife  and  dance.     The  dance  endedy  ihey  fmg  the 
fcUoiving  Jong, 

AIR    III.     O  London  is  a  fine  town. 

ift  I^ake.  0  Gin  ^/  length  is  putting  downs 
And  *tis  the  more  the  pity  ; 
Petition  for  it  all  the  town. 
Petition  all  the  City. 
Chorus.    0  Gin,  ^V. 

ift  Rake, 
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"ifl  Rake.  'Twas  G'm  that  made  trainbands  fo  Jiout^ 
To  whom  each  caftle  yields  ; 
This  made  them  march  the  to'wn  about. 
And  take  all  Tuttle-fields. 
Chorus.    0  Gin,  ^c, 

I  ft  Rake.  'iT/j  Gin,  ^j  all  our  ndghhcurs  know^ 
Has  fervid  our  army  too  •, 
This  makes  them-  make  fo  fine  a  Jhow^ 
At  Hyde-park,  at  review* 

Chorus.    0  Gin,  ii^c, 

lit  Rake,  But  what  I  hope  will  change  your  notes  ^ 
And  make  your  anger  fieep  ; 
Confidcr^  none  can  bribe  his  votes 
With  liquor  half  fo  cheap. 

Chorus.    O  Gin,  ^c. 

Fust.  I  fuppofe.  Sir,  you  took  a  cup  of  Gin  to 
infpire  you  to  write  this  fine  Tong. 

[^During  the  fong^  Harlequin  enters^  and  picks 
pockets,  A  poet's  pocket  is  picked  of  his  play^ 
which,  as  he  was  going  to  pawn  for  the  reckonings 
he  miffes.  Harlequin  is  difcover''d\  confiables 
and  zvatch  are  fetched  in  •,  the  watchmen  walking 
in  their  fieep  5  they  bind  him  in  chains^  confine  him 
in  the  cellar^  and  leave  him  alone.  The  genius  of 
Gin  rifes  out  of  a  tub.~\ 

Gen.  Take,  Harlequin,  this  magick  wand. 
All  things  (hail  yield  to  thy  command  : 
Whether  you  vvou'd  appear  incog. 
In  fhape  of  monkey,  car,  or  dog ; 
Or  elfe,  to  fnew  your  wit,  transfornn 
Your  miflrefs  to  a  butterchurn  ; 
Or  elfe,  what  no  magician  can, 
Into  a  wheelbarrow  turn  a  man  j 
And  pleafe  the  gentry  above  ftairs. 
By  fweetly  crying,  "  Mellow  pears." 
Thou  flialt  makejefts  without  a  head. 
And  judge  of  plays  thou  canft  not  read. 

Vol.  III.  D  d  Whores 
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Whores  and  racchorfes  fhall  be  thine. 
Champaign  iliall  be  thy  only  wine ; 
While  the  beft  poet,  and  befr  player. 
Shall  both  be  forc'd  to  f^^ed  on  air; 
Gin's  genius  all  thefe  thin2;s  reveals. 
Thou  (liak  perform,  by  flight  of  heels. 

[Exit  Genius. 

[Efifr/-  confiabie  nnd  ijoatchmen.  'They  take  Har- 
lequin out,  avd  the  fcene  changes  to  the  jlreet\ 
a  crcjcd  before  the  jufiice's  houfe.  Enter  a  clerk 
in  the  charo.oier  of  Pierrot  -,  they  all  go  in. 
The  fcene  changes  to  the  jit:lice^s  parlour,  and 
difcovers  the  jujlice  learning  to  fpdl  of  an  old 
fchool^mftrefs'] 

Fust.  Pray,  Sir,  who  are  thofe  characters? 

Mach.  Sir,  that's  a  juftice  of  peace;  and  the 
other  is  a  fchoolmiftrefs,  teaching  the  juftice  to  fpell ; 
for  you  muit  know.  Sir,  the  jjllice  is  a  very  inge- 
nious man,  and  a  very  great  fcholar,  but  happen'd 
to  have  the  misfortune  in  his  youth  never  to  learn 
to  read. 

[Enter  Harlequin  in  cuflody  \  Columbine,  poet^ 
&€.  The  poet  makes  his  complaint  to  the  jujiice\ 
the  jujlice  orders  a  Mittimus  for  Harlequin  ; 
Columbine  courts  the  jujlice  to  let  Harlequin 
efcape  -,  he  grows  fond  of  her,  but  'will  not  com- 
ply ti'tfJje  offers  him  money  j  he  then  acquits  Har- 
lequin, and  commits  the  poet. 

Fust.  Pray,  how  is  this  brought  about,  Sir? 

Mach.  How,  Sir!  why  by  bribery.  You  know. 
Sir,  or  may  know,  that  Ariftotle,  in  his  book  con- 
cerning entertainments,  had  laid  it  down  as  a  princi- 
pal rule,  that  Harlequin  is  always  to  efcape ;  and  I'll 
be  judg'd  by  the  whole  world,  if  ever  he  efcap'd  ina 
more  natural  manner, 

[The 
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[The  conftable  carries  off  the  poet-.  Harlequin  hits 
the  jujtice  a  great  rap  upon  the  back^  and  runs  cff-. 
Columbine  gees  to  follow ;  Pierrot  lays  bold  on 
her  ;  the  jujtice,  beiig  recover' d  of  his  blow,  fcizes 
her,  and  carries  her  in.  Fkrrot  Jits  down  to  learn 
to  fpelU  and  the  fcene  Jhuts. 

[Scene  the  Jlreet.  Harlequin  re-enters,  ccjifdering 
how  to  regain  Columbine,  and  bite  the  juftice. 
Two  'chairmen  crofs  the  flage  with  a  china-jar  en 
a  horfe,  dire5led  to  the  Theatre- Royal  in  Drury- 
Lane.  Harlequin  gets  into  it^  and  is  carried  into 
the  juftice' S',  the  fcene  changes  to  the  juftice' s  hotife-, 
Y\2L\\tQ^\n  is  brought  in.,  in  the  jar  ;  the  juftice, 
Pierrot,  and  Columbine,  enter  j  the  jujlice  offers  it 
as  aprefent  to  Columbine. 

Fust.  Sir,  Sir,  here's  a  fmall  error,  I  obferve ;  how 
comes  the  juftice  to  attempt  buying  this  jar,  as  I  fcp- 
pofe  you  intend,  when  it  is  directed  to  the  Theatre- 
Royal  in  Drury-Lane. 

Mach.  Sir,  Sir,  here's  no  error,  I  obferve  5  for 
how  fliou'd  the  juftice  know  that,  v/hen  he  can'c 
read  ? 

Sneer.  Av,  there  I  think,  Mr.  Fu(lian;s  you  mud 
own  yourfelf  in  the  wrong. 

Fust.  People  that  can't  read,  ougiit  not  to  bs 
brought  upon  the  ftage,  that's  all. 

[While  the  jujlice  and  chairmen  are  talking  about  the 
jar.  Harlequin  tumbles  down  upon  him.  The  juftice 
^;7  J  P  i  e  r  ro  t  run  off  in  a  fright.  Columbine  runs 
to  Flarlequin,  who  carries  her  off.  The  chairmen 
go  out  with  the  jar. 

Sneer.  Pray,  Mr.  Machine,  how  came  that  jar 
not  to  be  broke  ? 

Mach.  Becaufe  it  was  no  jar,  Sir^  I  fee  you  know 
very  little,  of  thefe  affairs. 

\jScene  the  fireet.  Harlequin  and  Colum.bine  r^- 
rnter^  furfu'd  by  the  jujlice  and  his  clerk, 

D  d  2  [Scene 
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iScef^e  chavges  to  aharher's  Jhop\  he  fets  Columbine 
down  to  fioave  her,  blinds  the  clerk  with  the  fuds, 
and  turns  the  jufiice  into  a  periwig-block.'\ 

Mack.  There,  Sir,  there's  wit  and  humour^  and' 
transformation  for  you. 

Fust.  The  tranbfonnation  is  odd  enough,  indeed. 

Mach.  Odd,  Sir!  What,  the  juftice  into  a  block  T 

No,  Sir,  not  odd  at  all ;  there  never  was  a  more 

natural  and  eafy  transfcrniation  j  bur  don't  interrupt: 

us.     Go  on,  go  on. 

[fhe  clerk  t^ikes  the  'xig  cff  the  hhck,  pits  it  on, 
and  p.dmrres  himfdj  \  Harlequin  dire  els  him  tff 
pcxder  it  better^    "Jjhich^  "jjhile  he  is  doings  he 
thrc-jjs  him  into  the  trough,  a-nd  Jhuts  him  down. 
Harlequin  and  Columbine  ^0  cff.     The  jujlice 
re-enttrs  i^ithout  his  zoig  -,  his  mait  calls  to  him  out 
of  the  trough y  he  takes  him  out,  nnd  they  go  cff 
together  in  purfuit  of  Harlequin. 
Mach.  Thus  ends,  Sir,  my  firfl  comic.     Now, 
Sir,  for  my  fecond  ferious,  or  fublime.    Come,  draw 
the  fcene,  and  difcover  Aurora,  or  the   Morning, 
juft  going  to  break,  and  her  maid  ironing  her  linen, 
AuR,  The  devil  take  the  wench,  is't  not  a  fhame 
You  fhou'd  be  h-^zy,  and  I  bear  the  bla'iTie  ? 
Make  hafte,  you  drone,  for  if  I  longer  ftay. 
The  Sun  will  rile  before  the  break  of  day  j 
Nor  can  I  go  till  my  clean  linen's  done  : 
How  will  a  dirty  morning  look  in  June? 

Maid.  Shifts,    Madam,   can't   be   dry'd    beford 
they're  wet  y 
You  mufl:  wear  fewer,  or  more  changes  get. 

Fust.  Pray,  Sir,  in  what  book  of  tiie  ancients,  do 
you  find  any  mention  of  Aurora's  walherwoman  ? 

Mach.  Don't  trouble  me  with  the  ancients,  Sir; 
if  Ihe's  not  in  the  ancients,  I  have  improv'd  upon 
the  ancients.  Sir,  that's  all. 

AuR.  Dare  you  to  me  in  fuch  a  manner  fpeak  .'' 
The  morning  is  fcarcc  fine  three  times  a  week 
But  I  can't  ilay,  and  as  I  am  muft  break,    [Exit. 
^  Maid. 
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Maid.  Break,  and  be  hang'd  ;  pleafe  heav*n  I'll 
give  5'ou  waraing, 
^jghz  wanes  a  maid,  and  fo  .I'll  leave  the  Morninjr. 

SCENE  cha7tges  to  an  open  country. 
E}iter  tivo  Countrymen, 

ift  Country.  Is  it  day  yet,  neighbour  ? 

2d  Country.  Faith,  neighbour,  I  can't  tell  whe- 
ther it  is  or  rio.  it  is  a  curfed  naily  morning;  \ 
■wifh  we  have  not  wet  weather. 

ift  Country.  It  begins  to  grow  a  little  lighter 
tho*,  now. 

[Aurora  croffes  the  fic-gSy  ivitb  two  or  three  girls 
carrying  farthing  candles. 1 

Fust.  Pray,  Sir,  what  do  thofe  children  reprefent? 

Mach,  Sir,  thoie  ciiiklrenare  all  ftars  ;  and  you 
fhall  fee  prefently,  as  the  Sun  rifes,  the  candles  will 
go  out,  which  reprefents  the  difappearing  of  the  (lars. 

Fust.  O  the  devil  !  the  devil  ! 

Mach.  Dear  Sir,  don't  be  angry.  Why  will 
you  not  allow  me  the  fame  latitude  ihat  is  aiiow'd 
io  all  other  compofers  of  entertainments  ?  Does  not 
a  dragon  defcend  from  hell  in  Doftor  Fiuftus  ? 
And  people  go  up  to  hell  in  Pluto  and  Prolerpine  ? 
Does  not  afquib  reprefent  a  thunderbolt  in  the  rape 
of  Proferpine  ?  And  what  are  all  the  funs.  Sir, 
that  have  ever  (hone  upon  the  ilage,  but  candles  ? 
And  if  they  reprefent  the  fun,  I  think  they  may 
very  well  -rep^-efent  the  liars. 

Fust.  Sir,  I  alk  your  pardon.     Bur,  Sir — — — 

Mach.  Pray,  Sir,  be  quiet,  or  the  candles  will  be 
gone  out  before  they  fhou'd,  and  burn  the  girls 
lingers  before  the  Sun  can  rile. 

ill  Country.  I'll  e'en  go  faddle  my  horfes.. 

2d  Country.  Odfo  !  methinks  'ris  woundy  light 
all  of  a'fuddeni  the  fun  rifes  deviliih  fad  to-day, 
methinks. 

Fl  d    -»  1  ft-  CnirM- 
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J  ft  Country.  Mayhap  he's  going  a  fox-hunting 
to-day,  but  he  takes  devilifh  large  leaps. 

•2d  Country.  Leaps,  quotha !  i'cod  he'll  leap  upon 
us,  I  believe.  Its  woundy  hot,  the  flcin  is  almoft 
burnt  off  my  face  ;  I  warrant  I'm  as  black  as  a  black- 
moor.  [Phaeton  fallSj  and  the  lanthorn  hangs 

hovering  in  the  air. 

Enter  3J  Cotmlryman, 

3d  Country.  O  Neighbours  !  the  world  is  at  aa 
end  i  call  up  the  Parfon  of  the  Parifh  ;  I  am  but  juft 
got  up  from  my  neighbour's  wife,  and  have  not  had 
time  to  lay  my  prayers  fince. 

ift  Country.  The  world  at  an  end  !  No,  no,  if 
this  hoc  weather  continues,  we  fhall  have  harveft  in 
May.  Odfoj  tho',  'tis  damn'd  hot!  rcx)d,  I  wifli 
I  had  left  my  cloaths  at  home. 

id  Co'JNTRY.  S'bud,  1  fweat  as  if  I  had  been  at 
a  hard  day's  work. 

ift  Country.  O,  I'm  fcorch'd  ! 

2d  Country.  O,  Pm  burnt ! 

3d  Country.  I'm  on  fire.     \_Exeiinti  crying  Fire* 

NEPTUNE  defcends. 

Nipt.  I  am  the  mighty  emperor  of  the  fea. 

Fust.  I  am  mighty  glad  you  tell  us  fo,  elfe  we 
fhould  have  taken  you  for  the  emperor  of  the  air. 

Mach.  Sir,  he  has  been  making  a  vifit  to  Jupi- 
ter. Befides,  Sir,  it  is  here  introduced  with  great 
beauty  ;  for  we  may  very  naturally  fuppofe,  that  the 
Sun,  being  drove  by  Phaeton  fo  near  the  earth,  had 
cxhal'd  all  the  fea  up  into  the  air. 

Fust.  But  methinks  Neptune  is  oddly  drefs'd  for 
a  god  ? 

Mach.  Sir,  I  muftdrefs  my  chara6ters  fomewhat 
like  what  people  have  feen  •,  and  as  I  prefume  few 
of  my  audience  have  been  nearer  the  fea  than 
Gravefend,  fo  I  drefs'd  him  e'en  like  a  waterman. 

Sneer.  So  that  he   is  more  properly  the  god  of 
^he  Thames,  than  the  god  of  the  fea. 
'Mach.  Pray  let  Mr.  Neptune  go  on. 

,.        '  t  "NfrDT 
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Nept.  Was  it  well  done,  O  Jupiter  !  v/hilil  I 
Paid  vou  a  civil  vifit  in  the  Hey, 
To  lend  your  Sun  my  waters  to  dry  up, 
Nor  leave  my  fifh  one  comfortable  fup  ? 

Mach.  Come,  enter  the  goddefs  of  the  e.irth, 
and  a  dancing-mafter,  and  dance  the  Vv  aicc  Juke. 

They  enter  and  dance, 

Nept.  What,  can  the  Earth  wiih  froHcks  thus 
infpire 
To  dance,  when  all  her  kingdom  is  on  f.re  ? 

Terra.   Tho'  all   the  earth   was  one   continued 
fmoke, 
'Twould  not  prevent  my  dancing  the  White  Joke. 

Sneer.  Upon  my  v/ord,  the  goddels  is  a  great 
lover  of  dancing. 

Mach.  Come,  enter  Jupiter  with  a  pair  of  bel- 
lows, and  blow  out  the  candle  of  the  Sun. 

JUPITER  enters^  as  above. 

Terra.  But  ha  I  great  Jupiter  has  heard  our  rout. 
And  blown  the  candle  of  the  Sun  quite  our. 

Mach.  Come  now,  Neptune  and  Terrj,  dance 
a  minuet  by  way  of  thankfgiving. 

Fust.  But  pray  hov/  is  Phaeton  fall'n  all  this  time  ? 

Mach.  Why  you  faw  him  fall,  did  not  you  ? 
And  there  he  lies  j  and  I  thiok  it's  the  firil  time  I 
ever  faw  him  fall  upon  any  ftage.  But  I  kawc]  he 
has  lain  there  fo  long,  that  he  vvould  be  glad  ro  get 
up  again  by  this  time;  fo  pray  draw  the  firft .  tiat 
over  him.     Come,  enter  Ciymene. 

Cly.  Art  thou,  my  Phacy,  dead  ?  O  fooliili  elf. 
To  find  your  father,  and  to  lofe  yourfelf ! 
What  fhall  I  do  to  get  another  fon, 
For  now,  alas  !  my  teeming- time  is  done  ? 

AIR      IV. 

Thus  'when  the  wretched  od  has  foUnd 

Her  ycun<^  owls  dead  as  micey 
O'er  the  fad  fpoil  Jhe  hcvcrs  round j 
:  And  views  'em  once  or  tzvice  : 

D  d  A  Then 
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Then  to  fome  hollow  tree  foe  fiies^ 

To  hrJlow^  hooty  avd  howly 
Till  evry  boy  that  -paffes^  cries^ 

The  devil's  in  the  owl ! 

Mach.  Come,  enter  Old  Phaeton. 

Fust.  Pray,  Sir,  who  is  Old  Phaeton  ?  for  nei- 
ther Ovid  nor  Mr.  Pritchard  make  any  mention  ot 
him. 

Mach.  Sir,  he  is  the  hufbard  of  Clymene,  and 
might  h.ive  been  the  father  of  Phaeton,  if  his  wife 
would  have  let  him. 

Enter  OLD  PHAETON. 

Old  Phae.  What  is  the  reafon,  wife,  thro'  all 
the  town 
You  pubiifh  me  a  cuckold  up  and  down  ? 
Is'c  not  enough,  as  other  women  do. 
To  cuckold  me,  but  you  muft  tell  it  too  ? 

Cly.  Good  coblcr,  do  not  ihus  indulge  your  rage^ 
But,  like  your  brighter  brethren  of  the  age. 
Think  it  enough  your  betters  do  the  dcedy 
And  that  by  horning  you  I  mend  the  breed. 

Old  Phae.  Madam,  if  horns  I  on  my  head  muft 
wear, 
f^Tis  equal  to  mc  who  fliall  graft  them  there. 

Cly.  To  London,  go,    thou  out-of-fafhion  fool, 
And  thou  wilt  learn  in  that  great  cuckolds  fchool," 
That  every  man  who  wears  the  marriage-fetters, 
Is  glad  to  be  the  cuckold  of  his  betters; 
Therefore,  no  lonj.^er  at  your  fate  repine, 
for  in  your  flail  the  Sun  (liall  ever  Ihine. 
'    Old  Phae.  I  had  rather  have  burnt  candle  all  my 

life. 
Than  to  the  Sun  have  yielded  up  my  wife. 
But  fince  'tis  pad,  1  mull  my  fortune  bear ; 
'Tis  well  you  did  not  do  it  with  a  flar. 

Cly.  When  neighbours  fee  the  funlliine  in  your 
flail, 
your  fate  will  be  the  envy  of  them  all  j 

And 
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And  each  poor  clouded  man  will  wifh  the  Sun 
Wou'd  do  to  his  wife,  what  to  your  wife  h'as  done, 

[^Exeunt  arm  in  arm. 

Mack.  There,  Sir,  is  a  fcesiC  in  heroics,  be- 
tween a  cobler  and  his  wife;  now  you  fhall  have  a 
jcerie  in  mere  profe  between  feveral  gods. 

Fust.  I  Ihould  have  thought  it  more  natural  for 
the  gods  to  have  talk'd  in  heroics,  and  the  cobler 
and  his  wife  in  profe. 

Mach.  You  think  it  would  have  been  more  na- 
tural, fo  do  I,  and  for  that  very  reafon  have  avoided 
it;  for  the  chief  beauty  of  an  entertainment.  Sir, 
^s  to  be  unnatural.     Come,  where  are  the  gods? 

Enier  JUPITER,  NEPTUNE,  and  PHOEBUS. 

Jup.  Hark'e,  you  Phoebus,  will  you  take  up  your 
l?nthorn,  and  fet  out,  Sir,  or  no  ?  For,  by  Sljx ! 
V\\  put  ibmebody  tlfe  in  your  place,  if  you  do  not ; 
I  will  not  have  the  world  left  in  darknefs,  becaufe 
you  are  out  of  humour. 

'     Fhoeb.  Have  I  not  reafon  to  be  out  of  humour, 
when  you  have  deflroy'd  my  favourite  child? 

Jup.  'Twas  your  own  fault;  Vv-hy  did  you  truft 
him  with  yoi^r  lanthorn  ? 

Phceb.  I  had  promis'd  by  Styx^  an  oath  which 
you  know  was  noi:  in  my  power  to  break. 

Jup.  I  fliall  difpute  with  you  here  no  longer;  fo 
either  take  up  your  lanthorn,  and  mind  your  bufi- 
nefs,  or  I'li  difpofe  of  it  to  fomebody  elfe,  I  would 
hot  have  you  think  I  want  Suns,  for  there  were  two 
very  fine  ones  that  llione  together  at  Drury-lane 
playhoufe;  I  myfelf  faw  'em,  for  1  v/as  in  the  fame 
entertainment. 

Phoeb,  I  faw  'em  too,  but  they  were  more  like 
Moons  than  Suns ;  and  as  like  any  thing  elfe  as 
cither.  You  had  better  fend  for  the  Sun  from  Co- 
vent-Garden  houfe,  there's  a  fun  that  hatches  an  egg 
there,  and  produces  a  Harlequin. 

Jup.  Yes,  I  remember  that  ^  but  ^0  you  know 
what  animal  laid  that  egg  ? 

Phoeb. 
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Phoeb.  Not  I. 

Jup.   Sir,  that  egg  was  laid  by  an  afs. 

Nept.  Faith,  that  Sun  of  the  egg  of  an  afs  is  a 
mod  prodigious  animal  -,  I  have  often  wonder'd  how 
you  came  to  give  him  I'o  much  power  over  us,  for 
he  makes  gods  and  devils  dance  jigs  together  when- 
ever he  pleafcs. 

Jup.  You  mufl  know,  he  is  the  grandchild  of 
my  daughter  Fortune,  by  an  afs;  and  at  her  requell 
I- fettled  ;  11  that  power  upon  him  j  but  he  plays  fuch 
damn'd  pranks  with  ir,  that  I  believe  I  Ihall  fhortly 
revoke  my  grant.  He  has  turn'd  all  nature  topfy- 
tu>vy  up,  and  not  content  with  that,  in  one  of  his 
cnr.ertainn.cntshe  was  bringing  all  the  devils  in  hell 
to  hcr.vfn  by  a  machine,  but  I  happen'd  to  perceive 
him.,  and  itopt  him  by  the  way. 

Phoeb.  I  wonder  you  did  not  damn  him  for  it, 

Jup.  Sir,  he  has  been  damn'd  a  thoufand  times 
over;  but  he  Vr-lues  it  not  of  a  rulh ;  the  devils 
tht-mftlves  are  afraid  of  him  ;  he  makes  them  fing 
and  dance  whenever  he  pleafcs.  But  come,  'tis  time 
for  you  to  kz  out. 

Phoeb.  Well,  if  I  maift  I  mufl:  ;  and  fince  you 
have  deftroy'd  my  fon,  I  mull  rind  our  fome  hand- 
fome  wench  and  get  another.  \^Exit, 

Jup.  Come,  Neptune,  'tis  too  late  to  bed  to  go. 
What  Hiall  we  do  to  pafs  an  hour  or  fo  ? 

Nept.  E'en  what  you  pleafe. — Will  you  along 
with  me. 
And  take  a  little  dip  inro  the  fca  ? 

Jup.  No,  faith,  tho'  I've  a  l^eat  I  want  to  quench. 
Dear  Neptune,  can'ft  thou  find  me  out  a  wench  ? 

Nept.  What  fay 'ft  thou  to  dame  Thetis  ?  ihe's  a 
prude. 
But  yet  I  know  with  Jupiter  (lie  wou'd. 

Jup.  I  ne'er  was  more  rranfported  in  my  life  : 
While  the  Sun's  out  at  work,  I'll  have  his  wife; 
Neptune,  this  fervice  merits  m.y  regard, 
^For  all  great  men  fhou'd  dill  their  pimps  reward. 

[Exeunt, 


PHAETON  IN  THE  SUDS.     411 

Mach,  Thus,  Sir,  ends  my  ffcond  and  lad  fe- 
rious  ;  and  now  for  my  fecond  comic.  Come,  draw 
the  fcene,  and  difcover  the  tw'o  playhoujes  fide  by 
fide. 

Sneer.  You  have  brought  thefe  two  playhoufes 
in  a  very  friendly  manner  together. 

Mach.  Why  fhou'd  they  quarrel.  Sir?  for  you 
obferve,  both  their  doors  are  fhut  up.  Come,  enter 
Tragedy  King  and  Queen  to  be  hired. 

\_Enler  Tragedy  King  and  Queen,  i79?d  knock  at 
Covent-garden  playhoufe  door ;  the  Manager 
comes  out ;  the  Tragedy  King  repeats  a  fpeech 
cut  of  a  play  j  the  Manager  and  he  quarrel  about 
an  Empicafis,  He  knocks  at  Drury-lane  door  i 
the  Manager  enters  with  his  man  Pi  ftol  bearing  a 
fack-load  of  'players  articles. '\ 

Fust.  Pray,  Sir,  what  is  contain'd  in  that  fack  ? 

Mach.  Sir,  in  that  fack  are  contain'd  articles 
for  players,  from  ten  (hillings  a  week,  and  no  be- 
nefit, to  five  hundred  a  year,  and  a  benefit  clear. 

Fust.  Sir,  I  fuppofe  you  intend  this  as  a  jokej 
but  1  can't  fee  why  a  player  of  our  own  country, 
and  in  our  own  language,  fhould  not  deferve  five 
hundred,  fooner  than  a  faucy  Italian  finger  twelve. 

Mach.  Five  hundred  a  year.  Sir !  Why,  Sir, 
for  a  little  more  money  I'll  get  you  one  of  the  beft 
Hdrl'-quins  in  France  3  and  you'll  fee  the  managers 
are  of  my  opinion. 

\Enter  Harlequin  and  Columbine.  Both  Mana^ 
gers  run  to  V,w,  and  carefs  'em  5  and  while  they 
are  bidding  for  'em,  enter  a  Dog  in  T'Harlequin'j 
drefs ',  they  bid  for  him.  Enter  the  Juflice  and 
his  Clerk i  Harlequin  and  Columbine  run  off. 
Covent-garden  Manager  runs  away  with  the 
dog  in  his  arms.  The  fcene  changes  to  a  cart- 
load of  Players.  The  Juflice  pulls  out  the  acl  of 
the   \ith  of  the  ^een^  and  threatens  to  commit 

them 
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ihem  as  Vagrants  %  the  Manager  offers  the  Jujlice 
two  hundred  a  year,  if  he  ivill  commence  a  -player  $ 
the  Jujlice  accepts  it^  is  turned  into  a  Harlequin  ; 
he  and  his  Clerk  mount  the  Cart,  and  all  fing  ths 
following  Chorus. 

CHORUS. 

AIR    V.     Abbot  of  Canterbury, 

Tou  "^'onder,  perhaps^  at  the  tricks  of  the  Ji age, 
Or  that  Pantomime  iniracles  take  with  the  age ; 
But  if  you  examine  courts  country^  and  town, 
there's  nothing  hut  Harlequin/<?<7/j  will  go  down. 

Derry  down,  i^c. 

From  Fleet-llreec  to  Limehoufe  the  citys  his  rangCy 
He's  a  faint  in  his  fhop,  and  a  knave  on  the  change  j 
At  an  oath,  or  a  jefi^  like  a  cenfor  he'll  frown. 
But  a  lye  or  a  cheat  flip  currently  dow;i. 

Derry  down,  ^c» 

In  the  country  he  burns  with  a  politick  zeal^ 
And  boafis,  like  knight- errant^  to  fervc  commonweal ', 
But  once  return  d  monber^  he  alters  his  tone. 
For  as  long  as  he  rifes,  no  matter  who^s  down. 

Derry  down,  ifc. 

At  court,  Uii  as  hard  to  confine  him  as  air. 
Like  a  troublefome  fpirit,  he's  here,  and  he's  there ; 
Allpapes  and  difguifes  at  pleafure  puts  on. 
And  defies  all  the  nation  to  conjure  him  down. 

Derry  down,  (iff. 
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S  C  E  N  E,     JMrs.   M  I  D  N  I  G  H  TV. 
MIDNIGHT   ^/.'i   TAWDRY. 

Midnight. 

AND  he  did  not  g'u'e  you  a  fingle  fhilling  ? 
Taw.  No,  upon  my  honour. 
Mid.  Very  well.  They  fpcnd  fo  much, 
money  in  ihew  and  equipage,  that  they  can  no  naore 
pay  their  ladies  than  their  rradefmen.  If  it  was  not 
for  Mr.  Zorobabel,  and  fome  more  of  his  perfuafion, 
I  mult  Ihuc  up  my  doors. 

Taw.  Befides,  Ma'am,  virtuous  women  and  gen- 
tlem.en's  wives  come  fo  cheap^  that  no  man  will  go  to 
the  price  of  a  lady  of  the  town. 

Mid.  I  thought  Weilminftcr-hall  would  have. 
given  them  a  furfeic  of  their  virtuous  women  :  but 
1  fee  nothing  will  do  :  tho'  a  jury  of  cuckolds  were 
to  give  never  fuch  fwinging  damages,  it  will  not 
deter  men  from  qualifying  morejurymen.  In  fl:ic>;r, 
nothing  can  do  us  any  fervice  but  an  acft  of  parlia- 
ment to  put  us  down. 

Taw.  Have  you  put  a  bill  on  your  door.  Ma'am, 
as  you  faid  you  would  ? 

Mid.  It  is  up,  it  is  up.  O  Tawdry  !  that  a 
woman  who  hath  been  bred,  and  always  lived  like  a 
gentlewoman,  and  followed  a  polite  way  of  bufinefs, 
fhould  be  reduced  to  let  lodgings. 

Taw.  It  is  a  melancholy  confideration  truly. 
\_Knockbig.'\  But,  hark  1  I  hear  a  coach  Hop. 

Mid.  Some  rake  or  other,  who  is  too  poor  to 
have  any  reputatione     This  is  not  a  time  cf  day^ 

for 
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for  good  cuftomers  to  walk  abroad.     The  citizen^ 
good  men  !  can'c  leave  their  lliops  fo  foon. 

Servant  entersi 

Madam,  a  genrleman  and  lady  to  enquire  for 
lodgings;  they  ieem  to  be  jiift  conic  out  of  the 
country,  for  the  coach  and  horfes  are  in  a  terrible 
dirty  pickle. 

Mid.  Why  don't  you  Ihew  them  in?  Ta:wdry, 
who  knov.s  what  fortune  has  fent  us  ? 

Taw,  If  (he  had  meant  me  any  good,  fhe'd  havs 
fent  a  gentleman  without  a  lady. 

Servant  returning  '•j.iib  John. 

This  is  my  miflrefs,  Friend. 

John.  Do  you  take  volks  in  to  live  here?  Be- 
cauie  if  you  do,  madam  and  the  I'quoire  will  come 
and  live  with  you. 

Mid.  Then  your  mafter  is  a  fquire.  Friend,  is 
he? 

John*  Ay,  he  is  as  good  a  fquoire  as  any  within 
five  miles  o'  en  :  tho'f  he  was  but  a  footman  before, 
what  is  that  to  the  purpofe  ?  Madam  has  enough  for 
both  o'em. 

Mid.  Well,  you  may  dcfire  your  mafter  and  hia, 
Jady  to  walk  in.  I  believe  1  can  furnifh  them  with 
what  they  want.  What  think  you.  Tawdry,  of  the 
fquire  and  his  lady,  by  this  Ipecimen  of  them  ? 

Taw.  Why,  I  think  if  I  can  turn  the  fquire  to 
as  good  account  as  you  will  his  lady  (I  mean  if  flic 
be  handfome),  we  rtiall  have  no  reafon  to  repent  our 
acquaintance.  Y^ou  will  foon  teach  her  more  polite- 
nefs,  than  to  be  pleafed  with  a  footman,  efpecially 
as  he  is  her  hulband. 

MiD.  Truly,  I  nuift  (liy,  I  love  to  fee  ladies  pre- 
fer thcmfclves.  Mercy  on  thofe  who  betray  womeir 
to  facrilice  their  own  interell:  :  I  would  not  have  fuch 
a  fin  lie  on  my  confcience  fur  the  world. 

KntiT 
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Enter  il^%  T  H  O  M  A  S,    WIFE,    ^;/i  S  E  R- 
VANTS. 

Tho.  Madam,  your  humble  fervant.  My  fellow 
here  tells  me  you  have  lodgings  to  let,  pray  what 
are  they,  Madam  ? 

Mid.  Sir,  my  bill  hath  informed  you. 

Tho.  Pox  1  I  am  afraid  fhe  fufpe^ts  I  can't  read. 

Mid.  What  conveniencies.  Madam,  would  your 
ladyfliip  want  ? 

Wife.  Why,  Good-woman,  I  fhall  want  every 
thing  which  other  fine  ladyfhips  want.  Indeed,  I 
don't  know  what  I  fliall  want  yet;  for  I  never  was 
in  town  before  :  but  I  lliall  want  every  thing  I  fee. 

Tho.  I  hope  your  apartments  here  are  handfome, 
and  that  people  of  falliion  ufe  to  lodge  with  you. 

Mid.  If  you  pleafe,  Sir,  I'll  wait  on  your  honour, 
and  (hew  you  the  rooms. 

Tho.  Ay  do,  do  fo  j  do  wait  on  me,  John,  do 
you  hear,  do  you  take  care  of  all  our  things. 

Wife.  Ay  pray,  John,  take  care  of  the  great 
cake  and  the  cold  turkevj  and  the  ham  and  the 
chickens,  and  the  bottle  of  fack,  and  the  two  bottles 
of  ftrong  beer,  and  the  bottle  of  cyder. 

John.  I'll  take  the  bed  care  I  can  :  but  a  man 
would  think  he  was  got  into  a  fair.  The  folks  flare, 
at  one  as  if  they  had  never  feen  a  man  before. 

[Remain  Tawdry  arj  Wife. 

Taw.  Pray,  Madam,  is  not  your  ladyfhip  infi- 
nitely tired  with  your  journey  ? 

Wife.  I  tired  !  not  I,  I  an't  tired  at  all ;  I  could 
walk  twenty  miles  firther. 

Taw.  O,  I  am  furprized  at  that !  moil  fine  ladies 
are  horribly  fatigued  after  a  journey. 

Wife.  Are  they  ? Hum  !  I  don't  know  whe- 
ther I  an't  fo  too;  yes  I  am,  I  am  horribly  fatigued. 
(Weil,  I  fhall  never  find  out  all  that  a  fine  lady  ousjht 
to  be.)  [4//^f, 

Vol.  III.  E  e  Taw. 


4.1S        MISS  LUCY  IN  TOWN. 

Taw.  Was  your  ladyfhip  never  in  tov/n  beforej 
Madam  ? 

Wife.  No,  Madam,  never  before  that  I  know  of. 

Taw.  I  fhall  be  glad  to  wait  on  yon^  Madam, 
and  fhev/  you  the  town. 

Wife.  I  am  very  much  obliged  to  you.  Madam  : 
and  I  am  refolved  to  fee  every  thing  that  is  to  be 
feen  :  the  tower,  and  the  crowns,  and  the  lions,  and 
Bedlam,  and  the  parliamcnt-houfe,  and  tlie  abbey— 
■  Taw.  O  fie.  Madam  !  thefe  are  only  fights  for  the 
vulgar  J  no  fine  ladies  go  to  tliefe. 
.  Wife.  No!  why  then  I  won't  neither.  Oh  odio- 
ous  tower,  and  filthy  lions. — But  pray,  Madam,  are 
there  no  fights  for  a  fine  lady  to  fee  ? 

Taw.  O  yes.  Madam  j  there  are  ridottoes,  maf- 
querades,  court,  plays,  and  a  thoufand  others,  fo 
many,  that  a  fine  lady  has  never  time  to  be  at  home, 
but  when  fhe  is  alleep. 

Wife.  I  am  glad  to  hear  that;  for  I  hate  to  be 
at  home  :  but,  dear  Madam,  do  tell  me — for  I  fup- 
pofe  you  are  a  fine  lady. 

Taw.  At  your  fervice.  Madam. 

Wife.  What  do  your  fine  ladies  do  at  thefe  places  ? 
what  do  they  do  at  mafquerades  now  ?  for  I  have 
heard  of  them  in  the  country. 

Taw.  Why  they  drefs  themfelves  in  a  ftrange 
drefs,  and  they  walk  up  and  down  the  room,  and 
they  cry,  Do  you  know  me?  and  then  they  burll  ouc 
a  laughing,  and  then  they  fit  dov/n,  and  then  they 
get  up,  and  then  they  v/alk  about  again,  and  then 
they  go  home. 

Wife.  Oh  this  is  charming,  and  cafy  too  !  I  fliall 
be  able  to  do  a  mafquerade  in  a  minute  ;  well,  but 
do  tell  me  a  little  of  the  refb.  What  do  they  do  at 
your  what  d'ye  call  'ems,  your  plays  ? 

Taw.  Why,  if  they  can,  they  take  a  ftagebox, 
where  they  let  the  footman  fit  the  two  firft  acls,  to 
fliew  his  livery  i  then  they  come  in  to  ihew  thcm- 
klvcs,  fpread  their  fans  upon  the  fpikes,  make  cur. '- 

f  es 


MISS  LUC  Y  IN  TOWN.       419 

fies  to  their  acquaintance,  and  then  talk  and  laugh 
as  loud  as  they  are  able. 

Wife.  O  delightful !  By  gole,  I  find  there  is  no- 
thing in  a  fine  lady  s  any  body  inay  be  a  fine  lady,  if 
this  be  all. 

A  I  R     I. 

Iffiaiinting  and  ranting^ 

If  ncife  and  galleon  ting. 
Be  all  in  fine  ladies  required -^ 

ril  warrant  Vll  hi 

As  fine  a  lady 
As  ever  in  town  was  admir'd^ 

At  plays  I  will  rat ik, 

'Tittle-tattle^ 

Tittle-  tattle, 

Prittk-prattle, 

Prktle-praitle, 
As  gay  arid  as  loud  as  the  hefi:  j 

And  at  t'other  place. 

With  a  majk  on  n:y  face, 

ril  ajk  all  I  fee 

Do  you  know  me  ? 

Do  you  know  me  ? 

And  te,  he,  he. 

And  te,  he,  he. 

At  nothings  as  loud  as  a  jefi. 

THOMAS  and  MIDNIGHT  return, 

Tho.  My  dear,  I  have  feen  the  rooms,  and  they 
arc  very  handfome,  and  fit  for  us  people  of  fafhion. 

Wife.  O  my  dear,  I  am  extremely  glad  on't.  Do 
you  know  me  ?  Ha,  ha,  ha,  my  dear,  (ftretching 
out  her  fan  before  her)  ha,  ha,  ha  1 

Tho.  Heyday  1  What's  the  matter  now  ? 

Wife.  I  am  only  doing  over  a  fine  lady  at  a  maf- 
querade  or  play,  that's  all. 

[_She  coquets  apart  'With  her  hufbanL 
E  e  2  Taw, 


420       MISS  LUCY  IN  TOWN. 

Taw.  (to  Mid.)  She's  fimplicity  itfelf.  A  card 
fortune  has  dealt  yon,  which  it's  impolTible  for  yoo* 
to  play  ill.     You  may  bring  her  to  any  purpofe. 

Mid.  I  aoi  glad  to  hear  its  for  Ihe's  really  pretty^ 
and  I  (hall  fcarce  want  a  cufiomer  for  a  tit- bit. 

Wife.  Well,  my  dear,  you  won't  (lay  long,  for 
you  know!  can  hardly  bear  you  out  of  my  fight;  I 
Ihall  be  quite  miferable  till  you  come  back,  my  dear, 
dear  Tommy. 

Tho.  My  dear  Lucy,  I  will  but  go  find  out  a- 
tailor,  and  be  back  with  you  in  an  inftant. 

Wife.  Pray  do,  my  dear. 

Tho.  Nay,  t'other  kifs;  one  more— ——O!  thou 
art  the  fvveetell  creature. 

Wife.  Well  Mifs,  fine  Lady,  pray  how  do  you; 
like  my  hufband  ?  Is  he  not  a  charming  man  ? 

Taw.  Your  hufband  !  dear  Madam,,  and  was  it 
your  hufband  that  you  kifs'd  fo  ? 

Wife.  Why,  don't  fine  ladies  kifs  their  hufbands  ? 

Taw.  No,  never. 

Wife.  O-la  !  but  I  do  not  like  that  tho'  j  by  golf, 
I  believe  I  Ihall  never  be  a  fine  lady,  if  I  mull  not 
be  kifs'd.  I  like  being  a  fine  lady  in  other  things, 
but  not  in  that ;  I  thank  you-.  If  your  fine  ladies  are 
never  kifs'd,  by  gole,  I  think  we  have  not  fo  much 
reafon  to  envy  them  as  I  imagin'd. 

SONG. 

Hew  happy  are  the  nymphs  and  Jwains^ 
Who  (kip  it  and  trip  it\,  all  ever  the  plains  j 

How  fweet  are  the  kijjes, 

Hcvj  [oft  are  the  blijjes, 
Tranfporti7ig  the  lads^  and  all  melting  their  Mijfes  ? 

If  Ladies  here  fo  nice  are  grown. 

Who  jaurJ  it^  and  flaunt  it,  all  ever  the  towtt^ 

1^0  fly  as  from  ruin. 

From  billing  and  cooing^ 
A  fig  for  their  airs^  give  ma  plain  country  wooing. 

Taw, 


MISS  LUCY  IN  TOWN.       421 

Taw.  O  you  miftake  me,  Madam  ;  a  fine  lady 
may  kifs  any  man  but  her  hufband — You  will  have 
all  the  beaus  in  town  at  your  fervice. 

Wife.  Beaus  !  O  gemini,  thofe  are  the  things  Mifs 
Jenny  ufed  to  talk  of. — And  pray,  Madam,  do  beaus 
kifs  fo  much  fweeter  and  better  than  other  folks  P 

Taw.  Hum. !  1  can't  fay  much  of  that. 

Wife.  And  pray  then,  why  mud  I  like  them 
better  than  my  own  hufband  ? 

Mid.  Becaufe  it's  the  fafliion,  Madam.  Fine 
ladies  do  every  thing  becaufe  it's  the  fafhion.  They 
fpoil  their  fhapes,  to  appear  big  with  child,  becaufe 
it's  the  fafhion.  They  lofe  their  money  at  whift, 
without  underftanding  the  game  j  they  go  to  auc- 
tions, without  intending  to  buyj  they  go  to  ope- 
ras,   without  any  ear;    and  flight   their  hufbands 

without  difiiking  them  j  and  all becaufe  it  is  the 

fafhion. 

Wife.  Well,  I'll  try  to  be  as  much  in  fafhion  as  I 
can  :  But  pray  when  mull  I  go  to  thefe  beaus ;  for  I 
really  long  to  fee  them  ?  For  Mifs  Jenny  fays^  (he's 
fure  I  fliall  like  them ;  and  if  I  do,  i'facks  !  I  be- 
Jieve  I  fhali  tell  them  fo,  notwithflanding  what  our 
parfon  fr.ys. 

Mid.  Bravely  faid  j  I  v/ill  fhew  you  fome  fine 
gentlemen,  which  I  warrant  you  will  like. 

Wife.  And  will  they  like  me  ? 

Taw.  Like  you  !  they'll  adore  you,  they'll  wor- 
{hip  you.  Madam,  fays  my  Lord,  You  are  the 
moft  charming,  beautiful,  fine  creature  that  ever  my 
eyes  beheld. 

Wife.  What's  that  ?  Do,  fay  that  over  again. 

Taw.  (repeats.)  Madam,  you  are,  6fr. 

Wife.  And  will  they  think  all  this  of  me  ? 

Taw.  No  doubt  of  it.     They'll  fwear  it. 

Wife.  Then  to  be  fure  they  will  think  it.  Yes> 
yes,  to  be  fure  they  will  think  fo.  I  wifh  I  could 
•lee  thefe  charming  men. 

Mid..  O  you  will  fee  them  every  where.     Here 
E  e  3  10. 
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in  the  houfe  I  have  had  fcveral  to  vifit  me,  who 
have  faid  the  fame  thing  to  me  and  this  young  lady. 

Wife.  What,  did  they  cail  you  charming  and 
beautiful  ?—*—: — By  gole,  1  think  they  may  very 
vvcll  fay  fo  to  me  \_qj^cls'].  But  v/hen  will  thefe  charm- 
ing men  come  ? 

Mid.  They'll  be   here   imm.ediately :    but  your 
ladyfhip  will  drefs  yourfelf.     I  fee  your  man   has 
brought  your  things.     I  fuppofe  your  ladyfliip  has 
.your  cloaths  with  you, 

Wix^E.  O  yes,  I  have  cloaths  enough  •,  I  have 
a  one  thread  fatin  fuit  of  clor^ths  of  all  the  colours  in 
tht  rainbow  J  then  I  have  a  fine  red  gown  flower'd 
•with  yellowj  all  my  ov;n  work  j  and  a  fine  lac'd 
fuit  of  pinners  that  was  my  great  grandmother's  ! 
that  has  been  worn  but  twice  chefe  forty  years,  and 
my  mother  told  me,  coft  almoil  four  pounds  when 
it  was  new,  and  reaches  down  hither.  And  then  I 
have  a  great  gold  watch  that  hath  continued  in  our 
famJy  I  can't  tell  how  long,  and  is  almoU:  as  broi^d 
as  a  moderate  punch-bowl  j  and  then  I  have  two 
great  gold  ear-rings,  and  fix  or  feven  rings  for  my 
finger,  worth  above  twenty  pound  all  together  j  and 
a  thoufand  fine  things  that  you  fnall  fee. 

Mid.  Ay>  Madam,  thefc  things  would  have 
dreH:  yotir  ladyihip  very  vv-ell  an  hundred  years  ago,; 
but  the  fafliions  are  alter'd.  Laced  pinners,  indeed  ! 
You  mufi  cut  off"  your  hair,  and  get  a  little  perri- 
Vk'ig,  and  a  French  cap ;  and  inllead  of  a  great 
watch,  you  mufl:  have  one  fo  fmall,  that  it  is  im- 
pofiibie  it  ihould  goj  and — but  come,  this  young 
lady  will  inftrufl  you.  Pray,  Mifs,  wait  on  the 
lady  to  her  apartment,  and  fend  for  proper  tradef- 
men  to  drefs  her-,  fuch  as  tlie  fine  ladies  v,fc.  Ma- 
dam, you  Iball  be  dreft  as  you  ought  to  be. 

Wife.  Thank  you,  M'idam  ;  and  then  I  fliall 
be  as  fine  a  lady  as  the  bed  of  them.  By  gole,  this 
London  is  a  charnu'ng  place.  If  ever  my  huf- 
band  gets  me  out   of  it  againj    1   am   milfaken. 

Come, 
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Come,  dear  Mifs,  I  am  impatient.  Do  you  knciv 
^nc?  ha,  ha,   ha!  [£x^««/ Wife  ^?i^  Tawdry. 

Enter  Lord  BAWBLE. 

Loud  Bawb.  So,  Old  Midnight,  v/hat  fchemes 
art  thou  plodding  on  ? 

Mid.  O  fie!  my  Lord;  I  proteft,  if  Sir  Thomas 
and  you  don't  leave  off  your  riots,  you  v/ill  ruin 
the  reputation  of  my  houfe  for  ever.  L  wonder  too, 
you  have  no  more  regard  to  your  own  chara6lers. 

Lord  Bawb.  Why^  thou  old  canting  ofFspring 
of  hypocrify,  dolt  thcu  think  that  men  of  quality 
are  to  be  confined  to  the  rules  of  decency,  like  fo- 
ber  citizens,  as  if  they  were  afham'd  of  their  fins, 
and  afraid  they  fiiould  lofe  their  turn  of  being  Lord 
Mayor  ? 

Mip.  We  ought  all  to  be  afhamed  of  our  fins. 

0  my  Lord,  my  Lord,  had  you  but  heard  that 
excellent  fermon  on  Kennington- Common,  it  would 
have  made  you  afhamed  :  1  am  fure  it  had  fo  good 
an  effe>5l  upon  me,  that  I  Ihall  be  alliamed  cf  my 
fins  as  long  as  I  live. 

Lord  Bawb.  Why  don't  you  leave  them  ofi^  then, 
and  lay  down  your  houfe  ? 

Mid.  Alas,  I  can't,  I  can't;  I  was  bred  up  in 
the  way  :  but  I  repent  heartily  ;  I  repent  every  hour 
of  my  life ;  and  that  I  hope  will  make  amends. 

Lord  Bawb.  Well,  where  is  my  Jenny  Ranter? 

Mid.  Ah,  poor  Jenny  I  Poor  Jenny  is  gone.  I 
fhall  never  fee  her  more  ;  fiie  was  the  beft  of  girls; 
it  almioPc  breaks  my  tender  heart  to  think  on'r,  nay, 

1  fhall  never  outlive  her  Icfs  (crying).  My  Lord, 
Sir  Thomas  and  you  forgot  to  pay  for  that  bowl  of 
punch  laft  night. 

Lord  Bav/b.  Dam.n  your  punch,  is  my  dear 
Jenny  dead  ? 

Mid.  Worfe,  if  pofiible — She  is— fhe  is  turn\l 
methodifi,  and  married  to  one  of  the  brethren. 

E  e  4  LcRn 
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Lord  Bawb.  O,  if  that  be  all,  we  fhail  have  her 
again. 

Mid.  Alas!  I  fear  not;    for  they  are  powerful 

men. But  pray,  my  Lord,  how  go  the  finances, 

for  I  have  fuch  a  piece  of  goodsj  fuch  a  girl  jull  ar- 
rived out  of  the  country  ! upon  my  foul  as  pure 

a  virgin — fori  have  known  her  whole  bringing  up  ; 
flie  is  a  relation  of  minej  her  father  left  me  her 
guardian.  I  have  juft:  brought  her  from  a  boarding- 
fchcol  to  have  her  under  my  own  eye,  and  complete 
her  education. 

Lord  Bav/b.  Where  is  fhe  ?  let  me  fee  her. 

Mid.  Not  a  ftep  without  the  Ready.  I  told  you 
1  was  her  guardian,  and  I  ihall  not  betray  my 
truft. 

Lord  Bawb.  If  I  like  her — upon  my  honour — 

Mid.  I  have  too  much  value  for  your  lordfhip's 
honour,  to  have  it  left  in  pawn.  Befides,  I  have 
more  right  honourable  honour  in  my  hands  unre- 
deemed already,  than  I  know  what  to  do  with. 
However,  I  think  you  may  depend  on  my  honour  ! 
depofite  a  cool  hundred,  and  you  fi-.all  fee  her;  and 
then  take  either  the  lady  or  the  money. 

Lord  Bawb.  I  know  ihee  to  be  inexorable.  I'll 
fkep  home  and  fetch  the  money.  I  gave  that  fum 
to  my  wife  this  m.oining  to  buy  her  cloaths.  I'll 
take  it  from  her  again,  and  let  iier  tick  with  the 
tradefmen.  Look'e,  if  this  be  dale  goods.  Til  break 
every  window  in  the  houfe. 

Mid.  I'll  give  you  leave.  He'll  be  tir'd  of  her 
in  a  week,  and  then  I  mny  difpofe  of  her  again. 
I  am  afraid  1  did  wrong  in  putting  her  off  tor  a 
virgin,  for  (he'll  certainly  difcover  fhe  is  married. 
}-loweVer,  I  can  forfwear  the  knowing  it. 

[Zorobabel  brcugbt  in^  in  a  chair,  with 
the  curlainj  dran-n. 

P  here's  one  of  my  fober  cuftorners Mr.  Zo- 

robabel,  is  it  you  ?  I  am  your  worfhip's  moft  obe- 
dient fervant, 
'  '  *  2or. 
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ZoR.  How  do  you  do,  Mrs.  Midnight?  I  hope 
no  body  fees  or  overhears.  This  is  an  early  hour 
for  me  to  vifit  ar.  I  have  but  juft  been  at  home  to 
drefs  me,  fince  I  came  from  the  Alley. 

Mid.  I  fuppofe  your  worfhip's  hands  are  pretty 
full  there  now  with  your  lottery-tickets? 

ZoR.  Fuller  than  I  defire,  Mrs.  Midnight,  I  af- 
fure  you.  We  hoped  to  have  brought  them  to  i^cven 
pounds  before  thisj  that  would  have  been  a  pretty 

comfortable  inrerefl:  for  our  money. But,  have 

you  any  worth  feeing  in  your  houfe  ? 

Mid.  O  Mr.  Zorobabel !  fuch  a  piece!  fuch  an 
angel  I 

ZoR.  Ay,  ay,  where  ?  where? 

Mid.  Here  in  the  houfe. 

ZoR.  Let  me  fee  her  this  inflant. 

Mid.  Sure  nothing  was  ever  fo  unfortunate  ! 

ZoR.  Hey  !  what  ? 

Mid.  O  Sir !  not  thinking  to  fee  your  worfhip  this 
bufy  time,  I  have  promifed  her  to  Lord  Bawble. 

ZoR.  How,  Mrs.  Midnight,  promife  her  to  a 
Lord  without  offering  her  to  me  firft  ?  Let  me  tell 
you,  'tis  an  affront  not  only  to  me,  but  to  all  my 
friends :  and  you  deferve  never  to  have  any  but 
chriftians  in  your  houfe  again. 

Mid.  Marry  forbid  1  Don't  utter  fuch  curfes 
againft  me. 

ZoR.  Who  is  it  fupports  you  ?  Who  is  it  can 
fupport  you  ?  Who  have  any  money  befides  us  ? 

Mid.'  Pray  your  worfhip  forgive  me. 

ZoR.  No,  I  will  deal  higher  for  the  future  with 
ihofe  who  are  better  acquainted  with  Lords  j  they  will 
know  whom  to  prefer.  I  mufl:  tell' you,  you  are  a 
very  ungrateful  woman.  I  know  a  woman  of  falhion 
at  St.  James's  end  of  the  town,  where  I  might  deal 
cheaper  than  with  yourfelf  j  tho'  I  own,  indeed,  yours 
iS  rather  the  more  reputable  houfe  of  the  two. 

Mid.  But  my  Lord  hath  never  feen  her  yet, 

§  ZoR. 
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ZoR.  Hath  he  not?  Why  then  he  never  fhall,  'till 
I  have  done  with  her :  fne'll  be  good  enough  for  a 
X^ord  half  a  year  hence.  Come,  fetch  her  down,  fetch 
her  dov>?n.     How  long  hath  Cliq  been  in  town  ? 

Mid.  Not  tvv'o  hours.  Pure  country  innocent  flefh 
and  blood. — But  vvhat  Ihall  I  fay  to  my  Lord  ? 

ZoR.  Say  any  thing;  put  ofFfomebody  elfe  upon 
him ;  3.  ftale  v;oma.n  of  quality,  or  fomebody  who  hath 
been  in  Weftminfter-hali  and  the  news-papers. 

Mid.  Well,  I'll  do  the  beft  I  can;  though,  upon 
my  honour,  I  was  to  have  had  200  guineas  from  my 
Lord. 

ZoR.  Two  hundred  promifes  you  mean  j  but  had 
it  been  ready  cafn,  I'll  make  you  amends  if  I  like 
her;  we'll  never  differ  about  the  price;  fo  fetch  her, 
fetch  her. 

Mid.  I  will,  an't  pleafc  yoiir  worOiip.  [Exit, 

ZoR.  Soh!  the  money  of  chriftian  men  pays  for 
the  beauty  of  chriftian  women.     A  good  exchange ! 

Enier  MIDNIGHT.  [A  itoife  -xithout. 

Mid.  O  Sir,  here  are  fome  noify  people  coming 
this  way ;  flip  into  the  next  room :  1  am  as  tender 
of  your  reputation  as  of  my  own. 

ZoR.  You  are  a  fenfible  woman,  and  I  commend 
your  care;  for  reputation  is  the  very  foul  of  a  Jew. 

Mid.  Go  in  here,  I  will  quickly  clear  the  toall  for 
you  again.  \Exit  Zor.]  Now  for  my  gentlemen; 
and,  if  I  miftake  not  their  voices,  one  is  an  opera- 
finger,  and  the  other  a  finger  in  one  of  our  playhoufes. 

Enter  Si^nior  CANTILENO  and  Mr.  BALLAD. 

Mid.  What  is  the  matter,  gentlemen  T  what  is  the 
matter? 

Cant.  Begar  I  vil  ave  de  woman ;  bcgar  I  vil 
ave  her. 

Bal.  You  mud  win  her  firft,  Signior!  and  if  you 
can  g.:in  her  affcclions,  I  am  too  much  an  Englifli- 

man 
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man  to  think  of  retraining  her  from  purfuing  her 
own  will. 

Cant.  Never  fear,  me  vin  her.  No  Englifn  wo- 
man can  withiland  de  charms  of  my  voice. 

Mid.  If  he  begins  to  fing,  there  vvili  be  no  end 
on't.     I  mull  go  look  after  my  young  lady.    [Exa^ 

SONG. 

Cant.  Mufic  jure  hath  charms  to  move^ 

IViih  my  fctig^  with  my  fong  Fll  charm  my  loz's^ 
This  good  land  where  money  grows^ 
Well  the  price  of  finging  knows : 
Hither  all  the  ivarblers  throng  ; 

Taking  mcney^ 

Milk  and  honey, 
Taking  money  for  a  foyig, 

Bal.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  What  the  devil  fliould  an  Ita- 
lian finger  do  with  a  miftrefs  ? 

Cant.  AfK  your  women,  who  are  in  love  Vy-it  de 
Italian  fingers. 

SONG. 

See,  while  I  flrike  the  vocal  lyre. 
Beauty  languifh,  langiiijh  and  expire: 
hike  turtle-doves^  in  a  wooing  fit 
See  the  blocming  charmers  fit ; 

Softly  fizhing. 

Gently  dying, 
X     While  fweet  founds  to  r.nptures  movez 

Trembling,  thrilling. 

Sweetly  killing. 
Airs  that  fan  the  wings  of  Love.  » 

SON     G. 

I. 

Bal.     Be  gone,  thou  fhnme  of  human  race. 
The  noble  RoiricLn  foil's  difgrace , 
Nor  vainly  with  a  Briton  dare 
Attempt  to  win  a  Britifli/^/r, 

*    '  For 
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For  manly  charms  the  Britifh  dame 
Shall  feel  a  fiercer^  ncbUr  flame  j 

^0  manly  numbers  lend  her  ear^ 
Andfcorn  thy  Joft  enerijate  air. 

Enter  /z  Po  rter. 

PoR.  (to  Cant. J  Sir,  the  lady's  in  the  next  room. 
Cant.  Ver  vel.     Begar  1  vil  ave  her. 
Bal.  I'll  follow  you,  and  fee  how  far  the  charms 
of  your  voice  will  prevail. 

£»/^r  ZOROBABEL,   M  I  D  N  I  G  H  T,  ^;;J 
WIFE. 

Mid.  (to  her  entering.)  I  am  going  to  introduce 
your  ladylhip  to  one  of  our  fine  gentlemen  whom  I 
told  you  of. 

Wife,  {furveying  him  awk'Ji-ardly.)  Is  this  a  beau, 
2nd  a  fine  gentleman  ? — By  go!es  Mr.  Thomas  is  a 
finer  gentleman,  in  my  opinion,  a  thoufand  times. 

ZoR.  Madam,  your  humble  fervant;  I  fhall  al- 
ways thinic  myfelf  obliged  to  Mrs.  Midnight,  for 
introducing  me  to  a  young  lady  of  your  perfe(5t 
beauty.  Pray,  Madam,  how  long  have  you  been  in 
town  ? 

Wife.  Why,  I  have  been  in  town  s.bout  three 
hours:  I  am  but  a  Ilranger  here.  Sir;  but  I  was 
very  lucky  to  meet  with  this  civil  gentlewoman  and 
this  fine  lady,  to  teach  me  how  to  drefs  and  behave 
myfelf.  Sir,  I  would  not  but  be  a  fine  lady  for  all 
the  world. 

ZoR.  Madam,  you  are  in  the  right  on't :  and  this 
foft  hand,  this  white  neck,  and  thefe  fvveet  lips  were 
formed  for  no  other  purpofe. 

Wife.  Let  me  alone,  Mun,  will  you;  I  won't 

be  puH'd  and  haul'd  about  by  you,  1  won't. 

For  I  am  very  fure,you  don't  kifs  half  fo  fweet  as  Mr. 
Thomas. 

ZoR. 
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ZoR.  Nay,  be  not  coy,  my  dear  j  if  yon  will  fuffer 
me  to  kifs  you,  I  will  make  you  the  fined  ofladies  j 
you  fhall  have  jewels  equal  to  a  woman  of  quality  : 

Nay,  I  will  furnilh  a  houfe  for  you  in  any  pare 

of  the  town,  and  you  fliall  ride  in  a  fine  gilt  chair> 
carried  by  two  (tout  fellows,  that  I  will  keep  for  no 
other  purpofe. 

Mid.  Madam,  if  you  will  but  like  this  gentleman, 
he'll  make  you  a  fine  lady :  'tis  he,  and  fome  more 
of  his  acquaintance,  that  make  half  the  fine  ladies  iia 
the  town. 

Wife.  Ay!  V\'"hy  then  I  will  like  him.- 1 

will  fay  I  do,  which  I  fuppofe  is  the  iame  thins^. 
[JJide.l  But  when  (hall  I  have  all  theie  fine  things  ? 
for  I  long  to  begin. 

ZoR.  And  fo  do  I,  my  Angel. 

[Offering  to  kifs  her. 

Wife. Nay,  I  won't  kiis  any  more,  'till  I 

have  fomething  in  hand,  that  I  am  refolved  of. 

Mid.  (to  Zor.j  Fetch  her  fomiC  bawblesj  any  toys 
will  do. 

Wife.  But  if  you  will  fetch  me  all  the  things 
you  promifed  me,  you  fhall  kifs  me  as  long  as  you 
pleafe. 

ZoR.  But  when  I  have  done  all  thefe  things,  you 
muft  never  fee  any  other  man  but  me. 

Wife.  Muft  not  I  ? But  I  don't  like  that. 

And  will  you  ftay  with  me  always  then  ? 

ZoR.  No  J  I  fhall  only  come  to  fee  you  in  the 
evening. 

Wife.  (O  then  it  will  be  well  enough, 

for  I  will  fee  whoni  I  pleafe  all  t!ie  day,  and  you  fliall 
know  nothing  of  the  matter.)  [Jfide.'\  Indeed  I- 
won't  fee  any  body  elfe  but  you ;  indeed  I  v/on't* 
But  do  go  and  fetch  me  thefc  fine  things. 

ZoR.  I  go,  my  dear.  Mrs.  Midniglu,  pray  take 
care  of  her.  I  never  favv  anv  one  io  pretty  nor  i'o 
fiily. 

V/lFE. 
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Wife.  I  heard  you.  Sir  j  bur  you  jfhall  find  I  have 
fenfe  enough  lo  outwit  you.  Well,  Mifs  Jenny  may 
ftay  in  the  country  if  Ihe  will  j  and  fee  nothing  buc 
the  great  jolly  parfon,  who  never  gives  any  thing 
but  a  nofegay,  or  a  handful  of  nuts,  for  a  kifs.  But 
where's  the  young  lady  that  was  here  juft  now  ?  for 
to  my  mind,  I  am  in  a  new  world,  and  my  head  is 
quite  turn'd  giddy. 

Mid.  It  is  a  common  effeifl.  Madam,  which  the 
town  air  hath  on  young  ladiesj  when  Brit  they  come 
into  it. 

Enter  CANTILENO. 

Cant.  Begar  dat  dam  Englifli  ballad-finglngdog 

has  got  away  de  woman ah,  pardie 'i:cila  ii'ii 

dpjre —  \GQing  towards  her. 

Mid.  Hold,  hold,  Signiorj  this  lady  is  not  for 

you. She  is  a  woman  of  quality,  and  her  price 

is  a  little  beyond  your  pocket. 

Cant.  Begar  I  like  none  but  de  women  of  qua- 
lity.  And  you  no  know  de  price  of  my  pocket-— 

See  here begar  here  are  fifty  guinea dey  are 

not  above  dc  value  of  two  fong, 

SONG. 

To  beauty  ccmpar'*d^  pale  gold  I  defpife. 
No  jewels  can  Jparkle  like  C^liaV  bright  eyeS: 
Let  mifers  ivitb  plea/tire  furvey  their  bright  mafs ; 
With  far  greater  raptures  I  viezu  my  fir. e  lafs: 
Cold  lock'd  in  my  coffers  for  me  has  no  charms. 

Then  its  value  I  czvn. 

Then  I  prize  it  alone. 
When  it  tempts  blooming  beauty  to  fly  to  my  arms. 

Wife.  This  is  certainly  one  of  thofe  opcrifh  fing- 
ers Mifs  Jenny  ufed  to  talk  of,  and  to  mimic :  flie 
taught  me  o  mimic  them  too. 

RECITA- 
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RECITATIVE. 

Cant.  Brighteft  nymph  turn  here  thy  eyes. 
Behold  thy  fivain  defpairs  and  dies, 

"Wife.  A  voice  fo  fweel  cannot  defpair^ 
Unlefs  from  deafnefs  of  the  fair  -, 
Such  founds  mv.fl  r/icve  the  didlefl  ear : 
Lefs  fweet  the  'warbling  nightingale  -, 
Lefs  fzveet  the  breeze  fweeps  thro'  the  vale. 


\ 


SONG. 

Cant.  Sweetef  caufe  of  all  niy  pain. 
Pride  and  glory  of  the  plain. 
See  my  anguifh^ 
See  r,ie  languifh  : 
Pity  thy  expiring  fwain. 
Wife.  Gentle  youth  of  my  difdain. 
Ah,  too  cruel  J  cu  complain  j 
IMy  tender  heart 
Feels  greater  fmart  \ 
Pity  TAe  expiring  fwain. 
Cant.  Will  you  then  all  my  pangs  defpife? 

Will  nothing  your  difdain  remove  ? 
Wife.  Can  you  not  read  my  voifloin?  eyes? 
Ah^  mufi  I  tell  you  that  1  love? 
Cant.  I  faint,  I  die, 

W^iFE.  Andfo  do  L 

BALLAD  enters^  and fings, 

SONG. 

"Hum  hither  your  eyes,  bright  maid, 
'Turn  hither  with  all  your  charms ; 

Behold  a  jolly  young  blade. 
Who  longs  to  be  clafp'd  in  your  arms: 

To  fighing  and  whining. 

To  fobbing  and  pining. 
Then  merrily  bid  adieu. 

Cant. 
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Cant.      See  how  I  expire, 
Bal.         See  hovj  Vm  on  fir e^ 

And  burn^  my  dear  nymph,  for  you. 
Wife.       fhus  Jirongly  purjiCd^ 
By  two  lovers  woo'd. 
What  jhall  a  ■poor  woman  do  ? 
But  a  lover  inflames^ 
Sure  mojl  pity  claims. 
So  J  jolly  Lad,  I'm  for  you. 

Enter  MIDNIGHT, 

Mid.  Gentlemen,  I  mufl:  beg  you  would  go  into 
another  room  ;  for  my  Lord  Bawble  is  jult  coming, 
and  he  hath  befpoke  this. 

Cant.  Le  Diablc!  one  of  our  diredorsl  I  would 
not  ave  him  fee  me  here  for  de  varld. 

Wife.  Is  my  Lord  come  ?  how  eagerly  I  long  to 
fee  him  ! 

Cant.  Allons,  Madam. 

Wife.  Noj  I  will  ftay  with  my  Lord. 

Mid.  He  is  juft  coming  in. Upon  my  foul, 

1  will  bring  her  to  you  prefently. 

Cant.  Well,  you  are  de  woman  of  honour. 

Bal.  This  new  face  will  not  come  to  my  turn  yeti 
fo  I  will  to  my  dear  Tawdry. 

Enter  Lord  BAWBLE. 

Lord  Baw.  Well,  I  have  kept  my  word ;  I  have 
brought:  the  ready.  {^Seeing  Wife.]  Upon  my  foul, 
a  fine  girl  !  I  fuppcfe  this  is  fhe  you  told  me  of? 

Mid.  What  ihall  I  do  ?  \_afide.'\  Yes,  yes,  my 
Lord,  this  is  the  fame  :  But  pray  come  away ;  for 
I  can't  bring  her  to  any  thing  yet ;  fhe  is  fo  young, 
if  you  fpeak  to  her,  you  will  frighten  her  out  of 
her  witsj  have  but  a  little  patience,  and  1  fliall 
bring  her  to  my  mind. 

LORP 
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Lord  Bawb.  Don't  tell  me  of  patience  j  I'll  fpeak 
to  her  now  -,  and  I  warrant,  I  bring  her  to  my  mind. 

[They  talk  apart. 

Wife,  [at  the  other  end  of  the  fiage^  looking  at  my 
Lord.]  O  la!  That  is  a  fine  gentleman,  indeed  j  and 
yet  who  knows,  bur  Mr.  Thomas  might  be  juft  fuch 
another,  if  he  had  but  as  fine  cloaths  on? —  . 
I  wonder  he  don't  fpeak  to  me,  to  be  fure  he  don'c 
like  me  j  if  he  did,  he  would  fpeak  to  me  j  and  if  he 
does  not  prelently,  t!ie  old  fellow  will  be  back  again, 
and  then  I  mull  not  talk  with  him. 

Mid.  Confider,  fhe  is  juft  frefh  and  raw  out  of 
the  country. 

Lord  Bawb.  I  like  her  the  better.  It  is  in  vain 
to  contend  ;  for,  by  Jupiter,  I'll  at  her.  I  know  how 
to  deal  with  country  ladies.  I  learnt  the  arc  of  mak- 
ing love  to  them  at  my  election. 

Mid.  What  will  become  of  me!  I'll  get  out  of 
the  way,  and  fwear  to  Mr.  Zorobabel,  I  know  no- 
thing of  my  Lord's  feeing  her.  [Exit» 

Lord  Bawb.  It  is  generous  in  you,  Madam,  to 
leave  the  country,  to  make  us  happy  here  with  the 
funfliine  of  your  beauty. 

Wife.  Sir,  I  am  fure,  I  fhall  be  very  glad  if  any 
thing  in  my  power   can  make  the  beaus  and  fine 

gentlemen  of  this  fine  town  happy. He  talks 

juft  like  Mr.  Thomas,  before  I  was  married  to  him, 
when  he  firft  came  out  of  his  town  fervice.     [JJide. 

Lord  Bawb.  She  fcems  delightfully  ignorant.  A 
quality  which  is  to  me  a  great  recommendation  of  a 

miftrefs,  or  a  friend. O,  Madam,  can  you  doubt 

of  your  power,  Vv'hich  is  as  extenfive  as  your  beauty  i 
which  lights  fuch  a  fire  in  the  heart  of  every  beholder, 
as  nothing  but  your  frowns  can  put  out. 

Wife.  I'll  never  frown  again ;  for  if  all  the  fine 

gentlemen  in  town  were  in  love  with  me,  icod, 

with  all  my  heart,  the  more  the  merrier. 

Lord  Bawb.  When  they  know  you  have  my  admi- 
VoL.  III.  F  f  ration. 
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ration,  you  will  foon  have  a  thoufand  other  adorers* 
If  a  lady  hath  a  mind  to  bring  cuftom  to  her  houfe^ 
fhe  hath  nothing  more  to  do  but  to  hang  one  of  us- 
Lords  out  for  a  fign. 

Wife.  A  Lord  ! Gemini,  and  a»-e  you  a  Lord? 

Lord  Bawe.  My  Lord  Bawble,  Madam,  at  your 
fervice. 

Wife.  Well,  my  Lord  Bawble  is  the  prettied 
name  I  ever  heard  ;  the  very  name  is  enough  to 
charm  one. My  Lord  Bawble! 

Lord  Bav/b.  Why,  truly,  I  think  it  hath  fome- 
thing  of  a  quality-found  in  it. 

Wife.  Heigh,  ho  I 

Lord  Bawb.  Why  do  you  figh  my  charmer  ? 

Wife.  At  what,  perhaps,  will  make  you  figh  toOj. 
when  you  know  it. 

Lord  Bawb.  Ay,  what  ? 

"Wife.  I  am  married  to  an  odious  footman,  and 

can  never  be  my  Lady  Bawble. 1  am  afraid  you 

won't  like  me,  now  I  have  told  you. But  I 

aflure  you,  if  I  had  not  been  married  already,  1 
fhould  have  married  you  of  all  the  beaus  and  fine 
gentlemen  in  the  world :  But  tho'  I  am  married  to 
him,  I  like  you  the  bed;  and  I  hope  that  will  do. 

Lord  Bawb.  Yes,  yes,  yes,  my  dear ;  do! — 

very  well :  (Is  this  wench  an  idiot,  or  a  bite?  marry 
me,  with  a  pox!)  [J^de.]  And  fo  you  are  married 
to  a  footman,  my  dear  ? 

Wife.  Yes,  I  am  j  I  fee  you  don't  like  me,  nov7 
you  know  I  am  another  man's  wife. 

Lord  Bawb.  Indeed  you  are  miftaken  j  I  diQlke 
no  man's  wife  but  my  own. 

Wife.  O  la !  What  are  you  married  then  ? 

Lord  Bawb.  Yes,  I  think  I  am  :  But  I  have  almof^ 
forgot  it  J  for  1  have  not  feen  my  wife,  'till  this  morn- 
ing, for  a  twelvemonth. 

Wife.  No  I  by  goles,  you  may  marry  fomcbody 
clfe  for  me.     And  now  I  think  on'ti  if  I  fhould  be 

feen- 


MISS   LUCY  IN  TOWN.        435 

fcen  rpeaking  to  him,  I  (iiali  lofe  all  the  fine  things 
I  was  prcmifed.  [yi/'tde, 

LordBawb.  What  are  you  confiderin^,  my  dear? 

Wife.  I  mufl  not  (lay  with  you  any  longer,  for  I 
cxpecl  an  old  gentlennan  every  minute,  who  promifed 
me  a  thoufand  fine  things,  if  I  would  not  fpeak  to  any 
body  but  h.im  :  He  promifed  to  keep  two  tali  iufty 
fellows  for  no  other  bulinefs  but  to  carry  me  up  and 
down  in  a  chair. 

Lord  Bav/b.  I  will  not  only  do  that,  but  I  will 
keep  you  two  other  tall  fellows  for  no  other  ufe  buc 
to  walk  before  your  chair. 

Wife.  Will  you  ?  Nay,  I  affure  you,  I  like  you 
better  than  him,  if  I  fiiall  not  lofe  any  fine  things  by 
the  bargain. — -But  hold,  now  I  think  on't :  Sup- 
pofe  I  fray  here  till  he  come  back  again  with  his  pre- 
sents, I  can  take  the  things,  promife  him,  and  go  with 
you  afterwards,  you  know,  my  Lord.  O,  how  pretty 
Lord  founds  ! 

Lord  Bawb.  No,  you  will  have  no  need  on't;  I 
will  give  you  variety  of  fine  things.  (Till  I  am  tired 
of  you,  and  then  I'll  take  them  away  again.)  But, 
my  dear,  thefe  lodgings  are  not  fine  enough  3  I  will 
take  fome  finer  for  you. 

Wife.  Oh!  what  are  there  finer  houfes  than  this 
in  town  ?  Why,  my  father  hath  five  hundred  a  year 
in  the  country,  and  his  houfe  is  not  half  fo  fine. 

LordBawb.  O,  my  dsar,gentlemen  of  no  hundred 
pound  a  year  fcorn  fuch  a  houfe  as  this :  Nobody  lives 
now  in  any  thing  but  a  palace. 

W^iFE.  Nay^  the  finer  the  better,  by  goles,  if  you 
will  pay  for  it. 

Lord  Bawb.  Pugh,  p'lhaw,  pay !  never  mind  that: 
That  word  hath  almoft  put  me  in  the  vapours 
Come,  my  dear  girl ]_KiJJes  her. 

Wife.    O  fie,   my  Lord,   you  make  me  blufn. 

He  kiifes  fvveeter  than   my  hufoand,    a  thoufand 

times  J  I  did  not  think  there  had  been  fuch  a  man 

F  f  2  as 
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as  my  hufband  in  the  world,  but  I  find  I  was  mif- 
taken. 

Lord  Bav/b.  Confider,  my  dear,  what  a  pride  you 
will  have  in  hearing  the  man  you  love  call'd,  Lord- 
fliip. 

Wife.  Lordfhip!  it  is  pretty.  Lordfhip!  But  then 
you  won't  fee  me  above  once  in  a  twelvemonth. 

Lord  Bawb.  I  will  fee  you  every  day,  every  mi- 
nute :  I  like  you  (o  well,  that  nothing  but  being, 
married  to  you  could  make  me  hate  you. 

Wife.  O  Gemini  !  I  forgot  it  was  the  fafhion. 

Lord  Bawb.  Let  us  lole  no  time,  but  halten  to  find 
feme  place  where  I  may  equip  you  like  a  woman  of 
quality. 

Wife.  I  am  out  of  my  wits.  My  Lord,  I  am 
ready  to  wait  on  your  Lordfliip  wherever  your  Lord- 
fhip pleafes Lordfhip  !  Quality  1  I  fliall  be  a 

fine  Lady  immediately  now. 

Emer  M I  D  N I  G  F]  T. 

Mid.  What  fliall  I  do  ?  I  am  ruin'd  for  ever) 
My  Lord  hath  carried  away  the  girl.  Mr.  Zoroba- 
bel  will  never  forgive  me  i  I  Ihall  lofe  him  and  all 
his  friends,  and  they  are  the  only  fupportof  my  houfe, 
Foolilh  flut,  to  prefer  a  rakifli  Lord  tc»  a  fober  Jews 
But  women  never  know  how  to  make  their  market, 
'fill  they  are  fo  old  no  one  will  give  any  thing  for 
them. 

Enter  THOMAS. 

Tho.  Your  humble  fervant.  Madam.  Pray,  Ma- 
dam, how  do  you  like  my  cloaths  ? 

Mid.  Your  tailor  hath  been  very  expeditious,  in- 
deed, Sir. 

Tho.  Yes,  Madam,  I  fliould  not  have  had  them  {o 
foon,  but  that  I  met  with  an  old  acquaintance,  Tom 
Shabby,  the  tailor  in  Monmouth-ftreet,  who  fitted  me 

with  a  fuit  in  a  moment But  where's  my  wife? 

Mid, 
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Mid.  (What  fiiall  1  fay  to  him?)  I  believe  fhe  is 
gone  out  to  fee  the  town. 

Tho.  Gone  out!  hey  1  what,  without  me!  who's 
gone  with  her  ? 

IViiD.  Really,  Sir,  1  can't  tell.  Here  was  a  gen- 
tlenaan  all  over  lace  ;  I  fuppofe,  fome  acquaintance 
of  h^rs,     I  fancy  The  went  with  him. 

Tko.  a  gentleman  in  lace  !  I  am  undone,  ruin'd, 
diflionour'd !    Some  rafcal  hath  betray'd  away  my 

wife. Zounds,  why  did  you  let  her  go  out  of  the 

houfe  'till  my  return  ? 

Mid.  The  lady  was  only  a  lodger  with  me,  1  had 
no  power  over  ner. 

Tho.  How,  did  any  man  come  to  fee  her  ?  for  I 
am  fure  flie  did  not  know  one  man  in  town.  It  muft 
be  fomebody  that  ufed  to  come  here. 

Mid.  May  the  devil  fetch  me,  if  ever  I  fav/  him 

before-  nor  do  I  know  how  he  got  in. But  there 

are  birds  of  prey  lurking  irs  every  corner  of  this 
wicked  town  :  It  makes  me  fhed  tears  to  think  what 
villains  there  are  in  the  world,  to  betray  poor  inno- 
cent young  ladies.  [Cries, 

Tho.  Oons  and  the  devil !  the  firfl  fix  weeks  of 
our  marriage ! 

Mid.  That  is  a  pity  indeed, if  you  have  been 

marry'd  no  longer:  Had  you  been  together  half  a 
year,  it  had  been  fome  comfort.  But  be  advifed, 
have  a  little  patience  j  in  all  probability  whoever  the 
gentleman  is,  he'll  return  her  again  foon. 

Tho.  Return  her!  ha!  ftain'd,  fpotted,  fuilied! 

Who  fhall  return  me  my  honour? s'death  ! 

I'll  fearch  her  thro'  the  town,  the  world Ha  ]  my 

father  here ! 

Goodwill  (entering).  Son,  I  met  your  man  John, 

at  the  inn,  and  he  (hewed  me  the  way  hither. 

Where  is  my  daughter,  your  wife  ?  ^.^  ^'Mi^ 

Tho.  Stolen  !  loft: !  every  thing  is  loft',  and  I  am 
undone. 

F  f  3  GooD<, 


438        MISS   LUCY   IN   TOWN. 

Good.  Heyday  !  What's  the  matter  ? 

Tho.  The  matter !  O  ciirfe  this  vile  town  !  I  did 
but  go  to  furnidi  myfelf  with  a  fuit  of  cloaths,  that  I 
might  appear  like  a  gentleman,  and  in  the  mean  time 
your  daughter  hath  taken  care  that  I  ihall  appear  like 
a  gentleman  all  the  days  of  my  life  j  for  I  am  fure  I 
Ihall  be  afhamed  to  fhew  my  head  among  footmen. 

Good.  How,  my  daughter  run  away 

Mid.  I  am  afraid  it  is  too  true. 

Good.  And  do  you  ftand  meditating  ? 

Tho.  What  fhall  I  do  ? 

Good.  Go  advertife  her  this  minute  in  the  news- 
paper;  get  my  lord  chief  juflice's  warrant. 

Mid.  As  for  the  latrer,  it  may  be  advifeable  ;  hut 
the  former  will  be  only  throwing  away  your  money; 
for  the  papers  have  been  of  late  fo  crammed  with  ad- 
veriifements  of  wives  running  from  their  hufbands, 
that  nobody  now  reads  them. 

Tho.  That  I  fhould  be  fuch  a  blockhead  to  bring 
my  wife  to  town  ! 

Good.  That  I  fhould  be  fuch  a  fot  as  to  fufi^cr 
you  1 

Tho.  If  I  was  unmarried  again,  I  would  not  ven- 
ture my  honour  in  a  woman's  keeping,  for  all  the 
fortune  Hie  could  bring  me. 

Good.  And  if  I  was  a  young  fellow  again,  I  would 
not  get  a  daughter,  for  all  the  pleafure  any  woman 
tould  give  me. 

Enter  ZOROBABEL. 

ZoR.  Here,  where's  my  miflrefs?  I  haveequipp*d 
her ;  here  are  trinkets  enough  to  fupply  an  alder- 
man's wife. 

Mid.  (I  muft  be  difcover'd.J     Huih,  hufh,  con- 

fider  your  reputation;  here  are  company. Your 

miihefs  is  run  away  with  my  Lord  Bawble. 

ZoR.  My  miftrefs  run  away  !  Damn  my  reputa- 
tion ;  Where's  the  girl  ?  I  will  have  the  girl. 

Good, 
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Good.  This  gentleman  may  have  lod  a  daughter 
coo. 

Tho.  Or  a  wife,  perhaps You  have  lofl:  your 

wife.  Sir,  by  the  violence  of  your  rage  ? 

ZoR.  O  worfe,  worfe,  Sirl  I  have  lofl  a  miflrefs. 
While  I  went  to  buy  her  trinkets,  this  damn'd  jade 
of  a  bawd  (where  is  fne  ?)  lets  in  a  young  rake,  and 
he  is  run  away  with  her :  The  fweeteft  bit  of  country 
innocence,  jufi:  com,e  to  town.  S'blood,  I  would  have 
given  an  hundred  lottery-tickets  for  her. 

rr^       '  >  How,  Hell-hound! 
Tho.   3 

Mid.  I  am  an  innocent  v/oman,  and  fliall  fall  a 
facrifice  to  an  unjuft  fufpicion. 

Good.  Oh!  my  poor  daughter! 

Tho.  My  wife,  that  I  had  fo  much  delight  in! 

ZoR.  My  miHrefs,  that  I  propos'd  fuch  pleafure 
in ! 

Mid.  O  the  credit  of  my  houfe,  gene  for  ever! 

ZoR.  Hal  iicre  ilie  is  again. -^ 

Enter  W  I  F  E. 

Wife.  Such  joy  !  fuch  rapture  !  Well,  I'-Il  never 
go  into  the  country  again.  Faugh  !  how  1  hate  the 
name. — Oh !  father,  I  am  fure  you  don't  know  me; 
nor  you  Mr.  Thomas,  neither} — nor  I  won't  know 

you.— Ah,  you  old  fufty  fellow, 1  don't 

want    any    thing    you    can    give ;     nor   you    fnan'c 

come  near  me, fo  you  fhan'c Madam,  I 

am  very  much  obliged  to  you,  for  letting  me  fee  the 
world.  I  hate  to  talk  to  any  one  I  can't  call  Lord- 
ihip. 

Good.  And  is  this  bepov/der'd,  becurl'd,  be- 
hoop'd  madv/oman  miy  daughter  ? — - 

\_She  coquets  ajfeir.cdly^ 
Why,  huffy,  don't  you  know  your  own  father  ? 

Tho.  Nor  your  huiband  ? 

Wife.  No,  I  don't  know  you  at  all  i -I  never 

F  f  4  favv 
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faw  you  before.    I  have  got  a  lord,  and  I  don't  know 
any  one  but  my  lord. 

Tho.  And  pray  what  hath  my  lord  done  to  you, 
that  hath  put  you  in  fuch  raptures  ? 

Wife.  O,  by  gole  1  who'd  be  fool  then  ?  When 
I  liv'd  in  the  country,  I  ufed  to  tell  you  every  thing 
I  did  ;  but  I  am  grown  wifer  now,  for  I  am  told  I 
mufl:  never  let  my  hufband  know  any  thing  I  do,  for 
he'd  be  angry  ;  though  I  don't  much  care  for  your 
anger,  for  1  defign  always  to  live  with  my  lord  now; 
and  he's  never  to  be  angry,  do  what  I  will. — Why, 
prithee,  fellow,  do'ft  thou  think  that  I  am  not  fine 
lady  enough  to  know  the  difference  between  a  lord 
and  a  footman  ? 

ZoR.  A  footman ! 

Mid.  I  thought  he  was  a  fervanr,  by  his  talking 
fo  much  of  his  honour. 

Tho.  You  call  me  footman  1  I  own  I  was  a  foot- 
man !  and  had  rather  be  a  fuotman  dill,  than  a  tame 
cuckold  to  a  lord.  I  wilh  every  man,  who  is  not  a 
footman,  thought  in  the  fame  manner. 

Good.  Thou  art  a  pretty  fellow,  and  worthy  a 
better  wife. 

Tho.  Sir,  I  am  forry  that  from  henceforth  I  can- 
not, without  being  a  rafcal,  look  on  your  daughter 
as  my  wife  j  I  am  forry  I  can't  forgive  her. 

Wife.  Forgive  me, ha,  ha,  ha!  ha,  ha,  ha  I 

comical !  why  I  won't  forgive  you,  Mun. 

Good.  What  hath  he  done  which  you  will  not  for- 
give ? 

Wife.  Done!  why  I  have  found  out  fomcbody 
I  like  better  ;  and  he's  my  hufband,  and  1  hate  him, 
bccaufc  it  is  the  falhion  :  That  he  hath  done. 

ZoR.  Sir  Skip,  a  word  with  you  :  If  you  intend 
to  part  with  your  wife,  I  will  give  you  as  much  for 
her  as  anv  man. 

Tho.  Sir] 

ZoR.  Sir,  I  fay,  I  will  give  you  as  much,  or 
more  for  your  wifcj  than  any  man, 

Tho. 
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Tho.  Thofe  words,  which  fuppofe  me  a  villain, 
call  me  lb,  and  thus  Ihould  be  recurn'd. 

[Gives  him  a  box  on  the  e^.r. 

Z'-R.  S'death,  Sir!  do  you  know  whom  you  ufc 
in  this  manner  ? 

Tho.  Know  you  ?  yes,  you  rafcal,  and  you  ought 
to  know  m.e.  1  have  indeed  the  greateft  reafon  to 
remember  you,  having  purchas'd  a  ticket  of  you  in 
the  lall  lottery  for  as  much  again  as  it  was  worth. — 
However,  you  fliall  have  reafon  to  remember  mc 
for  the  future;  a  footman  (hall  teach  fuch  alow,  pi» 
tiful,  ftockjobbing  pickpocket  to  dare  to  think  to 
cuckold  his  betters.  [Kicks  him  off  the  ftcige, 

ZoR.  You  fliall  hear  of  me  in  Weftminiler-halL 

Good.  Your  humble  fervant.        [Kicking  him  off, 

ZoR.  Very  fine  !  very  fine  ! a-ten-thoufand 

pound  man  is  to  be  kick'd  ! 

Good.  A  rafcal,  a  villain. 

Enter  Lord  BAWBLE. 

Wife.  O  my  dear  Lord,  are  you  come  ^ 

Lord  Bawb.  Fie,  my  dear,  you  fhould  not  have 
run  away  from  me  while  I  was  in  an  inner- room, 
promifing  the  tradefma.n  to  pay  him  for  your  fine 
things. 

Wife.  O  my  Lord,  I  only  flept  into  a  chair,  as 
you  call  it,  to  make  a  vifit  to  a  fine  lady  here.  It 
is  pure  fport  to  ride  in  a  chair. 

Lord  Bawb.  Blefs  me !  what's  here  ?  My  old 
man  Tom  in  mafquerade  ? 

Tho.  I  give  your  Lordiliip  joy  of  this  fine  girl. — 

Lord  Bawb.  Stay  'till  1  have  had  her,  Tom: 
Egad  fhe  hath  coft  me  a  round  fum,  and  I  have  had 
nothing  but  kifles  for  my  money  yet. 

Tho.  No,  my  Lord  1  Then  I  am  afraid  your 
Lordfhip  never  will  have  any  thing  more,  for  this 
lady  is  mine. 

Lord  Bawb.  How  !  what  property  have  you  in 
her? 

Tho, 
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Tho.  The  property  of  an  Englilh  hufband,  my 
Lord, 

Lord  Eawb.  How,  Madam  !  are  you  married  to 
this  man  ? 

Wife.  I  married  to  him  I  I  never  faw  the  fellow 
before. 

Lord  Bawb.  Tom,  thou  art  a  very  impudent 
fellov/. 

Good.  Mercy  on  me  !  what  a  fink  of  iniquity  is 
this  town  ?  She  hath  been  here  but  five  hours,  and 
learnt  aillirance  already  to  deny  her  hufband. 

Lord  Bawd.  Come,  Tom,  refign  the  girl  by  fair 
means,  or  worfe  will  follow. 

Tho.  How,  my  Lord,  refign  my  wife  !  Fortune 
which  made  me  poor,  made  me  a  fervant ;  but  na- 
ture, which  m.ade  me  an  Englilhman,  preferved  me 
from  being  a  flave.  I  have  as  good  right  to  the 
little  I  claim,  as  the  proudeft  peer  hath  to  his  great 
poflelTions  !   and  vvhiKl  I  am  able,  I  will  defend  it. 

Lord  Bawb.  Ha  !  rafcal !  [They  draw. 

Good.  Hold,  my  Lord ;  this  girl,  ungracious  as 
fhe  is,  is  my  daughter,  and  this  honeft  man*s  wife. 

Wife.  Whether  1  am  his  wife  or  no,  is  nothing 
to  the  purpofe  j  for  1  will  go  with  my  Lord.  I  hate 
my  huiband,  and  I  love  my  Lord.  He  is  a  fine 
gentleman,  and  I  am  a  fine  lady,  and  we  are  fit  for 

one  another. Now,  my  Lord,  here  are  all  the 

fine  things  you  gave  mej  he  will  take  them  away, 
but  you  will  keep  them  for  me. 

Lord  Bawb.  So,  now  I  think  every  man  hath  his 
own  again;  and  fmce  Ihe  is  your  wife,  Tom,  much 
good  may  do  you  with  her.  I  queftion  not  but  thefe 
trinkets  will  purchafe  a  finer  lady.  \_Exit. 

Wife.  What,  is  my  Lord  gone  ? 

Tho,  Yes,  Madam,  and  you  Pnall  go,  as  foon  as 
I  can  get  horfes  put  into  a  coach. 

Wife.  Ay,  but  I  won't  go  with  you. 

Tho.  No,  but  you  fhall  go  without  me :  your 
good  father  here  will  take  care  of  you  into  the 

country  i 
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country  ;  where,  if  I  hear  of  your  amendment,  per- 
haps, half  a  year  hence  I  may  vifit  you  j  for  fince 
my  honour  is  not  wrong'd,  1  can  forgive  your  folly. 
Wife.  1  fhall  fhew  ycu.  Sir,  than  I  am  a  woman 
of  fpirit,  and  not  to  be  govern'd  by  my  hufband. — 
I  fliall  have  vapours  and  fits  (thefe  they  fay  are 
infallible)  -,  and  if  thefe  won't  do,  let  me  fee  who  dare 
carry  m.e  into  the  country  againfl:  my  will :  I  will 
fwear  the  peace  againd  them. 

Good.    Oh  !    oh !    that   ever  I   fliould    beget   a 
daughter  ! 

Tho.  Here,  John  I 

John  (enters.)  An't  pleafe  your  worfhip. 
Tho.  Let  all  my  things  be  pack'd  up  again  in  the 
coach  they  came  in; — and  fend  Betty  here  this  in- 

ftant  with  your  miiftrefs's  riding-drefs.* Come, 

Madam,  you  muft  ftrip  yourfelfof  your  puppetfhew 
drefs,  as  I  will  of  mine ;  they  will  make  you  ridi- 
culous in  the  country,  where  there  is  ftili  fomething 
of  Old  England  remaining.  Come,  no  words,  no 
delay  j  by  heaven  !  if  you  but  affecl  to  loiter,  I  will 
fend  orders  with  you  to  lock  you  up,  and  allow  you 
only  the  bare  necelTaries  of  life.  You  fhall  know 
I'm  your  hufband,  and  will  be  obey'd. 

Wife,  (crying.)  And  muft  I  go  into  the  country 
by  myfelf  ?  Shall  I  not  have  a  hufband,  or  a  lordj 

or  any  body  ? If  I  mufl  go,  won't  you  go  wjth 

me  ? 

Tho,  Can  you  expe6l  it  ?  Can  you  afl<:  me,  after 
v/hat  hath  happened  ? 

Wife.  What  I  did,  was  only  to  be  a  fine  lady, 
and  what  they  told  me  other  fine  ladies  do,  and  I 
fnould  never  have  thought  of  in  the  country;  buc 
if  you  will  forgive  me,  I  will  never  attempt  to  bs 
more  than  a  plain  gentlewoman  again. 

Tho.  Well,  and  as  a  plain  gentlewoman,  you 
fhall  have  pleafures  fome  fine  ladies  may  envy. 
Come,  dry  your  eyes  3  my  own  folly,  not  yours,  is 
to  blame  j  and  that  I  am  only  angry  with. 

Wife, 
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Wife.  And  will  you  go  with  me  then.  Tommy  ? 

Tho.  Ay,  my  dear,  and  flay  with  thee  tooj  I  de- 
fire  no  more  to  be  in  this  town,  than  to  have  thee 
here. 

Good.  Henceforth,  I  will  know  no  degree,  no 
difference  between  men,  but  what  the  ftandards  of 
honour  and  virtue  create  :  the  nobleft  birth  without 
thefe  is  but  fplendid  infamy  j  and  a  footman  with 
thefe  qualities,  is  a  man  of  honour. 

SONG. 

Wife.  TFelcome  again ^  ye  rural  plains  -, 

Innocent  nymphs  and  virtiuus  fwains  ; 
Farewel  tcjon^  and  all  its  fights  ; 
Beaus  and  kr  is^  and  gay  delights  : 

All  is  tdle  pomp  and  noife ; 

Virtuous  love  gives  greater  Joys* 

CHORUS. 

ylll  is  idle  pc:np  and  noife  ; 
Virtuous  love  gives  greater  joys. 


THE 

WEDDING-DAY. 

A 

COMEDY. 

As  it  was  a£ted  at  the 

THEATRE-ROYAL  in  DRURY-LANE 

By  his  Majpfty's  Servants. 


PROLOG    U     E. 

Spoken  by  Mr.  M  A  G  K  L  1  N. 

f^ENTLEMEN  and  Ladies^  we  muji  beg  your 
^^  indulgence^    and    humbly   hope   yoiCll    not   be    of- 
fended 
At  an  accident  that  has  happen' d  to-?iight^  'which  was 

not  in  the  leafi  intended, 
I  affure  you  :  if  you  pleafe,  your  money  foall  be  returned. 

But  Mr.  Garrick,  to-day^ 
Who  perform:  a  principal  character  in  the  play^ 
Unfortunately  has  fent  word,  'twill  be  impoj/ible,  hav^ 

ing  fo  long  a  part. 
To  fpeak  to  the  Prologue :  be  hasri't  had  time  to  get  il 

by  heart. 
I  havt  been  with  the  author,  to  know  what^s  to  be  done^ 
For,  till  the  Prologue's  fpoke.  Sir,  fays  /,  we  can't  go 

on. 
♦'  Pfhaw  !  rot  the  Prologue ^^  fays  he :    "  then  begin 

"  without  it.'' 
J  told  him,    'twas  impcfjiblc,  you'd  make  fnch  a  rout 

about  it : 
BefideSy  'twould  be  qiiile  miprecedented^—^-^and  I  dare 

Such  an  attempt.  Sir,  would  make  them  damn  the  play, 

*'  Ha  I  damn  my  play  I"  the  frighted  bard  replies  ; 

*'  Bear  Macklin, you  muft go  on  then,  and  apologize'' 

Apologize !  not  I:  Pray,  Sir,  excufe  ?ne. 

"  Zounds  I  fome  thing  nuiji  be  done :  pry  thee,  don't  re- 

"  fufe  me : 
*'  Prithee,  go  on  :   tell  them,  to  damn  my  play,  will 

*■''  be  a  damn'd  hard  cafe. 
**  Come,  do  :  ycu've  a  good  long^  difmal,  mercy  begging 

«  facer 
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^ir,  your  humble  fervanty  you're  very  merry ^     *«  Tes^^' 

fays  he  \  *'  Pve  been  drinking. 
**  To  raife  my  fpirits;  for,  by  Jupiter  !  /  found  Vw 

*■'- finking."' 
So  away  he  went  to  fee  the  play  ;  0  /  there  he  fits  : 
Smoke  him,  fnioke  the  author,  you  laughing  crits. 
hn't  he  finely  Jituated  for  a  damning  Oh — Oh  I  a — a 

pill  mnhee  ?  O  direful  yell ! 
As  Falstaff  fays  :  'would  it  were  bed-time,  Hal,  and 

all  were  well  I 
What  think  you  now?  Whofe  face  looks  zvorfl,  yours  or 

mine  ? 
Ah  !  thou  fcoliJJj  follower  of  the  ragged  Nine, 
7'cu'd  better  fluck  to  honefl  Abraham  Adams,"  by 

half: 
lie,  infpite  of  critics,  can  make  your  readers  laugh. 
But  to  the  prclogue.^V/hat  fljall  I  fay  ?  Why,  faitJ^ 

in  my  fenfe, 
I  take  plain  truth  to  be  the  bejl  defence. 
I  think  then,  it  was  horrid  fluff ;  and  in  my  humble  ap- 

prehenfion. 
Had  it  been  fpoke,  not  worthy  your  attention. 
Til  give  you  a  f ample,  if  I  can  recolleti  it. — ^ 
Hip  I    take  courage :    never  fear,  man  :   don't  be  de* 

je£ted. 
Poor  devil !  he  can't  fland  it  -,  he  has  drawn  in  his 

head : 
J  reckon  before  the  plays  done  he'll  be  half  dead. 
But  to  the  Prologue.     It  began, 
*'  To-night  the  comic  author  of  to-day 
"  Has  writ  a — a — a — fomething  at?out  a  play  : 
"  And,  as  the  bee, — the  bee, — (that  he  brings  by  way 

*^  of  fimile)  the  bee,  which  roves 
«  Thro,  thro\'' — Pfhaw  !    Pox  o^  my  memory  /— '0  / 

"  thro'  fields  and  groves, 
**  So  comic  poets  in  fair  London  tozvn 
V  To   cull  the  flowers  of   charatlers  wander  up  end 

*'  down.'^ 

Then 
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^hen  there  ivas  a  good  deal  about  Roaie,   AtiiExs,  and 

dramatick  rides^ 
0nd  chara^crs  cf  biui)cs   and  cciirlkrs^    anthers  and 

fools. 
And  a  vajl  deal  about  critics, — and  good-naturey-—and 

-the  poor  author'' s  fear  j 
And  I  think  there  tvas  fornething  auciit  a  thi'-d  nighty  — 

hoping  to  fee  ycu  here. 
'Twas  all  fuch  Jiuff  as  this,  not  worth  repealing. 
In  the  old  Prologue  cant;  and  then  at  laft  concludes^ 

thus  kindly  greeting, 
*«  J'o  you,  the  critic  jury  of  the  pit,  1 

"  Our  culprit  author  does  his  caufe  fuhnit  :  > 

"  fVilhJuJfice,  nay,  with  candour  judge  his  wit :       J 
"   Give  f:im,  at  lea/l,  a  patient,  quiet  hearing  : 
"^"^  //^^«z/0'j  damn  hitn  ;  if  not  guilty,  clear  him.''* 
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W  E  D  D  I  N  G-D  A  Y, 


A  C  T     I.        S  C  E   N  E     I. 

SCENE,    M  I  L  L  A  M  O  U  RV  Lodging. 
BRAZEN  ajicep  on  a  Chair. 

MILLA.MOUR  (calls  fever  al  times  without — 
BRAZEN). 

WHY,  you  incorrigible  rafcal,  are  you   not 
alTiamed  to  deep  at  this  time  of  day  ?  Do- 
you   think   yourfclf  in   Spain,  firrah,  that 
thus  you  go  regularly  to   fleep  when  others   go  to 
dinner  ? 

Braz.  (ivaking.)  Truly,  Sir,  I  think  he  thac 
wakes  with  the  owl,  fliould  reft  with  him  too. 
Spain  !  Agad,  I  fhould  live  in  the  Antipodes,  by 
the  hours  I  am  obliged  to  keep.  Nor  do  I  fee  v/hy 
the  fame  bell  that  rings  others  to  dinner,  fliould 
not  ring  me  to  fleep  :  for,  I  thank  heaven  and  your 
honour,  fleep  is  the  only  dinner  I  have  had  thefe 
two  days. 

Mill.  Ceafe  your  impertinence,  and  get  things 
ready  to  drefs  me. 

Braz.  What  cloaths  will  your  honour  pleafe  to 
wear  ? 

Mil.  Get  me  the  blue  and  filver  ^  or,  fl:ay — the 
brown  and  gold.  Come  back,  fetch  me  the  black  ; 
that  iuits  bell  with  my  prefent  circumftances. 

Braz.  1  fancy  the  lace  fuits  beft  v^/ith  your  cir- 
cun-.ftances.  Moft  people  in  your  honour's  circum- 
ftances wear  lace, 

G  g  2  Mii,. 
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Mil.  Haikecj  Sir,  I  have  often  cautioned  you 
againll  this  familiarity.  You  mull  part  with  your 
wit,  or  with  your  mafter. 

Braz.  (ajide.)  That's  true.  If  I  had  any  wit, 
I  fnould  have  parted  with  him  long  ago.  No  wife 
fervant  will  live  v/ith  a  mafter  who  has  turned  away 
his  eftate. 

Mil.  Get  me  the  laced — go  immediately.  Fa- 
miliarity is  a  fort  of  intercft  which  all  fervants  exad: 
from  an  indebted  mafter  :  and,  as  being  indebted 
fo  a  friend,  is  the  fureft  way  to  make  him  your 
enemy,  fo,  making  your  fervant  your  creditor,  is 
the  furelt  way  of  making  him  your  friend. 

SCENE     II. 
Enter  BRAZEN,  fliciring  in  Mrs.  USEFUL. 

Braz.  Sir,  is  your  honour  at  home  ?  here  is  Mrs. 
Ufeful. 

Mil.  Sirrah,  you  knovvl  am  at  home  to  my  friend, 
my  miftrefs,  and  my  bawd,  at  any  time. 

Mrs..  Use.  Hoity,  toity. — What,  muft  I  ftay  at 
the  door,  till  your  worfliip  has  confidcred,  whether 
you  will  fee  me  or  not  ?  Do  I  pafs  for  a  beggar  or  a 
dun  with  you  ?  Do  you  take  me  for  a  tradefman  with 
his  bill,  or  a  poet  with  a  dedication  ? 

Mil.  {To  Braz.j  Do  you  fee  what  your  blunders 
are  the  occafion  of?  Come,  my  angry  fair-one,  lay 
afide  the  terror  of  your  brows,  fince  it  was  my  fcr- 
vant's  fault,  not  mine. 

Mrs.  Use.  I,  who  am  admitted  where  a  poor  wp- 
man  of  quality  is  excluded  ! 

Mil.  I  know  thou  art.  Thou  art  as  dear  to  the 
women  of  fafhion  as  their  lapdogs,  or  to  the  men 
as  their  buffoons. 

Mrs.  Use.  A  very  civil  com.parifon  1 

Mil.  Thou  art  the  firft  minifter  of  Venus,  the 
firft  plenipotentiary  in  affairs  of  love,  and  thy  houfe 
is  the  noble  fcene  of  the  congrefs  of  the  two  fexes. 

Thou 
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Thou  hafl  united  more  couples  than  the  alimony- 
aft  has  parted,  and  fent  more  to  bed  together^  with-r 
out  a  licence,  than  any  parlbn  of  the  i-^leer. 

Mrs.  Use.  I  wifli  I  could  have  prevented  one 
couple  from  doing  it  with  a  licence. 

Mil.  What,  has  fome  notable  whore  of  thy  ac- 
quaintance turned  rebel  to  thy  power,  and  lifted 
under  the  banners  of  Flymen  ?  But  be  not  difcon- 
folace  at  thy  lofs. — My  life  to  a  farthing  fhe  returns 
to  her  duty.  Whoring  is  like  the  mathematicks  j 
whoever  is  once  initiated  into,  the  fcience,  is  fure 
never  to  leave  it. 

Mrs.  Use.  This  may  probably  take  your  mirth  a 
key  or  two  lower  than  its  prefcnt  pitch. 

IGi-ves  a  Utter, 

Mil.  I  hope  thou  doft  not  deal  with  the  law.  I 
knov/  no  letter  can  give  me  any  uneafmefs,  but  a 
letter  from  an  attorney.  {Opens  the  letter.)  Ha!  Sted- 
faft  1  I  know  the  hand,  tho'  not  the  name. 

6Vr,  after  ycur  behaviour  to  mc,  I  might  not  have 
been  Jlri^ly  obliged  to  give  yen  any  account  of  my 
anions :  hozz^ever,  as  it  is  the  laft  line  you  will  ever 
fee  frord  me,  I  have  prevailed  isuith  myfelf  to  tell  you, 
that  your  courfe  of  life  has  at  laft  determined  me  to  fly 
to  any  harbour  from  the  danger  of  you  •,  and  accordingly- 
this  morning  has  given  me  to  a  man,  whofe  ejlate  and 
ftncere  affeEiions  will,  in  time,  produce  that  love  in  my 
heart,  which  your  actions  have — have — (this  is  a 
damned  hard  word)  have  e-radi-ca-ted,  and  make  me 
happy  in  the  name  of  Clarinda  Stedfast, 

Mrs.  Use.  Wliat  do  you  think  now.  Sir  ? 

Mil.  Think!  that  I  am  the  moH  unhappy  of 
men,  and  have  lofc  the  moft  charming  of  women. 

Mrs.  Use.  I  always  toid  you  what  it  would  come 
to,  but  you  went  dill  on  in  your  profligate  way. 
It  is  very  true,  what  religious  men  tell  us.  We 
never  know  the  value  of  a  blefiing  till  we  lofe  it. 

Mil.  Ay,  'tis  very  true  indeed  ?  for  till  this  hour 

I  never  knew  the  value  of  Clarinda.     [Reads  again.) 

hum  i  hum  1  has  given  me  to  a  man^  whcfe  eft  ate  and 

G  ^  ^  ftucer? 
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fincere  cffeElicriy  by  which  I  am  to  underftand  that 
my  rival  is  fome  very  rich  old  fellow  ;  two  excellent 
qualifications  for  a  hufband  and  a  cuckold,  as  one 
could  wifh. 

Mrs.  Use.  I  fhall  make  a  faithful  report  of  tlie 
philofophy  with  which  you  receive  the  news. 

Mil.  Oh  !  could'ft  thou  tell  her  half  my  tender- 
nefs  or  my  pain,  thou  mufb  invent  a  language  to 
exprefs  them. 

Mrs.  Use.  Truly,  I  think  you  had  befl:  fet  pen  to 
paper,  and  tell  her  them  ycurielf. 

Mil.  1  had  rather  trull  to  your  rhetoric  :  the 
paper,  I  am  fure,  will  carry  no  more  than  I  put 
into  iti  but  for  thee — 

Mrs.  Use.  If  it  receives  any  addition,  it  will  not 
be  to  your  advantage. 

Mil.  I  dare  trull  thee  i  thou  lovefi:  the  game  too 
"Well  to  fpoil  it. 

Mrs.  Use.  It  is  very  flrange  that  a  lover  will  not 
anfv/er  his  miftrefi>'s  letter. 

Mil.  Oh  !  no  one  writes  worfe  than  a  real  lover. 
For  love,  like  honefty,  appears  generally  moft  beau- 
tiful in  the  hypocrite.  In  painting  the  mind,  as  well 
as  the  face,  art  generally  goes  beyond  nature. 

Mrs.  Use.  Why,  this  is  all  cool  reafoi?.  I  ex- 
pedled  nothing  but  imprecations,  threat'ning,  figh- 
ing,  lamenting,  raving. 

Mil.  You  arc  miltaken.  I  aft  on  the  marriage 
of  a  miftrefs  as  on  the  death  of  a  friend  :  I  ftrive 
to  the  utmoil  to  prevent  it.  But  if  fate  will  have  it 
fo— 

Mrs.  Use.  You  are  a  wicked  man.  You  know, 
it  hath  been  in  your  power  to  prevent  it. 

M;l.  Yls;  but,  my  dear,  1  am  no  more  re- 
ibiute  to  give  up  my  liberty  to  the  one,  than  my 
life  to  the  other :  and  if  nothing  but  my  marriage 
or  my  death  can  preferve  them,  agad,  I  believe  I 
fnall  continue  injiatu  quoj  be  the  confequence  what 
it  v/ill,  [linockhig. 

Braz,  Sir,  here's  a  lady,  I  don't  know  whether 

fhe 
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Hie  comes  under  any  of  the  tides  your  honour  would 
have  admirced. 

?vliL.  Sirrah, — admit  all  ladies  vvhatfoever. 

Mrs.  Use.  I'll  be  gone  this  moment. 

MiL.  Why  fo  ? 

Mrs.  Use.  Oh  !  I  would  not  be  feen  v/ith  yo\3 
for  the  world. 

Mil.  Out  of  tendernefs  for  my  reputation,  I  fup- 
pofc'.  But  that's  fare  enough  with  you  ;  and  as 
for  your  reputation,  i:  is  fafe  enough  with  any  one. 
Reputation,  like  the  finall-pox,  gives  you  but  one 
pain  in  your  life.  When  you  have  had  the  one,  and 
loll  the  other,  you  may  venture  with  fafety  where 
you  pleafe. 

SCENE     III. 

M  I  L  L  A  M  O  U  R,    h'js.    USE  F  U  L,    Mrs. 
PLOTWEL. 

Mil.  Ha! 

Mrs.  Plot.  You  feem  furprifed,  Sir:  I  fuppofe 
this  is  a  vifit  you  little  expeftcd,  tho'  I  fee  it's  no 
unufual  thing  for  you  to  receive  vifits  from  a  lady. 

Mrs.  Use.  No,  Madam  ;  my  coufin  Millamour 
is  very  happy  v,?ith  the  ladies. 

Mil.  {lo  Plotwel.)  I  believe,  Coufin,  this  is  a 
relation  of  ours  you  don't  know;  give  me  leave  to 
introduce  you  to  one  another.  Coufin  Ufeful,  this 
is  my  coufin  Plotwel ;  coufin  Plotwel,  this  is  my 
coufin  Ufeful.  {The  ladies  falute.)  But  come,  re- 
lations fhould  never  meet  v/ith  dry  lips.  Here  Bra- 
zen, bring  a  bottle  of  Ufquebaugh. 

Both  Wom.  Not  a  drop  for  me. 

Mil.  Come,  come,  it  will  do  you  no  harm* 
Well,  Coufin,  and  how  did  you  leave  all  our  rela- 
tions in  the  North  ?  Have  you  brought  me  no  let- 


ters 


Mrs.  Plot.  Only  one,  Coufin. 

Mrs.  Use.  (afide.)  Coufin  !  this  is  a  fifter  of 
mine,  I  believe  3  we  are  both  of  the  fame  trade,  my 
^  ife  on't. 

G  g  4  Mil* 
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Mil.  CTj  Brazen,  ivho  enters  with'a  Ictlle.)  Sir-^ 
rah,  fill  the  ladies— do  you  hear  ?  (He  takes  a  kuen 
from  Plorwel  and  opens  it  ) 

Sir^  after  fo  many  vozvs  and  prctcjlatlons^  I  fbculd 
he  furp-ized  at  tbe  faUehcod  of  any  one  but  fo  great  a 
villain  as  yourfelf :  but^  as  I  k^-ue  bc^n  long  fince  cer- 
tain^ that  you  have  not  one  virtue  in  your  whole  tnind, 
that  y oil  are  a  compound  of  all  thai  is  bad,  and  tlat  ycu 
arc.  the  greatefi  tyrant^  and  the  fdfefl  and  niofi  perjured. 
i£retch  upon  earthy  I  can  expe£I  r,o  other.  If  ycu  dcjerve 
-not  this  and  ten  times  isjorfe^  make  hafie  to  acquit  your- 
filf  to  the  injured  Lucina. 

Mrs.  Plot.  Well,  Sir,  what  does  my  aunt  fay  ? 

MfL.  She  is  very  inquilitive  about  my  health, 
compiains  of  my  not  v;riting.  There's  no  fecret  in't, 
I'll  read  it  for  your  diverfion.  -  \_Read'. 

Mrs.  Plot.  For  heaven's  Hike,  Sir,  do  not  dif- 
CQver  the  fecrets  of  our  family. 

Mil.  M^  dear  nephen\  I  Juppofe  it  impcffible  for  fo 
fine  a  gentleman,  amidft  the  hurry  of  the  Beau  Monde, 
to  think  of  an  old  aunt  in  Northumberland ;  jf/  fure 
ycu  might  fornetimes  find  an  opportunity  to  let  one  know 
a  little  how  the  wcrld  goes.  Pfhaw  !  Pi  I  read  no 
more.  Thefe  country  relations  think  their  friends 
in  town  obliged  to  furnifh  them  with  continual 
matrcr  for  the  fcandal  of  their  tea-tables.  Plds  the 
old  lady  no  female  acquaintance  ? — They  would 
take  as  much  picafure  in  writing  defamation  as  fhe  in 
reading  it.  For  my  parr,  Pll  never  trouble  myfeif 
with  others  bulinefs,  till  I  can  mind  my  own  ;  nor 
about  others  fins,  till  I  have  left  off  my  own. 

Mrs.  Use.  Which  will  not  be  till  doomfday,  Pm 
confident. 

Mil.  Never,  while  I  have  the  fame  mind  to 
tempt  me  to  fin,  and  the  fame  conftitution  to  fup- 
port  me  in  it.  For  fins,  like  places  at  court,  we 
leldom  refign,  till  we  can  keep  them  no  longer. 

Mrs.  Use.  And,  like  places  at  court,  you  often 
keep  them  when  you  can't  officiate  in  thcm^ 

^  Mrs, 
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Mrs.  Plot.  But  I  hope  you  will  anfwer  my  aunt'§ 
letter. 

Mil.  Not  T,  fait!!.  Your  aunt's  letter  fliall  an- 
f'.ver  itfeif.  Send  it  back  to  the  old  lady  again,  and 
write  my  duty  to  her  on  the  back  of  it. 

Mrs.  Use.  You  have  done  your  duty  to  her  al- 
ready, or  I  am  millaken. 

SCENE     IV. 

IvIILLAMOUR,  USEFUL,    Mrs,  PLOTWEL, 
BRAZEN. 

Braz.  Sir,  Sir. 

Mil.  Well,  Sir  3  what,  another  coufin  !  Do  you 
hear,  firrah,  I  am  at  home  to  no  more  female  rela- 
tions this  morning. 

Braz.  Sir,  Mr.  Keartfort  is  below. 

Mil.   Defire  him  to  walk  up. 

Mrs.  Plot.  But  are  you  refolved  not  to  anfwer 
the  letter  ? 

Mil.  Pofitively.  And,  hearkee, tell  the  en- 
raged fair  one,  fne  hath  made  a  double  conqueit : 
her  beauty  got  the  better  of  m.y  reafon,  and  now 
her  anger  hath  got  the  better  of  my  love.  Give 
my  humble  fervice  to  her,  and  when  (he  comies  to 
herfclf  again,  tell  her  I  am  come  to  myfelf. 

Mrs.  Plot.  You  will  repent  of  your  haughtinefs, 
I  warrant  you.  \Exit, 

Mil.  So  there's  your  difpatch, —  and  now  for  my 
otlier  coufin. 

SCENE     V. 
M  I  LL  a  M  O  U  R,  Mrs.  US  E  F  U  L. 

Mil.  And  for  you,  Madam,  give  my  kindefl: 
refpeds  to  Mrs.  Stedfad.  Tell  her,  I  will  endea- 
vour to  efface  the  lovely  idea  which  Clarinda  had 
formed  in  my  mind,  fince  (he  is  now  another's.  I 
will  pray  for  her  happinefs,  but  mufl:  love  her  no 
more. 

Mrs.  LI5E.  And  is  this  all  ? 

Mil, 
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Mil.  You  may  carry  her  this  again — Teil  her  I 
will  have  nothing  to  put  me  in  mind  of  her — and 
this  kifsj  v/hich  I  fend  her  by  you,  fhall  be  the  ialc 
token  flie  fhall  have  to  av^aken  the  remembrance  of 
me. 

Mrs.  Use.  Well,  you're  a  barbarous  man.  But 
fuppole  now  I  could  procure  a  meeting  between 
you  i  fuppofe  I  could  bring  her  to  you  this  very  day, 
at  your  own  houfc — 

Mil.  Suppofe !  O  !  thou  dear  creature,  fuppofe 
I  gave  thee  worlds  to  reward  thee. 

Mrs.  Use.  Well,  I  will  fuppofe  you  a  man  of  ho- 
nour, and  much  may  be  done.  Don't  be  out  of  the 
way.  [ExiL 

Mil.  Thus  men  of  buT.nefs  difpatch  attendants. 
And  in  female  affairs,  I  believe  few  have  more  bu- 
finefs  than  myfelf.  The  Grand  Signior  is  but  a  petty 
prince  in  love,  compared  to  me.  But  tho'  I  have 
difguifed  my  uneafinefs  before  this  woman,  Clarinda 
lies  deeper  in  my  heart  than  I  could  wilh.  There  is 
ibmething  in  that  dear  name  gives  me  a  fenfation 
quite  different  from  that  of  any  other  woman.  The 
thought  of  feeing  her  another's,  ftings  me  to  the  very 
foul. 

SCENE    VI. 
M  1  L  L  A  M  O  U  R,  H  E  A  R  T  F  O  R  T. 

Heart.  What,  is  your  levee  difpatch'd  ?  I  met 
antiquated  whores  going  out  of  your  door,  as  thick 
as  antiquated  courtiers  from  the  levee  of  a  (latefman, 
and  with  as  difconfolate  faces.  1  fancy  thou  haft 
done  noi^iing  for  them. 

Mil.  Thus  it  will  ever  be.  Jack,  where  there  are 
a  multitude  of  attendants.  The  lover  no  more  than 
the  fiatefman  can  do  every  man's  bufinefs. 

Heart.  Thou  doll  as  many  people's  bufinefs  as 
any  man  in  town,  I  dare  fwear. 

Mil.  I  believe  no  one  taftes  more  the  fweets  of 

love 

Heart. 
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Heart.  Nor  any  more  its  bitters,  than  I.  Oh  ! 
MilUimour,  I  am  the  mod  unhappy  of  mankind — 
1  have  lofl:  the  miftrefs  of  my  foul. 

Mil.  Ay, — and  I  have  loft  tv/o  miftreiles  cf  mv 
foul. 

Heart.  The  woman  I  dor.t  on  to  diftratflion  is  to 
be  married  this  day  to  another. 

MiL.  A  reprieve,  a  reprieve,  in  comparifon  of 
my  fate  !  The  woman  I  doat  on  Vw'as  married  this 
morning  to  another. 

Heart.  Thou  knoweft'not  what  it  is  to  love 
tenderly. 

Mil.  No,  faith,;  not  very  tenderly, — not  with- 
out a  great  deal  of  difcretion.  Here  lies  the  difference 
between  us  :  you,  Heartfort,  have  difcretion  in  every 
thing  but  love  :  I  have  difcretion  in  nothing  elfe. 
Mine  is  a  true  Englifh  heart ;  it  is  an  equal  ftran- 
ger  to  the  heat  of  the  equator  and  the  frcft  of  the 
pole.  Love  flill  nourifhes  it  with  a  temperate  hear, 
as  the  fun  doth  ourclim.ate;  and  beauties  rife  after 
beauties  in  the  one,  juft  as  fruits  do  in  the  other. 

Heart.  Is  it  in-poffibie  to  engage  thee  to  be  fe- 
rious  a  moment? 

Mil.  Faith,  I  believe  it  would  on  thisfubjefl,  if 
I  did  not  know  thy  temper. 

Heart.  The  lofs  of  a  miilirefs  may  indeed  feem 
trifling  to  thee,  who  haft  loft  a  thoufand. 

Mil.  The  devil  take  me,  if  I  have.— 1   have 

found  it  always  much  eafier  to  get  miftrefles,  than 
to  lofe  them.  Women  v.'ould  be  charming  things, 
Heartfort,  if,  like  cloaihs,  v/e  could  lay  them  by 
when  we  are  weary  of  them;  fince,  like  cloaths, 
we  are  often  weary  of  them  before  they  are  worn  out. 
But  this  curfc  attends  a  m.uhiplicity  of  amours, 
that  a  man  is  fometimes  forced  tofupport  his  whole 
wardrobe  on  his  back  at  once. 

Heart.  My  paffion.  Sir,  will  not  bear  raillery. 

Mil.  1  am  ferry  for  it.  Raillery  is  a  fort  of  tcft 
to  our  paffions  :  when  they  will  not  bear  that,  they 
arc  dangerous  indeed.     Therefore  I'll  indulge  your 

infirmity. 
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infirmity,  and  for  your  fake  will  be  grave  on  a  fub- 
ject,  which  I  could  never  be  ferious  on  for  mv  own. 
So,  lay  open  your  wound,  and  I'll  give  you  the  beli: 
advice  I  can. 

Heart.  I  am  enough  acquainted  with  your  tem- 
per, Millamour,  to  know  my  obligations  to  you  for 
this  compliance.  And  after  all,  perhaps  my  cafe 
requires  rather  your  pity  than  advice  ;  for  the  lafl: 
word  I  had  from  my  miflrefs  was,  that  flie  hated 
me  of  all  men  living. 

Mil.  Hum  ! — faith,  I  think  your  cafe  requires 
reither  pity  nor  advice. 

Heart.  But  this  is  not  the  moR:  terrible,  or  time 
might  alter  her  inclination. 

Mil.  Hardly,  if  it  be  fo  violent. 

Heart.  I  take  its  violence  to  be  a  reafon  for  its 
changes  but  I  have  a  better  from  experience,  for 
jfhe  formerly  hr.s  tcld  me,  that  fhc  loved  me  of  all 
men  living. 

Mil.  And  what  has  caufed  this  2;reat  revolution 
in  her  temper  ? 

Heart.  Oh  1  I  defy  all  philofophy  to  account 
for  one  of  her  af^cions.  You  might  eafier  folve  all 
the  phenomena  of  nature,  than  of  her  mind.  All  the 
infight  you  can  get  into  her  future  thoughts  by  her 
prefent  is,  that  what  fiie  fays  to-day,  ihc  will  infal- 
libly contradifl  to-morrow. 

Mil.  So,  if  flie  promifed  your  rival  yefterday, 
you  may  depend  upon  her  difcarding  him  to-day. 

Heart.  But  then  fhe  has  a  father,  whofe  refolu- 
tion  is  immoveable  as  the  predeflinarian's  fate,  who 
Jvas  given  me  as  pofitive  a  denial  as  his  daughter, 
and  is  this  day  determined  to  bei^cw  heron  another, 
whrim  he  has  preferr'd  to  me. 

MiL.  For  the  old  reafon,  I  fuppofc — becaufe  he 
is  richer. 

Hfart.  No,  upon  my  word  ;  for  a  very  new  rea- 
son, becaufe  he  is  a  greater  rake.  For  you  mull 
know,  that  this  mighty  unalterable  will,  which  ib  as 
fixed  as  the  Perfian  laws,  is  determined  with  as  little 

reafon 
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reafon  as  rdfolutions  of  fome  counrries  which  areJefs 
fiable.  In  rtiorr.  Sir,  he  hath  laid  it  down  as  a 
maxim,  that  all  men  are  wild  ac  one  period  of  life  or 
another  j  ib  he  refolved  never  to  marry  his  daughter 
but  to  one  who  hath  already  pafTcd  that  period.  At 
laft,  the  young  lady's  good  itars  and  his  great  wif- 
dom  have  led  him  to  the  choice  of  Pvlr.  Mutable. 

Mil.  What,  our  Mutable  ! 

Heart.  The  very  fame  ' tho'  I  have  reafon 

to  believe  fhe  hath  as  great  an  averfion  for  him  as 
for  me.  There  is  fome  other,  Millamour,  hath  fup- 
planred  me  in  her  heart,  whom  1  have  not  yet  been 
able  to  difcoveri  for  to  this  match  fhe  is  compelled 
by  her  father. 

Mil.  So  you  are  a  ftranger  to  the  man  fhe  loves; 
you  have  only  difcovercd  her  hufband. 

Heart.  Ten  thoufand  horrors  are  in  that  name  ! 

Mil.  Hum.! — -faith,  to   him   I  think  there 

may  ;  but  if  the  poiTeflion  of  your  mjfhrefs's  perfon 
be  all  you  deHre,  I  can't  fee  how  you  are  a  whit  the 
farther  from  that  by  this  match  5  and  as  to  the  firfl 
favour,  I  Ihould  not  be  much  concerned  about  that. 
If  a  man  would  keep  a  coach  for  my  ufe,  I  think  in 
is  but  a  fmall  indulgence,  to  h^t  him  take  the  firit 
airing  in  it. 

Heart.  Oh  !  do  not  trifle.  An  hour,  a  minute, 
a  moment's  delay  may  be  my  ruin.  Could  I  buc 
fee  her  before  the  miarriage,  this  compuifion  of  her 
father's  might  throw  her  into  my  arms.  But  he  is 
refolved  fhe  (hall  be  married  on  the  fame  day  with 
himfelf,  and  he  hath  this  morning  taken  a  fecond 
wife.- Oh  1  Millamour,  thou  haft  a  lively  ima- 
gination.  Set  it  at  work  for  thy  friend  ;  for,  by 

heaven,  I  never  can  have  any  happinefs  but  in  Mils 
Stedfaft's  arms. 

Mil.  Mifs  Stedfaft  ! — and  her  father  married  this 
morning! — O!  my  friend,  if  I  don't  invent  for  thee, 
may  I  never  be  happy  in  Mrs.  Stedfaft's  arms. 

Heart.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Mil. 
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Mil.  It  is  as  fixed  as  your  father-in-law's  mofl: 
confirmed  vviil,  tliat  he  is  to  be  the  cuckold  of  your 

humble  feryant.     Take  courage;  the  d Vs  in'c 

if  he   robs  us  both  of  our  miiirefies  in   one  day. 

Mine  he  has  got  already, and  much  good  may 

iLe  do  him. 

Heart.  Isitpofiible? 

Mil.  Ay,  faith.  This  father-in-law  of  yours  that 
v/as  to  be,  and  that  Oiall  be  too,  hath  outllript  me 
in  the  race,  and  is  gotten  to  the  goal  before  m.e. 

Heart.  You  are  a  happy  man,  Millamour,  who 
can  be  fo  eafy  in  the  lofs  of  your  millrefs. 

Mil.  Ay,  and  of  a  midrcfs  thou  haft  heard  me 
toaft  fo  often,  and  talk  fo  tenderly,  fo  fondly  of — in 
the  lofs  of  Ciarinda. 

Heart.  The  d — 1  1  was  Mifs  Lovely  your  Cia- 
rinda ? 

Mil.  Ay,  Sir,  Mifs  Lovely,  Mrs.  Stedfaft  now, 
was  my  Ciarinda,  and  is  my  Ciarinda  j — and  Mifs 
Stedfall  fliall  be  yours. 

Heart.  Keep  but  your  word  there,  Millamour. 

Mil.  Look  ye,  Fleartforr,  if  flie  hath  a  mind  to 
fee  you,  I'll  fend  for  an  engine  that  fhall  convey  you 
thither,  in  fpite  of  all  the  fathers  in  Europe. 

Heart.  But  the  time  — 

Mil.  If  you  will  Hep  in  with  me  while  I  drefs. 
Brazen  fliall  fetch  the  perfon  immediately.  Come, 
be  not  dejeded  ;  we  fhall  be  too  hard  for  all,  I  war- 
rant you. 

Heart.  Yet  how  do  I  know  but  every  moment 
may  be  the  curled  period  of  niy  ruin  ?  Perhaps  this 
inftant  gives  her  to  another. 

Mil.  It  cannot  give  her  inclinations  ;  and,  as  I 
have  heard  thee  fay,  thy  millrefs  hath  wit  and  beauty, 
depend  upon  it  thcfe  qualities  will  never  be  confined 
in  the  arms  of  a  man  fhe  doth  not  like.  Purfue  her, 
and  file  muft  fall.  Decency  may  guard  her  a  honey- 
moon or  two,  but  fhe  will  be  yours  at  lad.  Never 
think  a  celebrated  beauty,  when  (he  is  married,  is 

deceafed 
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tleceafed  for  ever.  No,  rather  imagine  her  fetting 
in  her  hurbanci''s  bed,  as  poets  make  the  Sun  do  in 
that  of  Thetis; 

Which  fro!Tt  our  fight  retires  a  while,  and  then 
Riles  and  fiiines  ©"er  all  the  world  again. 


A  C  T     II.       S  C  E  N  E     L 

S  C  E  N  r^     L  U  C  I  N  A'j    Lodging. 
L  U  C  I  N  A  and  Mrs.  ?  L  O  T  W  E  L. 

L  U  C  I  N  A. 

ISTRACTION!  Send  me  back  my  letter  ? 
Is  not  falfehood  enough,  muft  he  add  infult  to 
it  ?  Oh  !  may  eternal  furies  haunt  him  !  may  all  the 
horrors  of  defpair  attend  his  guilt !  may  he  be  fa 
wretched,  that  hell  itfelf  may  ficken  -with  revenge  I 

Mrs.  Plot,  And  may  you  be  fo  happy,  as  to 
have  nothing  to  do  with  him  !  or  rather,  lb  wife  not 
to  defire  it  I 

Luc.  Sure  it  is  impofTible.  He  could  not  be  fo 
great  a  villain.  You  never  carried  him  my  letter. 
He,  that  has  fworn  fo  many  vows  of  conftancy — 

Mrs.  Plot.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  vows  of  conllancy  ! 
that  any  woman  after  eighteen  fnould  think  of  thefe. 
Vows  in  love  have  juft  the  fame  meaning  as  compli- 
ments in  convcrfation  J  and  it  is  as  ridiculous  to  be- 
lieve the  man  who  fwears  eternal  conftancy,  as  to 
believe  him  who  alTures  you,  he  is  yourmoft  obedi- 
ent, hum.ble  fervant. 

Luc.  Oh  !  Plotwel,  had  I  but  known  thee  fooner  I 
had  I  but  known  a  friend  like  you,  who  could  have 
armed  my  unexperienced  foul  againft  the  wicked  arts 
of  this  deceitful  man 

Mrs.  Plot.  Then  you  would  h"ve  followed  my 
advice,  juft  as  you  have  done  fince  we  were  acquaint- 
ed. Could  any  one  have  armed  you  againft  the  pro- 
tefting  dying  lover,  who  was  breathing  out  daily  rap- 
tures at  your  feet,  when  it  is  not  in  your  power  to  pre- 
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vail   againft  him,  even  v/hen  he  has  dilcovered  His 
fallehood  ? 

Luc.  Believe  me,  I  could  never  alTure  myfelf  of 
it  till  now;  the  whole  long  year  that  I  expected  his 
return  to  Paris,  tho'  it  m.ade  me  fear  his  falfchood,' 
llill  left  me  room  to  hope  his  truth. 

Miis.  Plot.  We  are  apt  to  hope  what  v/e  defirei 
But  could  any  wom.an  have  reafon  to  expect  the  re- 
turn of  a  lover,,  after  a  month  had  paft  beyond  his 
promife  ?  Had  he  intended  to  havt!  married  you,  he 
\vould  have  done  it  before  his  departure*  Marri- 
age, like  felf-murder,  requires  an  im.mediate  refolu- 
tion  :  he  that  takes  time  for  deliberation,  will  never 
accomplifh  either. 

Luc.  Oh  !  Plotwel,  thou  art  well  fl^ill'd  in  the 
v/iles  of  the  fex  :  I  wonder  thou  could'll  be  deceived. 

Mrs.  Plot.  Yes,  Madam,  I  have  paid  for^jiy 
knowledge.  Man  is  that  forbidden  fruit  which  we 
muft  buy  the  knowledge  of  with  guilt.  He  mull  be 
talted,  to  be  known  j  and  certain  poifon  is  in  the 
tade.  Were  man  to  appear  what  he  really  is,  we 
iliould  fly  from  him  as  from  a  tem.peftuous  fea ;  or 
were  he  to  be  what  he  appears,  Vv'e  fliould  be  happy 
in  him  as  in  a  ferene  one.  They  lead  us  into  ruin 
uith  the  face  of  angels,  and  when  the  door  is  fhut  on 
us,  exert  the  devil. 

Luc.  He  mufl:  have  been  a  man  of  uncommon 
fenfe,  who  work'd  your  ruin. 

Mrs.  Plot.  Rather  the  circumdances  of  my  ruin 
v/ere  uncommon. 

Luc.  1  am  furprized  that  in  all  our  acquaintance, 
though  you  have  often  mentioned  your  misfortunes, 
you  have  carefully  avoided  entering  into  the  caufe  of 
them. 

Mrs.  Plot.  Though  the  relation  be  uneafy  to  me, 
fllil,  to  fatisfy  your  curiofity,  and  to  prevent  any  i^o- 
licitaticns  for  the  future,  I  will  tell  you  in  as  few  words 
as  I  can.  In  my  way  to  Paris,  twenty  years  ago,  I 
fell  acquainted  with  a  young  gentleman,  who  ap- 
peared to  be  an  officer  in  the  army.     He  continued 

our 
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our  fellow-traveller  on  the  road,  and  after  our  ar- 
rival at  Paris,  took  lodgings  in  the  fame  houfe  with 
us.  I  was  then  young  and  unfivill'd,  and  too  ready 
to  liilen  to  the  flattery  of  a  lover.  In  fliort,  he  em- 
ployed all  his  art  to  convince  me  of  his  paiTion,  to 
make  an   impreOion  on  that   heart  which  was  too 

weakly  armed  to  refift  him.     Ke  fuccecded, • 

and  I  was  undone. 

Luc.  I  can't  find  any  thing  uncommon  in  thefe 
circumftances  J  for  I  was  undone  juft  the  fame  way 
my  fe!f. 

Mrs.  Plot.  After  a  month  fpent  in  our  too  fatal 
and  too  guilty  joys,  he  fuddenly  elop'd  from  Paris, 
and  from  that  time  I  never  fav^  him  more. 

Luc.  But  could  anything  be  foil  range  as  your  (lay- 
ing twenty  years  in  Paris,  Vv'ithout  feeking  after  him  ? 

Mrs.  Plot.  I  heard  the  fiime  year  he  was  flain  at 
the  battle  of  Belgrade.  But  I  think  it  much  more 
ftrange  in  you,  aicer  ftaying  a  year  at  Paris,  to  come 
a  hunting  after  your  lover.  For  a  Vv'oman  to  purfue, 
is  for  the  hare  to  follow  the  hounds  ;  a  chafe  oppo- 
fite  to  the  order  of  nature,  and  can  never  be  fuccefs- 
ful.  A  woman  is  as  fure  of  not  overtaking  the  lover 
who  flies  from  her,  as  of  being  overtaken  by  a  lover 
v/ho  flies  after  her. 

Luc.  Well,  I'm  refolved  to  fee  him..  If  I  reap 
no  other  advantage  from  it,  I  fhali  have  at  leail  the 
pleafure  of  thundering  my  injuries  in  his  ear. 

Mrs.  Pi.oT.  The  ufual  revenge  of  an  injured  mif- 
trefs.  If  nature  had  not  granted  us  the  benefit  of 
venting  our  paffions  at  our  tongues  and  our  eyes, 
the  injury  and  falfehood  of  mankind  would  deftroy 
above  half  our  fex. 

S  C  E  N  E    II. 

SCENE,    The  Street.      M  I  L  L  A  M  O  U  R, 
HEARTFORT,  BRAZEN. 

Mil.  Your  calling  on  me  was  lucky  enough; 
you  could  have  been  direded  to  none  properer  for 
your  purpofe  than  this  woman  i  for  tho'  her  body 

Vol.  ill.  H  h  will 
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will  fcarce  go  thro'  the  door,  yet  fne  has  dexterity 
enough  to  go  through  the  key-hole.  But  let  me  tell 
you,  that  dexterity  muft  be  put  in  modon  by  gold, 
or  it  will  remain  in  reft. 

Heart.  She  fliall  not  want  that.  When  my 
Charlotte's  at  (lake,  fortune  or  life  are  triiks  to  the 
adventurer. 

Mil,  Well,  for  a  fober  grave  manof  fcnfe,  thou 
art  fomething  violent  in  thy  pafTion.  I  always 
thought  love  as  foreign  to  a  fpeculative  man,  as  reli- 
gion to  an  atheilh 

Heart.  Perhaps  it  may  :  for  I  believe  the  atheiil 
is  as  often  infincere  in  his  contempt  of  religion,  as 
the  other  in  Ids  contempt  of  woma.i.  There  are 
inftances  cf  men  who  Iiave  proftfTed  themfelves  de- 
fpifers  of  both,  that  have  at  length  been  found 
kneeling  at  their  flirines. 

Mil.  Thcfe  are    two  things  I  never  intend  to 

trouble  my  head  about  the  theory  of 1  fhall 

content  myfelf  with  the  pradice 

Heart.  With  the  pradlice  of  one,  I  dare  fwear. 

Mil.  In  my  youth,  I  believe  I  fliall  j  and  for  be- 
ing old,  I  defire  it  not.  I  would  have  the  fires  of 
life  and  love  go  out  together.  What  is  life  worth 
without  pleafure  ?  And  what  pleafure  is  there  out  of 
the  arms  of  a  miftrefs  ?  All  other  joys  are  dreams 
to  that.  Give  me  the  nne,  young,  blooming  girl, 
— cheeks  blulhing, — eyes  fparkling.  Give  me  her, 
Heartfort 

Heart.  Take  her  with  all  my  heart.  ComiC, 
Mr.  Brazen,  you  are  to  conduft  me  another  way. 

Mil.  You  are  too  loon  tor  Mrs.  Ufeful's  appoint- 
ment. 

Heart.  No  matter — here  is  one  coming  I  v/ouM 
avoid. 

Mil.  Ha  !  Your  rival.  Nay,  you  have  no  rea- 
fon  to  be  angry  with  him:  you  tell  me,  he  is  as 
avcrfe  to  the  match  as  yourfelf :  you  cannot  expect 
he  fhould  be  difintereiled  out  of  complaifance. 

Heart. 
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Heart.  It  Is  for  that  reafsn  I  would  nvoid  him. 
I  am  not  mafter  enough  of  my  pallions  j  befides,  I 
hate  lying  and  impertinence  j  I  can't  bear  to  hear  a 
fellow  run  on  with  his  intiinacy  with  this  Duke  and 
that  Lord,  whom  he  has  never  fpokc  to,  and,  per- 
haps, never  feen. 

Mil.  a  more  innocent  vanity  at  leafr,  than  the 
boafting  of  favours  from  women,  tho'  with  truth,  as  1 
have  known  fome  men  offenfe  do  ;  which  is  a  vanity 
indulged  at  the  expence  of  another's  reputation. 

Heart.  Faith,  and  I  rake  the  other  to  be  equally 
as  deitrudive  of  reputation  i  for  I  can't  iee  why  it 
fhould  more  refledt  on  a  woman,  to  be  great  with  a 
man  offenfe,  than  on  a  man  of  fenfe  to  be  great  with 
a  fool. 

Mil.  Pihavv! — thou  art  as  ferious  In  thy  criticifms 
on  life,  as  a  dull  critic  on  the  Drama.  I  prefer  laugh- 
ing fometimes  at  a  farce  and  a  fool,  to  being  enter- 
rained  with  the  mofl;  regular  performances,  or  the 
converfation  of  men  of  the  beft  fenfe. 

Heart.  In  my  opinion,  laughing  at  fools  Is  en- 
gaging them  at  their  ovN^n  weapons;  for  a  fool  aUvays 
laughs  at  thofc  who  laugh  at  him,  nay,  and  ofrencr 
gets  the  laugh  of  his  fide,  becaufe  there  are  in  the 
world  abundance  of  fools  to  one  who  is  othervv'ife.  la 
fhort,  it  is  as  dangerous  to  ridicule  folly  any  where 
openly,  as  to  fpeak  againil  Mahometifm  in  Turky,  or 
Popery  in  Rome.     But  he  is  here — Good- morrow. 

SCENE     III. 

MILLAMOUR,    HEARTFORT, 
MUTABLE,   BRAZEN. 

MuT.  Nay;  'foregad,  Heartfort,  you  fhall  not  run 
away  from  me — Pox  take  your  nrullrefs,  I  would  noc 
jofe  a  friend  for  all  the  fluts  in  tov.'n — Pfliaw  !  they 
are  plenty  enough — If  thou  can'tl  perfuade  my  father 
off  the  match,  1  did  not  care  if  the  devil  had  her. 

FIeart.  Flarkee,  Sir,  on  your  life,  do  not  urter 
a  propliane  word  of  her. 

H  h  2  *  Mur. 
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Mux.  Well  then,  I  v.  ifli  you  had  her,  or  the  devil 
had  her — 'Tis  equal  to  me — 'Tis  lb  difficult  to  pleafe 
you — I  mufl:  like  her,  and  I  muft  not  like  her. 

Mil.  Ay,  Mutable,  to  content  a  paQionate  lover 
is  as  difficult  as  to  fail  between  Scylla  and  Chary bdis: 
you  muft  fall  into  one  extreme  or  other. 

Heart.  Tho' I  would  have  Charlotte  only  mine, 
yet  I  could  not  bear  to  hear  her  flighted  by  another. 

Mil.  Well",  Mutable,  doth  this  early  fally  of  yours 
proceed  from  having  been  in  bed  early,  or  from  not 
being  in  bed  at  all  ? 

MuT.  Not  at  all,  agad — That  Lord  Bouncer  is  an 
everlafting  fitter. 

Mir.  Who  had  you  with  you  ? 

MuT.  There  was  myfelf,  three  Lords,  two  Baro- 
nets, four  whores,  and  a  juftice  of  peace.  His  wor- 
fliip,  indeed,  did  not  fit  latej  he  was  obliged  to  go 
home  at  three  to  take  a  nap,  to  be  ibber  at  the  ki'- 
fions 

Mil.  And  punifh  wickednefs  and  debauchery. 

Mux.  Millamour,  was  you  ever  in  company  with 
'my  Lord  Grig  ? — He  is  the  merrieft  dog — We  had 
fuch  diverfion  between  him  and  the  Duke  of  Fleet- 
ftreet — Ha,  ha,  ha!  fays  the  Duke  to  me j —Jack 
Mutable,  fays  he — ha,  ha,  ha!  what  [do  you  think 
of  my  Lord  Grig?  Why,  my  Lord  Duke,  fays  I, 
what  of  my  Lord  Grig  ?  Why,  fays  my  Lord  Duke 
again,  he  is  damnably  in  love  with  my  Lady  Piddle. 
— You  know  m.y  Lady  Piddle,  Millamour — (he  is  a 
prude,  you  know  j  and  that  puts  me  in  mind  of  what 
Sir  John  .Gubble  told  me  t'other  day  at  White's 

Hearx.  Death  and  damnation  !  This  is  infupporc- 
able.     Come,  Mr.  Brazen 

SCENE     IV. 

MILLAMOUR,  MUTABLE. 

Mux.  White's — Now,  I  mention  White's,  I  muft: 
fend  an  excufe  to  my  Lord  Goodland.  He  invited 
me  two  days  ago,  to  dine  with  him  to-day. 

Mil. 


T  H  E   W  E  D  D  I  N  G  -  D  A  Y.       469 

Mil  Two  days  ago!  —  why,  he  went  into  the 
country  a  week  fince. 

MuT.  Nay,  then  Sir  Charles  Wifeall  v;as  mif- 
taken,  for  he  delivered  me  the  mefraj;e  yellerdayi 
which  is  a  little  ftrange,  methinks. 

Mil,  Ay,  faith,  it  is  very  (trangej  for  he  has  been 
in  Scotland  this  fortnight. 

MuT.  How! 

Mil.  It  is  even  fo,  I  aiTure  you. 

MuT.  Then,  as  fure  as  I  am  alive,  I  dreamt  all 
this.  O  !  but  may  I  wifh  you  joy  yet  ?  They  tell  me 
you  are  going  to  be  married. 

Mil.   Who  told  you  fo  ? 

MuT.  Hum  ! — that  1  can't  remember.  It  was 
cither  the  Dutchefs  of  Fiolbourn,  or  Lady  Chatter, 
or  Lady  Scramble,  or — 

Mil.  No,  you  dreamt  it  3  a  fure  fign  it  will  not 
happen. 

Mut.   Heyday  !  Where's  Heartfort  gone  ? 

Mil.   He  can't  bear  a  fuccefsful  rival. 

Mut.  Poor  devil  1  I  pity  him  heartily.  And  I 
pity  myfelf ;  for,  I  proteft,  I  am  as  forry  at  winning 
her,  as  he  can  be  at  lofing  her. 

Mil.  Put,  is  there  no  v^ay  of  perfuading  the  old 
gentleinan  off? 

Mut.  Odd!  here  he  comes.  Prithee,  do  try; 
let  me  call  you  my  Lord,  and  it  will  give  you  more 
v^eight  with  him  j  for  he  takes  a  Lord  to  be  as  in- 
fallible as  the  pope. 

Mil.  Ay,  is  he  fo  fond  of  quality  ? 

Mut.  Oh  !  moft  paffionately.  You  mufl  know, 
he  hefitates  even  at  this  match  on  that  account; 
nay,  I  believe,  notwithftanding  her  fortune,  he  would 
prefer  a  woman  of  quality  for  his  daughter-in-law, 
iho'  file  was  not  worth  a  groat. 

Mil.  Ha  !  'Sdeath  !  I  have  a  thought — but  mum 
—he's  here. 


Hh3  SCENE 
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SCENE    V. 

OLD  MUTABLE,  YOUNG  MUTABLE, 
MILLAMOUR. 
Old  Mut.  Ha  1  Jacky,  have  1  found  you  out  ac 
lad  ?  Il  is  fo  long  fmce  I  was  in  town,  I  had  ahncft 
loft  myfcir.  But,  harkee, — who's  that  fine  gentle- 
man ?  hey  ! 

Young  Mut.  O!  one  of  the  Lords  I  told  you  I 
convtri'c  with — an  intinnate  acquaintance  of  mine. 
I'll  introduce  you  to  him.  Sir.     My  Lord,  this  is 

my  father,  my  Lord 

Old  Mut.  At  your  Lcrdn:iip's  fervice,  my  Lord. 
Mil.  Sir,I  am  exceedingly  glad  to  fee  you  in  town. 
Old  Mut.  I  am  exceedingly  obliged  toyourLord- 

ll:iip My  Lord,  I  am  valtly  unworthy  fo  great  an^ 

honour. 

Young  Mut.  You  will  excufe  my  father,  my 
Lord  :  as  he  has  lived  in  the  country  moft  of  his 
time,  he  does  not  make  quite  fo  fine  a  bow  as  we  do. 
Old  Mut.  My  fon  fays  true,  my  Lord.  I  have 
lived  moft  of  my  time  in  the  country,  the  greater  my 
misft^rtunc,  and  m.y  father's  crime,  my  Lord.  But, 
I  thank  my  ftars,  my  fon  cannot  charge  me  with  ftint- 
ing  his  education.  Alas  !  my  Lord,  it  muft  be  done 
betimes.  A  man  can  never  be  fcnt  into  the  world 
too  foon.  What  can  they  learn  at  fchools  or  uni- 
verfitics  ? — No,  no,  I  fent  my  boy  to  town  at  fixteen, 
and  allowed  him  wherewithal  to  keep  the  beft  com- 
pany. And,  I  thank  my  ftars,  I  have  lived  to  fee 
i;iiTi  one  of  the  fineft  gentlemen  of  his  age. 

Young  Mut.  Ah  !  dear  Sir,  your  moll  obedient 
humble  fervant. 

Mil.  It  is  owing.  Sir,  to  fuch  wife  parents  as  you, 
that  the  preient  age  abounds  with  fuch  fine  gentle- 
men as  It  does.  Our  dull  forefathers  were  either 
rougli  foldiers,  pedantic  fcholars,or  clownifli  farmers. 
And  It  v.as  as  difficult  to  find  a  fine  gentlcinan  among 
tis  then,  as  it  is  a  true  Briton  among  us  now. 
"  Old 
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Old  Mut.  I  am  very  prc\:J,  rny  Lord,  to  find 
my  foil  in  llich  company  as  your  Lordiliip's. 

Mil.  Dear  Sir,  the  honour  is  on  my  fide,  I  adure 
you. 

Old  Mut.  'Sbndl  Your  men  of  quality  arc  tlie 
civiirft  fore  of  people  upon  earth. 

Mil,  And,  1  believe,  my  fifter  is  of  the  fime  opi- 
nion. 

YouxG  Mut,  His  filler !  \/jfide. 

Old  Mut.  I  am  extremely  bound  to  your  good 
Lordfiiip. 

Mil.  I  fee  you  are  fhy  of  fpeaking ;  but  I  do  not 
at  all  think  it  beneath  the  honour  of  my  houfc  to 
marry  into  a  worthy  family  with  a  competent  eftate, 
though  there  be  no  title. 

Old  Mut.  My  Lord! 

Mil.  And  fince  my  Glter  has  condefcended  to  re- 
ceive the  addreiTes  of  your  Ton,  I  Ihall  not  oppofe  the 
match. 

Old  Mut.  I  am  furprized,  my  Lord ^ 

Mil.  Nay,  Sir,  you  cannot  be  furprized  ;  for  cer- 
tainly Mr.  Mutable  has  more  honour,  than  to  have 
proceeded  fo  far  \yithout  acquaindng  you. 

Old  Mut.  O,  yes,  my  Lord,  he  has  acquainted 
me Yes,  my  Lord,  I  have  been  acquainted  in- 
deed—But the  honour  was  fo  great,  that  I  couid 
fcarcc  believe  if. 

Young  Mut.  \_Afide.'\  This  js  not  the  firfi:  v/oman 
I  have  been  in  love  with,  without  feeing. 

Old  Mut.  O,  fie  upon  you,  Jacky,  why  did  you 
not  tell  me  of  this  r — I'll  go  breakolf  the  other  match 
this  moment.  My  Lord,  1  cannot  exnrefs  the  very 
grateful  fcntiments  I  have  of  this  great  honjur,  my 
Lord ■ 

Mil.  I  (hall  be  glad  to  f'c  you  at  my  houfe;  in 
the  mean  time,  Mr.  Mutable  may  have  as  free  accL-fs 
to  my  fifter  as  he  pi e a fes. 

Young  Mut.  Dear  my  Lord,  I  ;:m  your  v..o'\ 
obedient  humble  fcrvant. 

Hh  4  Old 
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Old  Mut.  I  and  mine,  mv  Lord,  are  eternally 
obliged  to  your  goodnefs  -,  and,  T  hope,  my  ion  is 
as  futticicntly  fenfible  as  myfelf. — I  will  juft  go  do 
a  little  bu fine's,  and  then,  Jacky,  I'll  come  to  this 
place,  and  you  (hall  carry  me  to  wait  on  his  Lord- 
fliip. — Be  fure  to  be  here,  or  I  Pnall  not  be  able  to  find 
you — In  the  miean  time,  I  am  your  Lordfhip's  very 
obedient,  devoted,  hum.ble  fervant,  to  command. 

SCENE    VI. 
MILLAMOUR,  MUTABLE. 

Mil.  Well,  have  I  not  managed  the  old  gentle- 
man finely  ? 

Young  Mut.  Yes  ;  but,  as  my  Lord  Twitter  fays, 
how  fliall  we  carry  it  on  ? 

Mil.  That  I  am  thinking.  Suppofe  I  get  fome- 
body  lo  perlbn^ite  my  filier — I  fee  your  father  is  of 
a  good,  eafy,  credulous  difpofirion,  and  not  alto- 
gether fo  indexible  as  your  father-in-law 

Young  Mut.  No,  hang  him  ;  he  never  kept  a 
refolution  two  minutes  in  his  life.  He  is  the  very 
picture  of  my  Lord  Shatterbrain  ;  and  you  know  my 
Lord  Shatterbrain  is  very  famous  for  breaking  his 
word.  I  have  made  forty  engagem.ents  with  him, 
and  he  never  kept  one 3 — then,  the  next  time  we 
met, — Jack  Mutable,  fays  he,  I  know  you'll  pardon 
me — I  have  fuch  a  memory — but  there's  Sir  George 
Goofe  has  juft  fuch  another  too — but  George  is  a. 
comical  dog,  tliat's  the  truth  on't — There  was  he 
and  I  and  the  Duke 


M(L.  Hearkee,  I  have  thought  hov/  the  thing 
fliall  be  conduced.  Heartfort's  houfe  fliall  pafs  for 
mine;  thither  do  you  bring  your  father  j  you  fliall 
find  a  Lady  ready  to  receive  you. — But  you  mufl: 
remember  to  behave  to  her  as  if  you  were  old  ac- 
quaintance. I  will  inftruft  her  how  to  anfwcr  you. 
So,  go  now  and  expeA  your  father,  and  remember 
to  give  me  the  title  of  Lord  Truelove. 

2  Young 
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Young  Mut.  Agad,  I  diu'd  with  Sir  John  True- 
love  about:  four  days  ago  ;  and  how  many  boules  do 
you  think  we  fat  ? 

Mil.  Twenty  dozen,  if  you  vvill. 

Young  Mut.  No,  faith,  not  that — not  that  quite, 
I  brounht  otFfour  to  my  own  (hare  th.>'j  and  fodrunk. 
was  my  Lord  Puzzle — ha,  ha,  ha!  ar,d  fo  mad 

Mil.  But  if  ihou  arc  not  quite  drunk  or  mad  thy- 
felt,  prithe-e  do  mind  thy  bufinefsj  for,  if  yo\3  ftay 
one  moment  longer,  rii  fling  up  the  affair. 

Young  Mut.  I  go,  I  go.     My  Lord  Truelove, 

your  lervant. Foregad,  Sir  John  is  one  of  the 

merried  dogs  in  Chriftendom. 

SCENE  VIL 
MILLAMOUR  folus. 
Go  thy  way,  Guillim  difplay'd — Thou  catalogue 
of  the  nobility— 'Sdeath,  I  fancy  'tis  the  vanity  of 
fuch  fools  as  this  that  makes  men  proud  of  a  title, 
without  any  other  merit.  Now,  if  I  can  but  match 
this  fpark  with  my  Northumberland  Coufin,  I  fhall 
handfomely  be  quit  of  a  troublefome  relation — And 
faith,  I  think,  the  arms  of  a  rich  fool  are  a  fort  of 
hofpitai,  proper  to  every  woman  who  has  worn  out 
her  reputation  in  the  fervice. 

SCENE  VIIL     .Ws.  Stedfast'j  Hou/e. 

CHARLOTTE,  /peaking  to  Mrs.  USEFUL, 
who  goes  out  and  returns  with  HEARTFORT. 

Well,  well,  tell  the  wretch,  I  will  fee  him,  to  give 
him  another  final  anfwer,  fince  he  will  have  it.  Poor 
creature!    how  little  he  i'ufpefts  who  is  his  rival! 

■ Oh!  Millamour,  thou  haft  given  this  heart  of 

mine  more  fighs  in  one  week,  than  it  ever  felt  before 
— nay,  than  it  hath  ever  made  any  other  feel.  How 
fhall  I  let  him  know  my  pafiion,  or  how  avoid  this 
match  intended  for  me  by  my  father !  Well,  Sir,  how 
often  mull  I  tell  you,  I  won't  have  you,  I  can't  have 
you  ? 

Heart. 
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Heart.  Madarrij  as  you  have  ofrcn  told  Pwe  the 
contrary,  I  think  you  fhould  give  ibme  reafon  why 
you  will  not  have  me. 

Char.  I  tell  you  a  reafon — I  hate  you. 

Heart.  I  might  expect  a  better  reafon  for  that 
hate  than  the  violence  of  my  Jove. 

Char.  O  !  the  beft  reafon  in  the  world.  I  hate 
every  thing  that  is  ridiculous,  and  there  is  nothing 
fo  ridiculous  as  a  real  lover. 

Heart.  Methinks,  gratitude  might  produce  the 
higheft:  affeclion. 

Char.  Your  humble  fervant,   fweet  Sir      ■ 

Gratitude  1 that  implies  an  obligation  ;   but  how 

am  I  obliged  to  you  for  loving  me  ?  I  did  not  afk 
y^u  to  love  me — did  I  ? — I  can't  help  your  loving 
mc ;  and  if  one  was  to  have  every  one  that  loves 
ODty  one  muft  have  the  whole  town. 

Heart.  Can  my  torments  make  you  merry.  Ma- 
dam ? 

Ci^AR.  O!  no  certainly;  for  you  muft  know,  I 
am  extravagantly  good-natur'd  :  Nor  can  you  your- 
felf  fay,  that  I  iiavc  not  begg'd  you  to  get  off  the 
rack  :  But  you  would  have  me  take  you  off  in  my 
arms,  like  an  odious  ridiculous  creature,  as  you  are. 

Heart.  Give  me  my  reafon  again  ;  untie  me  from 
the  magic  knot  you  have  bound  me  in  ;  for  whilft:  you 
hold  me  fait  within  your  chains,  'tis  barbarous  to  bid 
me  take  my  freedom. 

Char.  Chains !  —  fure  being  in  love  Is  fomething 
like  being  in  the  galleys  j  and  a  lover,  like  other 
flaves,  is  the  fubject  of  no  other  paffion  but  pity  : 

Nay,  they  are  even  more  contemptible they  are 

mere  infects.  One  gives  being  to  thoufands  with  a 
fmile,  and  takes  it  away  again  with  a  frown.  A  cele- 
brated phyfician  might  as  well  grieve  at  the  death  of 
every  patient,  as  a  celebrated  toaft  at  the  death  of 
every  lover;  and  then  it  would  be  impoflibie  for 
either  of  them  ever  to  have  dry  eyes. 

Heart.  Come,  come,  Madam;  the  world  are  not 
at  all  fo  deaf  to  reafon  as  I  am.     There  are  thofc 
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wKo  can  fee  your  faults,  tho'  I  can't — can  weigh  af- 
feftation  againft  beauty,  and  ill-nature  againd:  wir. 

Char.  They  are  infeparable.  No  one  has  beauty 
v;ithouc  affe6lation,  nor  wic  without  ill-nature.  But 
lovers,  you  know,  only  fee  perfeclions.  All  things 
look  white  to  love,  as  they  do  yellow  to  the  jaundice. 

Heart.  This  cool  infenfibiiity  is  worfe  than  rage. 

Char.  It  would  be  cruel  indt^ed  to  add  to  the  fire, 
I  would  extinguilh  your  paHion,  Sir,  fince  this  is  the 
laft  tinne  it  can  blaze  in  public,  without  prejudice  to 
my  reputation. 

Heart.  Sure,  you  can't  refolve  to  marry  a  fool  ? 

Char.  I  can  refolve  to  be  dutiful  to  a  parent,  and 
run  any  rifque  rather  than  that  of  my  fortune.  la 
fliort,  Mr.  Keartfort,  could  you  have  prevailed  with 
my  father,  you  might  have  prevailed  with  me.  I 
liked  you  well  enough  to  have  obeyed  my  father,  but 
not  to  difobey  him. 

Heart.  Was  that  the  affection  you  had  for  a  man 
who  would  have  facrificed  himfcif  and  the  whole 
world  to  you  ? 

S  C  E  N  E     IX. 
CLARINDA,  CHARLOTTE,  HEARTFORT. 

Clar.  Fie  !  Charlotte,  how  can  you  ufe  him  fo 
barbaroufly  ?  Poor  Heartfort !  I  proteii:,  I  pity  you 
fincerely. 

Char.  Indeed,  Clarinda, for  I  fhall  never 

call  you  mother 1  am  come  to  an  age  wherein  I 

Ihall  not  follow  your  advice  in  difpofmg  of  myfelf ; 
nor  am  I  more  forward  to  aik  your  opinion,  than 
you  was  to  afk:  mine  when  you  married  my  father. 

Clar.  My  dear  Charlotte,  you  Hiall  never  have 
more  caufe  to  repent  my  marriage,  than  I  believe  you 
would  have  to  repent  your  own  with  this  gentleman. 

Heart.  My  life.  Madam,  is  a  poor  facrifice  to 
fuch  gQodnefs. 

Char.  Dear  creature!  if  the  old  gentleman  your 
huuDand  was  here,  you  would  make  him  jealoi.'s  on 

his 
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his  wedding-day, Befides,  it  is  barbarous  in  you 

to  blame  me,  for  he  hath  taken  a  refoiution  to  give 
me  to  Mr.  Mutablej  and  you  know,  or  you  will  know 
before  you  have  been  married  to  him  long,  tiiat,  when 
once  he  hath  refolved  on  any  thing,  it  is  impoflible 
to  alter  him. 

SCENE     X. 
STEDFAST,  HEARTFORT,  CLARINDA. 

Sted.  Heyday!  what's  here  to  do  ?  I  thought  I 
had  forbidden  you  my  houfc.  Am  I  not  mafter  of 
my  own  houfe  ? 

Heart.  No,  Sir,  nor  ever  v.-ill,  while  you  have 
two  fuch  fine  ladies  in  it. 

Sted.  Sir,  if  I  had  two  empreflTes  in  it,  my  word 
ihould  be  a  law — And  I  can  tell  you,  Sir,  I  will  have 
blunderbuiTes  in  ir,  and  conftables  too,  if  I  fee  you 
in  it  any  more. 

Clar.  Nay,  pray,  my  dear,  do  not  try  to  fhock 
him  more;  Charlotte  hath  ufed  him  ill  enough  al- 
ready. 

Sted.  Hearkee,  Madam,  my  dear,  I  muft  give 
you  a  piece  of  advice  on  our  wedding-day — Never 
offer  to  interrupt  me,  nor  prefume  to  give  your 
opinion  in  any  thing  till  afl-ied — If  nature  hath  made 

any  thing  in  vain,  it  is  the  tongue  of  a  woman 

Women  were  defigned  to  be  fccn,  and  not  heard  ; 
they  were  formed  only  to  pleafe  our  eyes. 

Char.  You  will  be  fingularly  happy,  my  dear, 
with  a  hufband  who  inarries  to  pleale  no  fenfe  but 
his  eyes. 

♦    Clar.  I  do  not  doubt  being  as  happy  with  him 
as  I  defire. 

Sted.  This  is  another  thing  I  muR  warn  you  of 
— Never  to  whifper  in  my  prefence. — Whifpering 
no  one  ufes  but  with  an  ill  delign.  I  made  a  refoiu- 
tion againft  whifpering  at  fixteen,  and  have  never 
■whifpered  fince. 

Heart.  Yes,  Sir,  and  if  you  had  made  a  refoiu- 
tion 
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tion  to  hang  yourfelf,  others  would  have  been  equally 
obliged  to  follow  the  example. 

Sted.  I  wifli  you  would  refolve  to  go  out  of  my 
doors.  Sir  J  or  I  fhall  take  a  refolution  which  may 
not  pleafe  you.  Madam,  if  you  have  not  given  this 
gentleman  a  final  difcharge  already,  do  it  now. 

Char.  You  hear.  Sir,  what  my  father  faysj  there- 
fore I  defire  you  would  im.mediately  leave  us,  and 
not  think  of  returning  again. 

Heart.  Not  certain  death  Pnould  deter  me  from 
obeying  your  commands  j  nor  v/ould  that  fentence, 
pronounced  from  any  otiier  lips,  give  me  as  much 
pain  as  this  banilliment,  from  yours,  [£x//. 

S  C  E  N  E     XI. 
STEDFAST,   CLARINDA,    CHARLOTTE. 

Clar.  Go  thy  ways,  for  a  pretty  fellow. 

Sted.  Go  thy  ways,  for  an  hypocrite.  We  fhall 
have  that  fellow  turn  rake  at  forty.  The  feeds  of 
raking  are  in  him.,  and  one  time  or  other  they  Vv^ill 
break  out.  Rakery  is  a  difeafe  in  the  blood,  which 
every  man  is  born  with  j  and  the  fooner  it  fhews  it- 
felf,  the  better. 

Char.  But  I  hope.  Sir,  fince  I  have  complied 
with  your  commands,  in  difpatching  one  lover,  you 
will  comply  with  my  deGres,  in  delaying  my  alliance 
with  another. 

Sted.  As  for  that,  you  may  be  very  eafy  :  So  you 
are  married,  to-day,  I  care  not  vv'hat  hour. 

Char,  V/hy  to-day.  Sir  ? 

Sted.  Becaufe  I  have  refolved  it.  Madam. 

Char.  One  day  fure  would  make  no  difrerence. 

Sted.  Madam,  I  have  faid  it. 

Clar.  Let  me  intercede  for  fo  fnoit  a  reprieve. 

Sted.  I  am  fixed. 

Char.  Confider,  my  whole  happinell>  is  at  flake. 

Sted.  If  the  happinefs  of  the  world  was  at  flake, 
I  would  not  alter  my  refolution.         \_Servani  enters. 

Serv.  Sir,  Mr.  Mutable  is  below. 

Sted. 
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Sted.  Shew  him  up.  Go  you  two  in. — Daughter, 
be  lure  and  make  yourfclf  ready.  I  have  not  ycc 
relblved  the  hour  of  marrying  you,  but  it  Ifliall  be 
this  afternoon  j  for  I  am  determined  to  keep  both 
our  wedding-fuppers  together. 

SCENE    XII. 
STEDFAST,    OLD  MUTABLE. 

Sted.  Mr.  Mutable,  your  fervant.  Odfo!  where's 

the  bridegroom? He  is  a  little  too  backward  for 

a  young  fellow:  The  bride  has  reafon  to  take  it  amifs. 

Old  Mut.  Nay,  Mr.  Stedfaft,  if  fhe  or  you  take 
any  thing  amifs,  we  cannot  help  that. 

Sted.  Pugh  !  I  was  in  jelt  with  thee:  She  fhall 
take  nothing  amifs,  for  I  am  refolved  on  the  match. 

Old  Mut.  Truly,  I  am  forry  for  it. 

Sted.  Ha  1  forry — for  what  ? 

Old  Mut.  Since  it  mufl:  be  known,  what  fignifies 
hefication  ? — My  fon  is  pre-engaged.  Sir. 

Sted.  How,  Sir,  pre-engaged  ! 

Old  Mut.  Yes,  Sir,  to  a  young  lady  of  beauty 
and  fortune — and,  what  is  more,  a  lady  of  quality, 
I  affaire  you.  Sir,  I  did  not  know  one  word  of  it  when 
our  bargain  was  made;  which  I  am  forry  for,  and 
heartily  aflc  your  pardon. 

Sted.  And  is  this  the  manner  you  treat  me  in, 
after  I  have  refufed  fuch  offers  for  your  fon's  fake? 

Old  Mut.  Thcmatch  wasnoneof  myown  choice; 
but  if  quality  will  drop  inio  one's  lap 

Sted.  Ay,  quality  may  drop  into  your  lap  or  your 
pocket  either,  and  not  make  them  one  bit  the  hea- 
vier— And  pray,  who  is  this  great  lady  of  quality  ? 

Old  Mut.  I  know  nothing  more  of  her,  than  that 
file  is  a  Lord's  fifter. 

Sted.  Hath  fhe  no  name  then  ? 

Old  Mut.  Yes,  Sir,  I  fuppofe  Ihe  hath  a  name, 
tho,  I  don't  know  it. 

Sted.  And  pray.  Sir,  what's  her  fortune? 

Ol  J  Mut.  I  don't  know  that  either. 

Sted. 
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SrED.  Your  very  humble  fcrrvant,  Sir — I  honour 
your  profundity  :  If  the  lady's  quality  be  equal  to 
your  wifdoin,  Goatham  and  Flectfl-reec  will  be  in 

iirid  alliance Sir,  I  admire  your  Ton  ;  for  the'  ic 

is  probable  he  may  get  nothing  by  the  bargain,  I 
find  he  has  fenfe  enough  to  outwic  his  father;  and  he 
may  laugh  at  you,  while  all  the  world  la.ighs  at  him. 

Old  iVIuT.  What  do  you  mean,  Sir  ? "" 

Sted.  Stay  till  your  daughter  be  brought  hom.e, 
flie  will  explain  my  meaning,  I  warrant  you — fhe  will 
bring  you  both  extremes,  my  life  on'c — Quality  in 
the  kennel,  and  fortune  in  the  air. 

Old  Mut.  Hum  1  if  it  Ihould  prove  fo — Sir,  the 
march  is  not  completed. 

Sted.  No,  Sir  j  you  are  very  capable  of  breaking 
it  off,  we  fee — (Ser-va'nt  enters.) 

Serv.  Sir,  the  lawyer  is  com.e  with  the  writings. 

Sted.  He  may  cancel  them  if  he  pleafes,  and 
hang  himfelf  when  he  has  done. 

Old  Mut.  Stay,  Sir,  I  am  not  determined  in  this 
affair 

Sted.  Nor  in  any,  I  am  furc — but  I  am;  and 
you  muft  give  up  your  pretenfions  one  way  or  other 
this  moment. 

Old  Mut.  Then  I  ftand  by  the  fecureft — So  de- 
fire  the  lawyer  to  walk  in — I  hope  you  will  forgive 
me,  Mr.  Stedfaft,  v/hat's  paft. 

Sted.  Ay,  Sir,  more  for  my  own  fake  than  yours ; 
for  had  1  not  refolved  on  the  match,  I  might  have 
taken  other  meafures. 

SCENE   XIII. 
OLD  MUTABLE,  STEDFAST,  PRIG. 

Old  Mut.  Come,  Sir,  I  am  ready  to  fign  articles. 

Sted.  Where's  Mr.  Squeezepurfe,  your  mafter  ? 

Prig.  Sir,  my  mafter  is  bufyi  he  could  not  wait 
on  you— but  I  can  do  it  as  well. 

Sted.  Sir,  I  am  the  beft  judge  of  that 1  have 

refolved  never  to  fign  any  thing  wi: hout  your  maftfr. 
I  Prig. 
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Prig.  It  is  the  very  fame  thing,  I  afTure  you 
The  writings  are  fully  orawn,  and  any  witnefs  may 
do  as  well  as  my  m after. 

Sted.  Your  mafter  is  a  negligent  puppy,  and 
ufes  me  doubly  ill — firft,  in  ftaying  away,  and  then 
in  fending  fuch  an  impertinent  coxcomb  to  difpute 
with  me. 

Old  Mut.  I  believe,  Mr.  SteJfall,  we  may  do  it. 

Sted.  Rxcufe  me.  Sir,  I  fhall  not  alter  my  re- 
folves — Therefore  go  to  your  mailer,  and  tell  him  to 
come  to  me  immediately  j  for  I  will  not  fign  without: 
him,  that  I  am  refolv'd. 

Old  Mut.  In  the  mean  while,  I'll  ftep  jufl  by, 
and  call  my  fon,  that  we  may  meet  with  no  further 
interruption.     (Servant  enters.) 

Serv.  Sir,  the  tailor  hath  fent  word,  that  he  can- 
not finifn  the  new  liveries  till  to-morrow  morning. 

Sted.  Then,  Sir,  go  and  give  m.y  humble  fervice 
to  the  tailor,  and  tell  him  to  fend  them  half  done  or 
undone  i  for  I  am  refolv'd  to  have  them  put  on  to- 
day, tho'  they  are  throv>n  like  blankets  over  their 
fhoulders,  and  my  equipage  lliould  look  like  the  re- 
tinue of  a  Morocco  ambaiiador. 

ACT    III.       SCENE    I. 

SCENE,    The  Street. 

HEARTFORT,  MILLAMOQR,  MUTABLE. 
Heart.  rr^.FIOUGH  I  fear  my  fortune  defperate, 
J^  yet  is  my  obligation  inlinite  to  you, 
my  dear  Millamour,  for  this  trouble. 

Mut.  And  to  me  too.— Agad,  I  have  run  the 
hazard  of  being  difinherited  on  your  account — As 
for  the  wife,  the  lofs  is  not  great;  but  1  have  a  real 
value  for  the  eftate. 

Mil.  Come,  faith,  Heartfort,  thou  muft  confefs 
thyfelf  obliged  to  him  j  he  hath  done  what  is  in  his 

power • 

Heart. 
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Heart.  I  thank  him — And,  in  return.  Mutable, 
let  me  give  you  a  piece  of  advice.  Leave  off  that 
ridiculous  quality  of  pretending  an  acquaintance  with 
men  of  fafliion,  whom  thou  hafl  never  feen,  for  tv/o 
rcafons  :  Firdj  no  one  believes  you  j  nor,  if  you  were 
believed,  would  any  one-edeem  you  for  it ;  becaufe 
all  the  prize-fighters,  jockeys,  gamefters,  pimps,  and 
buffoons  in  England  have  the  fame  honour 

MuT.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  this  is  very  merry,  very  fa- 
cetious, faith— Agid,  ivliilamour,  if  I  did  not  knov/ 
that  Heartfort  keeps  the  belt  company,  I  fliould 
think  him  envious. 

Mil.  1  ra:  lier  think  Ills  ambition  lies  quite  the  np- 
pofite  way;  for  I  have  feen  him  walking  at  high  Mail 
with  a  fellow  in  a  dirty  fliirt,  and  a  v/ig  unpowder'd. 

MuT.  Augh!  what  a  coupleof  dif  inguifhingqua- 
lifications  he  chofe  to  appear  in  the  Mail  with  !  — 

Heart.  And  the  man  he  means  happens  to  have 
qualifications  very  feJdom  feen  in  the  Mall,  or  any 
where  elfe 

MuT.  Ay,  prithee,  what  are  thefe  ? 

Heart.  Virtue,  and  good  fenfe. 

MuT.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  virtue,  and  good  fenfe ;  no 
powder,  and  dirty  linen — Four  fine  accomp'ifhments 
for  an  old  philofopher  to  live  upon 

Mil.  Ay,  or  for  a  modern  philofopher  to  flarve 
with — But,  mum — Remeiiiber  who  I  am. 

SCENE     II. 

OLD  MUTABLE,   YOUNG  MUTABLE, 
HEARTFORT,  MILLAMOUR. 

Mil.  So,  Sir,  you  are  expeditious ;  and  now,  if 
you  pieafe,  I  am  ready  to  wait  upon  you— 

Old  Mut.  I  am  unwilling  to  give  your  Lordfliip  . 
any  further  trouble  i  for  I  find,  n)y  Lord,  that  mat- 
ters are  too  far  gone  to  be  broke  off  now — So  I  th  mk 
your  Lordfliip  for  the  honour  you  intended  me.     But 
the  boy  muft  be  married  to  his  former  miflrefs- 

Vol.  III.  I  i  Heart. 
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Heart.  Ha!  [AfJe, 

Mil.  What's  this.  Sir  ? 

Old  Mut.  In  fliort,  my  Lord,  I  have  as  great  an 
honour  for  quality  as  any  man  ;  but  there  are  things 
to  be  confidered — Quality  is  a  fine  thing,  my  Lord, 
but  it  does  not  pay  debts. 

Young  Mux.  Faith,  you  are  miflaken  there, 
father;  for  it  docs. 

Mil.    I   little   thought  this  confideration  would 
have  expos'd  my  fifler  to  an  affront — You  are  the 
lafl:  commoner  1  (Ijall  offer  her  to,  I  affure  you 
Perhaps  you  may  repent  this  refufal 

Young  Mut.  Dear  Sir,  confider Your  fon's 

happinefs,  grandeur,  fortune,  all  are  at  (lake. 

Mil.  Now  the  affair  is  over,  Sir,  I  fiiail  tell  you, 
ihat  my  fifter  was  not  only  fecure  of  a  fortune  much 
larger  than  Mr.  Stcdfaft's  daughter;  but  as  I  have 
refoived  againft  marriage,  my  fortune  and  title  too 
muft  have  dclcended  to  your  fon. 

Old  Mut.  Hey  1 — And  fliould  I  have  i'ccn  my 
Jacky  a  Lord — Should  I  have  had  a  Lord  afk  me 
bleffing  ? — And  a  fet  of  young  Lords  and  Ladies  my 

grand-grandchildren  ! Should  this  old  crabtrec 

Itock  have  fcen  fuch  noble  grafted  fruit  fpreading  on 
its  branches  ? — O  my  good  dear  Lord,  I  afk  pardon 
on  my  knees — Forgive  the  fooliHi  caution  of  a  fear- 
ful old  man. 

Mil.  My  honour,  my  honour  forbids 

Old  Mut.  O  dear,  fweer,  good,  my  Lord. 
Let  pity  melt  your  honour  to  forgivenefs. 

Heart.  Let  me  intercede.  Sir. 

Old  Mut.  If  your  honour  muft  have  a  facrifice, 
let  my  fault  be  paid  by  my  punifiiment.  Tread  upon 
my  neck,  my  Lord.  Do  any  thing  to  me.  But  do 
not  let  me  bar  my  fon's  way  to  happinefs. 

Mil.  The  ibiiflefl  honour  is  not  required  to  be 
inexorable.  I  fliall  content  myfclf,  therefore,  with 
infiiding  on  you  a  moderate  puniflimcnt.    Whereas 

I  in- 
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I  Intended  to  pay  the  fortune  down  before  marriage; 
I  now  will  do  it  afterwards. 

Old  Mut.  Whenever  your  Lordfhip  pleafes.  I 
will  give  one  thoiotigh  rebuff  to  Mr.  Stedfafi:,  and 
return  inilantly. — Jacky,  liay,  (lay  you  here,  and 
expecl  me,  to  condu6l  me  to  his  Lordfliip.  My 
Lord,  I  am  your  Lordfliip's  moft  obedient  humble 
lervant.  ^Exit, 

Mil.  This  fucceeds  to  our  wilh.  I  think  Til 
e'en  play  the  parfon  myfelf,  and  ma-ry  you  in  jefl. 

Young  Mut.  But  1  fhall  not  play  the  hu/band,  I 
thank  you. 

Mil.  Piliaw~in  jefl. 

Young  Mut.  Hum,Itakematrimonytobe  nojefl. 

Mil.  And  I  take  it  to  be  the  greatett  .eft  in  nature. 
When  the  old  gentleman  comes,  Heartfort,  do  you 
rake  him  to  your  houfe,  which  muft  pafs  for  my  Lord 
Trueiove's,  thither  will  I  bring  the  lady  with  the  ut- 
moft  expedition.  But  remember  to  give  a  particu- 
lar order  to  all  your  fervants,  that  your  name  is  True- 
love. 

Heart.  If  you  would  have  me  flay  with  you  in 
the  mean  time,  I  muft  have  no  Lords.  Nay,  I  will 
hot  allow  you  a  baronet.  Not  even  a  plain  Sir, 
though  he  was  knighted  but  laft  week,  and  hath 
not  paid  his  fees  yer. 

Young  Mut.  Well,  well,  you  ftiall  be  humour- 
ed, though  I  am  at  work  for  your  lervice. 

SCENE      IIL 

STEDFAST'j  Houfe, 

CLARINDA,   Mrs.  USEFUL. 

Clar.  To  leave  my  huft^and's  houfe  on  my  wed- 
ding-day ?  And  vifit  a  gallant  ?  I'll  never  confent 
to  it 

Use.  Then  there's  a  pretty  fellow  gone  to  his 
forefathers. 

Clar,  No,  tell  the  barbarous  man,  undone  as 
I  i  2  ♦  he 
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he  is,  I  would  have  confented  to  any  other  portion 
witli  him  than  diihonour.  Tell  Jiira,  he  hath  forc'd 
ine  to  the  fatal  refokition  I  have  taken  ;  for  to  avoid 
him,  v;as  my  firfi:  caufe  of  marrying  j  and  tell  him., 
in  that  hour  I  gave  my  hand  to  Mr.  Stedfall,  I  relblved 
never  to  fee  him  more. 

Use.  The  devil  take  me,  if  I  do.  You  may  fend 
another  meffenger.  I'll  have  no  hand  in  his  death. 
I  alv/ays  had  a  natural  antipathy  to  murder — Poor 
dear,  pretty,  handfome  young  fellow. — Go — you  are 
a  cruel  creature!' — Oh!  had  you  i'<^Gn  how  he  figh'd, 
and  fobb'd,  and  groiin'd,  and  kifs'd  your  letter,  and 
call'd  you  by  all  the  tendered,  fofteft  names;,  then 
ilied  fuch  a  fliovver  of  tears  upon  the  paper  j  then 
kifs'd  it  again,  and  fv.ore  he  had  loft  his  Ibul  in  you 
— Oh  !  it  would  have  melted  rocks,  could  they  have 
feen  ir. 

Clar.  Why  wilt  thou  torment  me  to  no  pur- 
pofe  ? 

Use.  It  is  your  own  faulty  if  it  be  to  no  purpofe. 

Clar.  What  can  I  do? 

Use.  What  can  you  do  ? — that  any  woman  after 
cighieen  fhould  afk  that  queflion — What  can  you  do  5 
—  Methinks  charity  fliould  tell  you,  if  your  heart  was 
not  deaf  to  every  thing  that  is  good.  When  a  fine, 
handfome  young  fellow  is  the  beggar,  what  woman 
can  want  charity  ? 

Clar.  I  have  no  more  to  give  — My  all  is  now  my 
hufband's;  nor  can  I,  without  injuring  him,  be- 
11:0  w 

Use.  Your  hufoand  1 — You  are  enough  to  make 
me  mad — Injure  your  hufoand! — Yon  may  as  well 
think  you  injure  your  cheft,  when  you  take  the  mo- 
ney out  of  ir. — And  would  you  be  lock'd  up  all 
your  life  in  tliat  old  fufty  chell,  the  .irnis  of  your 
hufband  ? 

Clar.  Ila  1  Doth  it  become  thee  to  rail  againft 
my  huiband,  who  hall  employed  all  thy  vile  rhetoric 
to  pcrfuade  me  to  receive  him  ? 

Use. 
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Use.  To  receive  him  as  a  hufband  I  did, — and  I 
liOw  perfuade  you  to  make  a  hufband  of  him. 

Clar.  O,  villain  !  What  hath  urged  thee  to  life 
ine  as  thou  doft  ?  Didll  thou  not  firit  entice  me  to 
leave  my  convent,  and  fly  to  England  with  than 
monfcer  Millamour? — z\nd  then  didll  thou  nor, 
with  the  fame  diligence,  intreat  me  to  this  mar- 
riage ?   And  now — 

Use.  What  allegations  are  here!  I  own  I  advifed 
you  to  quit  a  religion  I  thought  not  confident  v/ith 
the  health  of  your  foul,  and  to  fly  to  the  arms  of  a 
man  I  thought  loved  you.  When  I  thouglit  he  did 
not  love  you,  I  advifed  you  to  leave  him— -iVnd  now 
I  find  he  doeb  love  you,  I  advife  you  to  return  to 
him  again. 

Clar.  What!  with  the  lofs  of  my  honour! 

Use.  The  lofs  of  your  honour!  No,  no — You  may 
keep  your  honour  ftill  j  for  every  woman  hath  it  till 
flie  is  difcovered. 

Clar.  Name  it  to  me  no  more. 

Use.  At  lead  you  may  fee  him — there's  no  difliO- 
nour  in  that. 

Clar.  I  dare  not  think  of  it. 

Use.  E'en  do  it  without  thinking  of  it — Let  the 
poor  man  owe  the  continuing  of  his  life  to  my  en- 
treaties. 

Clar.  Oh  !  he  hath  a  more  powerful  advocate 
within  me. 

Use.  Well — I'll  fly  with  the  happy  news. 

Clar.  Stay — I  cannot  refolve. 

Use.  That's  enough She  that  can't  refolve 

againfl:  her  lover,  always  refolves  for  him. 

Clar.  Well — I  will  take' one  dear  lall  draught 
of  ruin  from  his  eyes — And  thi^n  bid  them  farewel 
for  ever. 


1  i  3  SCENE 
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SCENE  IV.     ne  Sireet. 
CHARLOTTE    difguifid. 
Here  am  I  fairly  efcaped  from  my  father's  houfe 
' — And  now,  what  to  do,  or  whither  to  go,  I  know 
not.     If  I  return,  1  know  the  pofitivenefs  and  pafTio- 
naterefs  of  his  temper  too  well,  to  leave  me  any  hopes 
of  avoiding  the  match  he  is  refolv'd  on — If  I  do  not, 
I  dread  the  confequences.     Suppofe  I  find  Milla- 
mour  out,  and  acquaint  him  with  my  paffion — I'll 
die  fooner — If  Heartfort  were  here  this  moment,  \ 
believe  I  fliould  not  rcfufe  him  any  longer — Ah  ! 

SCENE     V. 
MILLAMOUR,  CHARLOTTE. 

Mil.  Pox  on  my  rafhnefs  in  difcharging  the  good 
mother  this  morning — I  fhall  never  be  able  to  find 
L^cina — I  mud  get  another — Ha!  What  hath  for- 
tune fent  us?  A  woman  in  a  mafque — I  fuppofe  fhc 
doth  it  to  hide  tiie  fmall-pox,  or  fome  curled  defor- 
jYiity— But  hang  it,  fhe  may  pafs  for  a  woman  of  qua- 
lity, for  all  that.  Agad,  I'll  attack  her,  and  if  1  mif- 
take  not,  llie  expeifls  it.  At  lead  fhe  doth  not  threaten 
to  run  away. — Madam,  your  mod  obedient,  humble 
fervanc — I  prefume,  by  yourprefent  polture,that  your 
mafque  gives  you  an  advantage  over  me — That  I 
have  the  honour  of  being  known  to  you 

Char.  You  may  depend  on  it,  Sir,  it  is  to  my  ad- 
vantage to  cover  my  face  by  my  doing  it And  I 

conceive  it  would  be  to  your  advantage  to  wear  a 
mafque  too.  ' 

Mil.  I'll  excufe  your  abufing  my  face,  while  you 
abufe  your  own — Nor  do  I  believe  you  in  carneH;  in 
either;  for  I  fee,  by  your  eyes,  that  you  like  me  3  and 
I  am  pretty  confident  you  like  yourfelf. 

Char.  Indeed,  if  Mr.  M'illamcur  is  fo  fully  per- 
fuaded  of  the  former,  I  think  he  may,  without  any 
ill  opinion  of  my  modeltv,  fufpecl  the  huer. 

Mil. 
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Mil.  Hum!   Mv  name  ^J0 

Char.  I  hope  \ou  have  no;  tl^e  worfe  opinion  of 
yourlVlf  from  mv  knowing  it. 

Mil.  No,  my  dear -nor  mudi  the  better  of  you, 
I  can  tell  you.  Hearkee,  chiUi,  I  find  thou  art  fome 
old  acquaintance  of  mine;  and  as  thofe  are  a  fet  of 
people  w!iom  I  am  always  glad  to  ferve,  I  will  make 
thy  fortune. 

Char.  Now  I  fancy  you  don't  think  me  an  old  ac- 
quaintance :  for,  if  I  was,  you  muft  be  affur'd,  I 
know  that  it  is  not  in  your  power. 

Mil.  Why,  truly,  Madam,  1  am  not  worth  as 
rr.any  Indies  as  I  would  bertow  on  your  dear  lex,  if 
I  had  'em — Bur,  in  this  affair,  I  am  not  to  be  the 
principal,  but  only  a  fort  of  agent—or,  to  fpeak  in 
your  own  language,  the  bawd. 

Char.  Well,  Sir. 

Mil.  And  if  you  can  but  acfl  the  part  of  a  woman 
of  quality  for  one  half  hour,  I  believe  I  fhall  put  it 
into  your  power  to  act  one  as  long  as  you  live. 

Char.  What !  have  you  a  man  of  quality  to  dif- 
pofe  of? 

Mil.  No;  but  I  have  what  many  a  man  of  qua- 
lity would  be  glad  to  difpofe  of.  I  have  a  great 
fortune  for  you  ;  and  that  with  it  which  many  a 
woman  of  quality  hath  to  difpofe  of. 

Char.  What's  that,  pray  ? 

Mil.  a  fool ! 

Char.  Oh  !  you  won't  want  cuftomers ;  but  you 
and  I,  I  find,  (hall  not  agree ;  for  we  happen  to  deal 
in  the  fame  wares. 

Mil.  But  mine  is  a  man -fool.  Madam, 

Char.  And  fo  is  mine.  Sir but  let  us  wave 

that;  for  i  will  give  him  to  any  one  who  will  have 
him.  The  fortune  is  what  concerns  m.e  mofl.  Do 
you  know  any  one  in  y,'hofe  hands  I  could  place  ten 
thoufand  pounds  with  fafety  ? 

Mil.  Nay,  prithee  don't  trifle  —  If  you  will  come 
1  i  4  wi  li 
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with  me,  and  aifl  your  parr  v/cll,  you  fhall  be  miftrcfs 
of  foLir  times  chat  fuin  within  theie  two  hours.  Yoa 
Ihall  have  a  hufband,  with  thofc  two  great  matrimo- 
nial qualities,  rich  and  a  fool. 

Char.  Ay,  and  what  is  his  name  ? 

Mil.  What  fignifies  his  name  ?  Will  you  have  a 
rich  fool  for  a  huiband,  Madam,  or  no?  This  mult 
be  feme  very  vulgar  flut,  by  her  heiitation. 

Char.  No,  Sir  j  I  don't  want  riches,  and  I  hate 
a  fool. 

Mil.  Then,  your  fervant.  I  mufl:  go  find  fome- 
body  that  will.  U  I  had  but  time  on  my  hands,  I 
fhould  find  many  a  wom.an  of  fafliion  would  be  glad 
to  be  Mrs.  Murablc. 

Char.  Ha  !  ilay  Sir  (this  may  be  a  lucky  adven- 
ture, at  lead  it  muft  be  a  pleafant  one),if  I  had  known 
Mr.  Mutable  was  the  gentleman 

Mil.  Well,  Mr.  Mutable  is  the  genlleman. 

Char.  O,  heavens  I  my  father.  1  (h^dl  be  dif- 
covered. 

Mil.  Come,  Madam,  vv'e  have  not  a  moment  to 
lofe.     Stc?^  to  my  lodgings,  and  receive  inflruftions. 

Char.  Well,  Sir,  I  have  lb  good  an  opinion  of 
your  honour,  that  I  will  trull  myfeif  with  you. 

Mil.  My  honour  is  mofl  infinitely  obliged  to  your 
connucnce,  dear  Madam. 

S  C  E  N  E     VI. 
STEDFAST,    OLD  MUTABLE. 

Stld.  Forgive,  indeed  !  Why,  a  man  may  as  well 
detti  lune  which  way  a  weathercock  fliall  ftand  this 
d-'.y  fortnighr,  by  its  prefent  fituation,  as  he  can  what 
you  will  Jiiiik  an  hour  hence,  by  vyhat  you  think 
now.  A  wMvlmilij  or  a  woman's  heart,  are  firm  as 
rocks  in  ;  .mparifon  of  you. 

MuT.  I  own  lie  did  overperfuade  m? ;  but  par- 
don me  'his  time,  and  I  will  immediately  fetch  the 
boy,  and  matters  rtiall  be  difpatched. 

Stid. 
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Sted.  Hum  ! 

MuT.  Come,  come,  you  cannot  blame  me.  Who 
would  not  marry  his  Ton  to  a  woman  of  quality  ? 

Sted.  Who  would  not  ?  I  would  not.  Sir.  If  I 
had  refolved  to  marry  my  daughter  to  a  cobkr,  I 
would  not  alter  my  refolution,  to  fee  her  a~bed  with 
the  emperor  of  Germany. 

MuT.  All  men,  Mr.  Stedfad",  are  not  fo  firm  in 
their  refoiutions  as  you  are. 

Sted.  More  fhame  for  them.  Sir.  I  am  now  in 
the  fiftieth  year  of  my  age,  and  never  broke  one  re- 
folution in  m.y  life  yet. 

MuT.  Good  lack  !  I  am  fome  years  older  than 
you  are,  and  never  made  a  refohiiion  in  my  iife  yet. 

Sted.  Well,  Sir,  I  fee  your  fon  coming  :  I  will 
prepare  my  daughter.  Bur,  pray  obferve  me.  Make 
one  refolution.  If  you  change  your  mind  again  be- 
fl:)fe  they  are  married,  they  fhall  never  be  married  at 
ail,  that  I  am  refolved. 

Mux.  (/ifide,)  This  is  a  bloody  pofitive  old  (f:\- 
lov/.  What  a  brave,  abfolute  prince  he'd  make? 
I'll  warrant  he'd  chop  ofi^  the  heads  of  two  or  three 
thouland  fubjefts,  fooner  than  break  his  word.  I 
mull  not  anger  him  any  more. 

SCENE     VII. 

OLD  MUTABLE,  YOUNG  MUT^xBLF, 
HEAR  T  F  O  R  T. 

Old  Mut.  Come,  Jacky,  you  mud  along  with 
nrje  :  Mr.  Stedfalt  and  I  are  agreed  at  lafl. 

Young  Mut.  And  difappoint  his  lord(]-iip,  Sir? 

Old  Mut.  Don't  tell  me  of  his  lordfnip.  I  have 
taken  a  refolution  to  fee  you  married  Kr.mediateiy  : 
And  married  you  Pnall  be. 

Heart.  Confufion  ! 
■  Young  Mut.  Dt^ar  Sir. 

Old  Mut.  Sir,  i  tell  you,  I  have  taken  a  refolu- 
tion :  So  follov/  n^.e,  as  you  exped  my  blefilng. 

YouKG  Mut.  Heartfort,  for  heaven's. fake  flop  him. 

Heart. 
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Heart.  S'death  !  I'll  flop  him,  or  perilh  in  the 
attempt. 

SCENE    VIII. 

M  I  L  L  A  M  O  U  R'j  Lodgings, 

BRAZEN  alcncy  with  an  opera-book  in  his  hand. 

Well,  I  cannot  come  into  the  opinion  of  the  town 
about  this  lad  opera.  It  is  too  light  for  my  gout. 
Give  me  your  folemn,  fublime  mufic.  But  pox  take 
their  taite  :  I  fcarce  know  five  footiiien  in  town  who 
can  diftinguifh.  The  rafcals  have  no  ear,  no  judg- 
ment. 1  would  as  foon  afk  a  let  of  country  fquires 
what  they  liked.  I  remember  the  time  when  we 
lliould  not  have  fuffer'd  fuch  ftuffas  this  to  have  gone 
down.     Ah  dear.  Si  caro  (ftngs), 

MIL  LAM  OUR    and  CHAR  LOT  TI^ 

to  him. 

yiih.  Heyday  !  Here,  you  rnufical  Gentleman, 
pray,  get  you  down  flairs. 

Braz.  yes.  Sir.  (fings  to  the  end  of  the  iu):e,  and 
exit.) 

Char.  You  have  a  verypolite  footman  indeed,  Sir, 

Mil.  Yes,  Madam.  But  come,  my  dear,  as  you 
are  now  in  a  piace  where  you  have  nothing  to  fear, 
you  have  no  more  occafion  for  your  mafque. 

Char.  No,  Sir.  Before  I  difcovcr  more  of  me, 
it  will  be  proper  to  fet  you  right  in  fome  mi/lakes  you 
icem  to  lie  under  concerning  me.  In  tlie  firll  place 
know,  that  I  am  a  gentlewoman. 

Mil.  Ay,  a  parfon's  daughter,  defccnded  froni 
very  honeft  and  reputable  parents,  I  dare  fwe^r. 

[4/ide. 

Char.  And,  what  will  furprizeyou,  one  of  a  very 
good  family,  and  very  great  fortune. 

Mil.  Ay,  that  would  furprize  me  indeed.  But 
come,  unmafque,  or  you  will  force  me  to  a  violence 
I  would  avoid. 

Char. 
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Char.  You  promifed  me  not  to  be  rude,  before 
I  would  venture  hither  i  and,  I  alFure  you,  I  am  a 
woman  of  fafliion. 

Mil,  Well,  Madam,  if  you  are  a  woman  of  fa- 
fliion,  I  am  fure  you  have  too  much  good-nature 
Lo  be  angry  with  me  for  breaking  a  promife,  which 
you  have  too  much  wit  to  expedl  I  Ihould  keep, 
Befides,  where  there  is  no  breach  of  confidence, 
there  is  no  breach  of  promife.  And  you  no  more 
believe  us  when  we  fwear  we  won't  be  rude,  than 
we  believe  you  when  you  fwear  you  think  us  fo.  So, 
dear  fvvect  gentlewoman,  unmafque  ;  for  I  am  in 
hafte  to  ferve  my  friend,  and  yet  I  find  I  mud  ferve 
myfelffirft. 

Char.  Hold,  Sir.  You  know  you  are  but  a 
procurer. 

Mil.  But  I  generally  tafte  what  I  procure,  before 
I  put  it  into  a  friend's  hands.  Look  ye.  Madam,  it 
is  in  vain  to  refifl:.  So,  my  dear  artificial  Black- 
moor,  I  defire  thee  to  uncover. 

Char.  No,  Sir,  firft  hear  my  hiflory. 

Mil.  I  will  firft  fee  the  frontifp'.ece  of  it. 

Char.  Know,  I  am  a  woman  of  llrict  honour. 

Mil.  Your  hiltory  hath  a  very  lamentable  begin^ 

ni  ig- 

Char.  And  in  the  greateft  diflrefs  in  the  world  ; 
for  I  am  this  day  to  be  married  to  a  man  I  dcfpife. 
Now,  if  Mr.  Millamour  can  find  out  any  means  to 
deliver  me  from  the  hands  of  this  uncourteous 
Knight^  I  don't  know  how  far  my  generofiry  may 
reward 'him.  1  forgive  thefe  fufpicions  of  rtie,  which 
the  manner,  in  which  you  found  me,  fufficiendy 
juftifies:  Bur,  I  do  afi'ure  you,  this  adventure  is  the 
only  one  which  can  attack  my  reputation  j  and  I 
am  the  only  child  of  a  rich  old  father,  and  can  make 
the  fortune  of  my  hyfliand. 

Mil.  Hulband  !  Oh  ! 

Char.  Ay,  hufband.  As  rich  a  man  as  Mr. 
Millamour  would  leap  at  the  name  ^  thgugh  I  hope 

you 
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von  don't  think  it  my  intention  to  make  one  of  you 
— To  endeavour  wickedly  to  indole  a  common  that 
belongs  to  th;;  whole  lex. 

Mil.  Ouns  1  What  the  devil  can  Cnc  be  ? 

Char.  Yoi!i  have  a  rare  opinion  of  yourfelf  in- 
deed, that  the  very  fame  morning  in  which  you 
have  efcaped  the  jaws  of  a  poor  miHrefs,  you  fliould 
find  another  v^ith  tv/enty  thoufand  pounds,  in  her 
pocket. 

Mil.  Every  circumftance  (af.de.)  Who  knows 
what  fortune  may  have  fent  me?  What  thefe  charms 
bf  mine  have  done  ? 

Char.  What  are  you  confidering,  Sir? 

Mil.  I  am  confidering,  my  dear,  what  particular 
charm  in  my  perfon  can  have  made  this  conquelt. 

Char.  Oh!  a  complication.  Sir. 

Mil.  O'^ar  Madam  ! 

Char.  For  you  muft  know.  Sir,  that  I  have  re- 
folvcd  never  to  marry,  'till  I  have  found  a  man  with- 
out one  fingle  fault  in  my  eye,  or  a  fingle  virtue 
in  any  one's  elfe. — For  my  part,  I  take  beauty  in  a 
man  to  be  a  fign  of  effeminacy  ;  fobriety,  want  of 
fpiriti  gravity,  want  of  witj  and  conftancy,  want 
of  conftitution. 

Mil.  So  that  to  have  no  fault  in  your  eye,  is  to  be 
an  impudent,  hatchet-face,  raking,  rattling,  roving, 
inconllant — 

Char.  All  which  perfeLlions  are  fo  agreeably 
blended  in  you,  fwcet  Sir — 

Mil.  Your  mod  obedient,  humble  icrvant.  Ma- 
dam. 

Char.  That  I  have  fixed  on  you  as  my  cavalier 
for  this  enterprize,  for  which  there  is  but  one  me- 
thod. I  muft  run  into  one  danger  to  avoid  another. 
1  have  no  way  to  fhun  my  hufoand  at  home,  but  by 
carrying  a  huiband  home  with  me.  Now,  Sir,  if 
you  can  have  the  fame  implicit  faith  in  my  fortune 
as  you  had  in  my  beauty,  the  bargain  is  ftruck.  Send 
for  a  parfon,  and  you  kiiow  what  follows— f^/wWij/j^fj J 

you 
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you  may  cafily  fee  my  confufion.  And  I  would  have 
you  imagine  you  owe  this  dechiration  only  to  my  hor- 
rible apprehenfion  of  being  obliged  to  take  a  man  I 
like  lels  than  yourfcif. 

Mil.  I  am  infinitely  obliged  to  you.  Madam, 
But 

Char.  Bin  !  Do  you  hefitate,  Sir  ? 

Mil.  The  offer  of  fo  much  beauty  and  fortune 
would  admit  of  no  hefitation,  was  it  not  that  I  mull 
wrong  a  friend  !  Confider,  Madam,  if  you  know 
none  who  hath  ajuder  title  to  them.  How  happy 
would  this  declaration  m.ake  Heartfort,  which  you 
throw  away  on  me. 

Char.  I  find  I  have  thrown  it  away  indeed — Fla  ! 
Am  I  refus'd  ?  1  begin  to  hate  him,  and  defpife  mv- 
felf. 

Mil.  Upon  my  foul  fhe  is  a  fine  woman  ;  but  can 
I  think  of  wronging  my  friend  ?  The  devil  take  mc 
if  fne  is  not  exquifitely  handfome  ;  but  he  is  my 
friend — But  flie  hath  twenty  thoufand  pounds — But  I 
muft  be  a  rafcal  to  think  of  her,  and  as  many  millions 
would  not  pay  me  for  it. 

SCENE     IX. 

MILLAMOUR,    CHARLOTTE, 

BRAZEN. 

Braz.  Sir,  here  is  a  lady. 

Mil.  'Sdeath   a  lady! Fool,  fot,  oaf!  How 

often  fnall  I  tell  thee,  that  I  am  never  at  home  ta 
two  ladies  at  a  time  ? 

Braz.  Sir,  you  v»;ould  have  hang'dme,  if  I  r-cul  I 
have  deny'd  you  to  madam  Clarinda. 

Mil.  Clarinda  !  O,  tranfporting  name — My  dear, 
{hall  I  beg,  for  the  fafcty  of  your  reputation,  you 
would  fiep  into  that  clofet,  while  I  difcharge  the  vifit 
of  a  troubieiomie  relation  ? 

Char.  Put  me  any  v/here  from  the  danger  of  a 
•  female 
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female  tongue. Well,  if  I  efcape  free  this  time,  I 

■will  never  take  fuch  another  ramble  while  I  live  again. 
Mil.  (Shuts  her  in  the  dofit)  There — Now  will  I 
find  Tome  way  to  let  Heartfort  know  of  her  being 
here.  I  am  tranfported  at  the  hope  of  fcrving  him, 
even  whilft  Clarinda  is  at  my  door. 

SCENE    X. 

MILLAMOUR,    CLARINDA  introduced 
by  USEFUL. 

Mil.  My  Clarinda  !  This  is  a  goodnefs  of  that 
prodigious  nature — 

Clar.  That  it  can  be  equall'd  by  nothing  but  thy 
falfe'iood. 

Mil.  Can  fo  unjuft  an  accufation  proceed  from  fo 
much  fwecrncfs  r  Can  you,  that  have  forlaken  me— « 

Clar.  Do  not  attempt  to  excufc  yourfclf — You 

know  how  falfe  you  have  been Nor  could  any 

thing  but  your  falfehood  have  driven  me  to  vvhat  I 
have  done. 

Mil.  By  all  the— 

Clar.  Do  not  damn  thyfelf  more — I  know  thy 
falfchood ;  I  have  {^tn  ir.  Therefore  thy  perjuries 
are  as  vain  as  wicked.  Do  you  think  I  wanted  this 
teftimony  ?  (Gives  him  a  letter.) 

Mil.  I  ucina's  letter  1  Curfed  accident!  She  too 
hath  received  Clarinda's  !  but  I  muft  fland  it  our. 
Hear  this  !  My  falfchood  !  Mine  !  when  tliere's  not 
a  ftar  in  heaven  that  hath  not  feen  m,e,  like  an  Ar- 
cadian of  the  firft  fort,  fighing  and  wifhing  for  you  j 
the  turtle  is  inconftant,  compared  to  me  ;  the  rofe 
will  change  its  feafon,  and  bloffom  in  mid-winter; 
the  nightingale  will  be  filent,  and  the  raven  fing  i 
nay,  the  phcrnix  will  have  a  mate,  when  I  have  any 
mate  but  you. 

Clar.  Had  this  been  true,  nature  iliould  have 
fooncr  chang'd  than  L 

2  Mil. 
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Mil.  Oh  !  you  know  it  is :  you  liave  known  this 
heart  too  long,  to  think  it  capable  of  inconftancy. 

Clar,  Thou  haft  a  tongue  that  might  charm  the 
very  firens  to  their  own  defiruftion,  'till  rhey  own'd 
thy  voice  more  charming,  and  more  falfe  than  theirs. 
There  is  a  foftnefs  in  thy  words  equal  to  the  hard- 
nefs  of  thy  heart. 

Mil.  And  there  is  a  foftnefs  within  that. 

Clar.  Hold,  Sir,  I  conjure  you  do  not  attempt 
my  honour  :  but  think,  however  dear  you  have  been 
to  me,  my  honour's  dearer. 

Mil.  Thy  honour  fhall  be  fafe — Not  even  the 
day,  nor  heaven  itfelf,  fliall  witnefs  our  pleafures. 

Clar.  Think  not  the  fear  of  flander  guards  my 
honour — No,  [  would  not  myfelf  be  a  witnefs  of  my 
fliame. 

Mil.  Thou  (halt  not.  We'll  fliut  out  every  pry- 
ing ray  of  light,  and,  lofing  the  language  of  our 
eyes,  find  more  delicious  ways  to  interchange  our 
fouls.  We'll  wind  our  fenfes  to  a  height  of  rap- 
ture, 'till  they  play  us  fuch  dear  enchaniing  tunes  of 
joy— 

Clar.  Oh,  Millamour !  (ftghing.) 

Mil.  Give  chat  dear  figh  to  my  warm  bofom. 
Thence  let  it  thrill  into  my  heart,  and  fan  thy  image 
there — Oh  !  thou  art  every  where  in  me.  My  eyes, 
my  ears,  my  thoughts  would  only  fee,  and  hear,  and 
think  of  thee.  Thou  deareft,  Iweetcft,  tendereft — 
Would  heaven  form  me  another  paradife  ;  would  it 
give  me  new  worlds  of  blifs. 

To  thee  alone  my  foul  I  would  confine, 
Nor  wifh,  nor  take  another  world  than  thine. 


ACT 
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A  C  T    IV.       S  C  E  N  E     I. 

SCENE,     S  T  E  D  F  A  S  TV    Houfe. 
STEDFAST,  -uDtth  Servants, 

Stedfast. 

IS  every  thing  in  order?  Are  the  new  liveries  on 
all  the  reft  of  my  lervants  ? 

Foot.  Yes,  Sir,  they  are  all  on  after  a  manner; 
one  hath  no  pockets,  and  the  other  no  fleeves. 
John  the  coachman  will  not  wear  his. 

Sted.  Then  defire  John  the  coachman  to  drive 
himfelf  out  of  my  doors.  I'll  make  my  lervants 
know  they  are  drels'd  to  pleafe  my  humour,  not  their 
own. 

C0OK.  Sir,  it  is  iunpoflible  to  get  fuppcr  ready 
by  nine. 

Sted.  Then  let  me  have  it  raw.  If  fupper  be  not 
ready  at  nine,  you  fhall  not  be  in  my  houfe  at  ten. 
Well,  what  fay  you,  v^'ill  not  my  wine  be  ready  ? 

But.  No,  indeed  will  it  not,  Sir;  your  honour 
hath,  by  miftake,  mark'd  a  pipe  not  half  a  year  old. 

S  (ED.  Muft  I  confult  your  palate  or  my  own  ? 
Muft  I  give  you  reafons  for  my  aclions  ?  Sirrah,  I 
tell  you  new  wine  is  properefl:  for  a  wedding.  So  go 
your  way?,  and  trouble  me  v»'ith  no  more  imperti- 
nent queftions. 

SCENE    II. 
STEDFAST,    S  QJJ  EEZEPURSE. 

Sted.  Mr.  Squeezepurfe,  I  am  glad  you  are  come. 
I  am  fo  peftered  with  my  fervants. 

Sqi-teez.  The  laws  are  too  mild too  mild  for 

fifrvants,  Mr.  Stedfaft. 

Sted. 
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Sted.  Well,  and  have  you  brought  the  writino-s? 

Squeez.  They  are  ready.  The  parties  hands  are 
only  neceiTary.  The  fettlement  is  as  ftrong  as  words 
can  make  it:  I  have  not  been  fparing  of  thenn. 

Sted.  I  expeft  Mr.  Mutable  and  his  fon  this  in- 
flant  J  and  hope,  by  the  help  of  you  and  the  par- 
ion,  to  have  finiflied  all  within  an  hour. 

\_Enter  a  Servant, 

Serv.  Sir,  here's  a  letter  for  your  honour. 

Sted.  Mr.  Squeezepurfe,  you  will  excufe  me. 
(Reads.)  Sir^  I  am  at  length  fully  determined  to  marry 
tny  fon  to  the  other  lady,  fo  defire  all  matters  may  he 
cancelled  hetv:een  us.  I  zvas  afJjamed  to  bring  you  this 
refufal,  fo  have  fent  it  by  letter.     Tour  humble  fervanty 

Tho.  Mutable. Afliamed !  Ay,  thou  may'ft  be 

afhamed,  indeed. 

Squeez.  Any  thing  of  moment  from  the  other 
party  ? 

Sted.  Death  and  fury  1  Go  call  your  lady  here — 
She  was  a  witnefs  of  his  engagements.  I'll  go  to  law 
with  him. 

Squeez.  The  law  is  open  to  any  injured  perfon^ 
and  is  the  propereft  way  of  feeking  reftitution. 

Serv.  My  lady.  Sir!  my  lady  is  gone  out. 

Sted.  How  !  gone  out !  My  wife  gone  out 
Ouns,  and  peftilence!  run  away  on  her  wedding- 
day  !  where  is  fhe  gone  ? 

Serv.  I  don't  know,  Sir. 

Squeez.  I  faw  your  lady.  Sir,  as  I  came  by,  go 
into  a  houfe  in  the  other  flreet. 

Sted.  Shew  me  that  houfe  immediately,  good  Mr. 
Squeezepurfe.  I  will  fetch  her  home,  I  am  deter- 
min'd.  It  is  a  fine  age  to  marry  in,  when  a  wife  can- 
not ftay  at  home  on  her  wedding-day. 


Vol.  III.  Kk  SCENE 
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SCENE     III. 

MILLAMOUR'j  Lodging. 

MILLAMOUR,  CLARINDA. 

Mil.  Cruel  Clarinda — Thus  to  ftop  fliort  when 
we  are  at  the  brink  of  happinefs  j  to  (hew  my  eager 
foul  a  profped  of  elyfium,  and  then  refufe  it  the  pof- 
fefllon. 

Clar.  With  how  much  jufter  reafon  may  I  com- 
plain of  you  ?  Ah  !  Millamour,  didft  thou  not,  when 
the  very  day  of  our  marriage  was  appointed,  didft 
thou  not  then  forfake  me  ? 

Mil.  Heaven  knows  with  what  reluclancy,  nor 
could  any  thing  but  m.y  fear  of  your  mifcry  have 
compeli'd  me  to  it. 

Clar.  It  is  a  ftrange  love  that  makes  its  objed 
miferable,  for  fear  of  its  becoming  fo.  Nor  can  the 
heart  that  loves,  be,  in  my  opinion,  ever  miferable, 
while  in  pofiefTion  of  what  it  loves. 

Mil.  Oh  !  let  that  plead  my  caufe,  and  whifper 
to  thy  tender  heart — 

SCENE    IV. 

To  him  BRAZEN. 

Braz.  Oh,  Sir!  Undone,  undone  ! 

Mil.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Braz.  Mr.  Stcdfaft,  Sir,  is  below  with  another 
gentleman — He  fwears  his  wife  is  in  the  houfe,  and 
he  will  have  her. 

Clar.  I  fhall  faint. 

Mil.  What's  to  be  done — There's  another  wo- 
man in  the  clofet,  whom  (he  muft  not  fee. 

\_Runs  to  the  clofet,  and  returns, 

Braz.  Sir,  he  will  be  up  flairs  in  a  moment. 

Clar.  Oh,  heavens  !  \^Falls  hack  into  a  chair. 

Mil.  Sirrah,  be  at  hand,  and  aflilt  me  with  lying. 

Her  fright  has  infpired  me  with  the  only  method  to 

^  prefcrve 
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preferve  her.  Give  me  my  gown  and  cap  inftantly. 
Away  to  your  poll — Madam,  do  you  pretend  your- 
felf  as  ill  as  pofTible — So  !  hulh,  hufh !  whac  noile 
is  this  ? 

SCENE     V. 

MILLAMOUR,  CLARINDA,  BRAZEN, 
STEDFAST,  SQUEEZEPURSE. 

Sted.  Where  is  this  wicked,  vile,  rambling  wo- 
man ?  Where  are  you,  forcerefs,  that  are  run  away 
from  your  hufband's  houfe  on  your  wedding-day  ? 

Mil.  Hold,  Sir,  you  mull  not  difturb  the  lady. 

Sted.   Muft  not  diilurb  her.  Sir ! 

Mil.  No,  Sir. 

Sted.  Why,  pray,  Sir,  who  are  you  ? 

Squeez.  Mr.  Stedfaft,  give  me  leave,  if  you 
pleafe.  Whoever  you  are,  Sir,  I  believe  you  fcarce 
know  what  you  are  doing.  Do  you  know,  Sir,  that 
this  lady  is  a  Femme  Couverte^  and  the  conlequence 
of  detaining  fuch,  without  the  leave  of  her  hufband 
firft  had  and  obtained  ?  Mr.  Stedfaft,  you  have  as 
good  an  action  againft  the  gentleman  as  any  man  can 
wiili  to  have.  Juries,  now-a-days,  give  great  da- 
mages in  the  affair  of  wives. 

Mil.  Is  this  lady  your  wife,  Sir  ? 

Sted.  Yes,  Sir,  to  my  exceeding  great  forrow. 

Mil.  Then,  Sir,  you  owe  her  life  to  me  j  for  had 
not  immediate  application  been  made,  the  whole  col- 
lege could  not  have  faved  her. 

Sted.  To  you  !  Who  the  devil  are  you  ? 

Mil.  Sir,  I  am  an  unworthy  praiftifer  of  the  arc 
of  phyfick. 

Sted.  How  came  Ihe  here,  in  the  devil's  name  ? 

Mil.  By  a  moft  miraculous  accident— She  was 
taken  ill  jud  at  my  door.  My  fervant  too  was  then 
by,  as  great  good  luck,  {landing  at  it.  Brazen^  give 
the  gentleman  an  account  how  you  brought  the  lady 
'in^  when  you  faw  her  drop  down  at  my  door. 

K  k  2  Braz. 
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Braz.  I  was  ftanding.  Sir,  as  my  mailer  fays, 
picking  my  teeth  at  the  door,  when  the  fick  lady 
who  fits  in  the  chair,  as  my  maftcr  fays,  and  ready 
to  drop  down,  as  my  maftcr  fays  j  and  fo  I  took  her 
up  in  my  arms,  and  brought  her  up  ftairs,  and  fet 
her  dov.'n  in  the  great  chair,  and  called  my  mafcer, 
v/ho,  I  believe,  can  cure  her  if  any  doclor  in  Eng- 
land can ;  for  tho'  I  fay  it,  who  am  but  a  poor  fer- 
vant,  he  is  a  mod  able  phyfician  in  this  fort  of  fall- 
ing fits. 

Squeez.  I  law  nothing  of  this  happen  when  flic 
came  in,  and  this  fellow's  a  good  evidence,  or  I  am 
niiftaken. 

Clar.  Oh,  heavens!  where  am  I  ? 
Sted.  Where  are  you?  Not  where  you  fhould  be 
—at  home  at  your  hufband's. 

Clar.  My  IiulLand's  voice  1  Mr.  Stedfaft,  where 
are  you  ? 

Mil.  Go  near  her,  Sir — Now  you  may  go  as  near 
her  as  you  pleafe. 

Sted.  What's  the  m.atter  with  you.  Madam  ? 
Clar.  1  cannot  tell  you.  Sir;  I  was  taken  in  the 
flrangell  giddy  manner,  with  fuch  a  fwimming  in 
my  head,  that  every  thing  fcemed  to  dance  before 
my  eyes. 

Sted.  You  may  thank  yourfelf.  What  did  you 
^lo  a-gadding?  But  is  this  giddy,  fwimming,  dancing 
dillemper  over,  pray  ? 

Clar.  Not  quite  over  i  but  I  am  much  better. 
Mil.  I  never  knew  that  Specificum  Bafilicum  Mag- 
mim  fail  j  that  is,  indeed,  an  univerlal  f^oftrum. 

Sted.  Sir,  1  am  glad  to  hear  you  mention  a  Nof- 
truiJij  by  which,  I  fuppofe,  you  are  not  a  regular- 
bred  phyfician;  for  thofe  are  a  fet  of  people  whom 
I  refoived,  many  years  ago,  never  to  employ. 

Mil.  Sir,  I  never  took  any  degree  at  our  univer- 
fity. 

Sted.  I  like  you  the  better  for  it. 
Mil.  You  are  a  man  of  underftanding,  Sir.    The 

univerfity 
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univerfity  is  the  verv  word  place  to  educate  a  phy- 
fician  in.  A  man,  Sir^  contracts  there  a  narrow  ha- 
bit of  obferving  the  rules  of  a  fet  of  ftupid  ancients. 
Not  one  in  Hfty  of  thenn  ever  ventures  to  Itrike  a 
bold  ftroke.  A  quack.  Sir,  is  the  only  man  to  put 
you  out  of  your  pain  at  once.  A  regular  phyfician, 
like  the  court  of  chancery,  tires  a  man's  patience, 
and  confumes  his  fubftance,  before  he  decides  the 
caufe  between  him  and  the  difeafe. 

Sted.  Come,  Madam,  I  fuppofe  by  this  time  you 
are  able  to  walk  home,  or  to  a  chair  at  lead. 

Mil.  Sir,  the  air  is  very  dangerous,  you  had  bet- 
ter leave  her  here  fome  time. 

Sted.  Sir,  I  am  refolved  fhe  Hiall  go  home,  let 
the  confequence  be  what  it  will.  Do6lor,  here  is 
fomething  for  your  trouble.  I  am  much  obliged  to 
your  care — Madam,  how  do  you  now  ? 

Clar.  Oh  !  infinitely  better. 

Mil.  a  word   with  you,  Sirj  I  heard  you  fay, 

this  is  your  wedding-day In  your  ear  \_whifpers.'] 

Not  as  you  tender  your  wife's  future  health,  nay,  her 
life. 

Sted.  Never  fear come,  Child — come,  Mr, 

Squeezepurfe.     Do6lor,  your  fervant. 

Mil.  Give  me  leave.  Sir,  to  hand  the  lady  to  her 
chair. 

Sted.  Pihaw  !  I  hate  ceremony prr.y  day  be- 
hind  (Pujhes  azvay  Mil.  and  exit  icitb  his  Wife 

and  Squeez.) 

Mil.  So  !  we  are  well  off  this  time. 

Braz.  Ay,  Sir,  fome  thanks  to  mei  for  I  think 
I  lied  pretty  handfomely. 

Mil.  Well,  firrah,  and  are  you  fo  vain  of  the 
merit  ?  Did  I  not  diow  you  the  way  ? 

Char,  (knocks  ct  the  door)  Doctor  !  Do(5lor ! 

Mil.  Ha  !  get  you  hence,  and  endeavour  to  find 
out  Heartfort,  and  bring  him  hither  inftanrly.  My 
fair  prifoner,  I  afk  your  pardon  for  keeping  you  con- 
fined fo  long. 

Kk  -:  Char. 
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Char.  Oh!  Sir,  no  excufes :  patients  mufl:  be  at- 
tended. But  pray,  Doftor,  have  you  not  Tome  little 
fl^ill  in  cafuiftry  ?  Will  you  advife  me  what  to  do  in 
this  affair,  and  whether  you  think  it  proper  I  Ihould 
fuffer  you  to  pafs  with  my  father  for  lb  excellent  a 
phyfician  as  you  do  ? 

Mil.  Oh  1  Madam,  it  needs  no  great  cafuift  to 
advile  a  young  lady  how  to  act,  which  fhould  be  al- 
ways by  the  rules  of  good- nature.  Befides,  Madam, 
you  fnall  not  lee  your  father  deceived,  for  I  will  me- 
rit the  fame  reputation  with  you,  if  you  will  take  my 
prefcription  ;  for  I  will  engage  to  recommend  you 
one  that  ihall  cure  you  of  all  diftempers. 

Char.  Ay!  pray  what  is  this  infallible  Nojirum? 
I  am  afraid  it  is  fomething  very  naufeous  to  the 
palate. 

Mil.  No,  far  otherwife:  it  is  taken  by  a  great 
many  ladies  merely  for  its  agreeable  relidi. 

Char,  Well,  what  is  it  ? 

Mil.  Nothing  more  than  a  very  pretty  fellow  of 
my  acquaintance. 

Char.  Indeed  !  And  pray  is  this  very  pretty  fel- 
low of  your  acquaintance  like  a  certain  phyfician  of 
my  acquaintance  ? 

Mil.  No,  faith  :  if  he  was,  you  would  have  taken 
ilie  Nofirum  long  ago. 

Char.  Hum!  I  queflioii  that.  I  fancy,  Dodlor, 
you  are  as  great  a  quack  in  love  as  you  are  in  phy- 
fick,  and  apt  in  both  to  boaft  more  power  than  you 
have.  Ah  !  if  I  thought  it  worth  my  while,  1  would 
play  fuch  pranks  with  your  wild  worlhip. 

SCENE     VI. 

MILLAMOUR,  CHARLOTTE,  HEARTi- 
FORT. 

Heart.  Oh  !  Millamour,  I  have  been  waiting  for 
you.     Pla ! 

Mil. 
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Mil.  Well,  whether  thou  haft  been  waiting  for 
!ne,  or  feeking  me,  1  am  glad  you  have  found  mej 
for  I  have  a  favour  to  afk  of  you,  which  you  muft 
not  deny  me.  Madam,  look  him  boldly  in  the  face: 
I  dare  fwear  we  fhall  carry  our  point. 

Char.  What  point.  Sir  ? 

Mil.  In  fhort,  Sir,  this  young  lady  hath  begg'd 
me  to  afls:  your  pardon  in  her  name,  and  hopes  your 
forgivencfs  of  all  her  ill-ufage,  all  her  little  airs, 
which  the  folly  of  youth,  and  the  vanity  of  beauty 
together,  made  her  put  on  j  and  Ihe  does  moil  faith- 
fully promife,  nay,  and  I  have  offered  to  be  bound 
for  her,  that,  i^  you  are  fo  generous  to  forgive  the 
pafl:,  (he  fhall  never  offend  for  the  future. 

Char.  Intolerable  inlblence ! 

Mil.  Yes ;  her  intolerable  infolence,  fhe  hopes, 
knowing  th'e  infinite  goodnefs  and  fweetnefs  of  your 
temper,  will  be  pad  over ;  and  that  you  will  be 
pleafed  to  confider,  that  a  gay,  giddy,  wild,  young 
girl  could  not  have  underftanding  enough  to  fet  a 
jult  value  on  the  fincere  pallion  of  a  man  of  fenfe 
and  honour. 

Char.  This  is  infupportable  ! 

Mil.  Nay,  nay,  I  think  fo  too.  I  muft  condemn 
the  hardnefs  of  your  heart,  that  can  be  proof  againft 
fuch  penitence  in  an  offending  millrefs.  Though 
fhe  hath  been,  I  own,  as  bad  as  poffible,  yet  fure  her 
repenting  tears  may  atone. 

Heart.  Tm  in  a  dream ;  for  thou,  my  friend,  I 
am  fure,  wilt  not  delude  me.  Madam,  is  it  poffible 
for  me  to  prefume  to  think  the  fuiferings  I  have  un- 
dergone, had  they  been  ten  thoufand  times  as  grear, 
could  touch  your  heart? 

Char.  Hum  !  I  thank  my  flars,  I  have  it. 

Heart.  I  cannot  be  awake,  nor  you  be  miflrefs 
of  fuch  goodnefs,  to  value  m,y  little  fervices  fo  infi- 
nitely bevond  their  merit.     Oh  !  you  have  been  too 
kind.     I  have  not  done  nor  fuffered  half  enough. 
K  k  4  Mil. 
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Mil.  Pox  take  your  generofity  !  fufft-r  on  to  eter- 
nity, with  all  my  foul. 

Heart.  1  defire  your  pity  now  a  thoufand  times 
more  tiian  ever.  This  profufion  of  goodnefs  over- 
whelms my  heart. 

Mil.  Not  one  bit  beyond  a  jufi  debt  j  ilie  ov/es 
you  all. 

Heart.  Millamour,  as  thou  art  my  friend,  no 
more. 

Char.  Let  him  proceed  -,  I  am.  not  afliam'd  to 
own  myfelf  Mr.  Heartfort's  debtor. 

Mil.  Ay ! 

Char.  And  though  you  have  fom.ewhat  exceeded 
your  comminTion,  and  faid  more  for  me  than  perhaps 
the  ftubbornnefs  of  my  temper  might  have  permitted 
me  to  fay,  yet  this  I  muft  confefs,  my  behaviour  to 
Mr.  Heartlort  hath  no  way  anfwered  his  merits. 

Mil.  Go  on,  go  on,  Madam,  you  never  fpoke 
half  fo  much  truth  in  your  life. 

SCENE     VII. 

MILLAMOUR,     CHARLOTTE,     HEART- 
FORT,  Old  MUTABLE,  Young  MUTABLE. 

Old  Mut.  My  Lord,  I  have  been  waiting  for 
your  Lordfliip  above  this  hour:  if  it  had  not  been 
for  Jacky  here,  I  fliould  never  have  found  you. 

Mil.  a  particular  affair,  Sir,  hath  detained  me; 
but  1  am  ready  now  to  wait  on  you. 

Old  Mut.  Jacky,  is  not  that  your  former  mi- 
ftrefs,  Mifs  Stedfaft  ?  Odfo !  it  is  (he.  What  can 
fhe  do  here? 

Young  Mut.  I  wifh  fhe  be  not  come  to  fpoil  my 
m.atch  with  my  Lord's  fifter. 

Old  Mut.  You  have  hit  it,  boy.     Jacky,  you 

have  it:  but  I'll  try  that. My  Lord,  my  good 

Lord—  [They  talk  apart. 

Heart,  This  is  fuch  an  excefs  of  goodnefs ! — 
You  judge  too  harflily  indeed  of  a  few  flight  gaie- 
ties. 
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ties.  Women  with  not  half  your  merit  and  beauty- 
daily  praflife  more.  And  give  me  kave  to  think, 
they  were  put  on  for  a  trial  of  me. 

Char.  Ay,  but  what  right  had  I  to  that  tria!, 
unlefs  I  had  intended,  which  I  never  can,  to  dif- 
obey  my  father  ? 

Heart.  Ha!  never  can  ! 

Char.  Heaven  forbid  1  fhould  prove  undutiful 
to  him  !  And,  Mr.  Heartfort,  wherefore,  pray,  did 
you  underfband  all  thefe  apologies  made,  but  that, 
after  all  your  merit,  I  muft  obey  my  father  in  mar- 
rying this  young  genrle-ndn  ? 

Heart.  Confufion  1 

Old  M'jt.  Indeed,  Madam,  but  there  are  more 
fathers  to  be  obeyed  than  one.  My  fon.  Madam, 
is  another  woman's  property  j  and  i  believe  I  have 
as  good  a  right  to  my  ion,  as  Mr.  Stedfail  hath  to 
his  daughter.  It's  very  fine,  truly,  that  my  fon 
muft  be  (lolen  from  me,  and  married  whether  I  will 
or  no  1 

Young  Mut.  Ay,  faith,  is  it,  Madam,  very  hard 
that  you  will  have  me,  whether  I  wiii  or  no. 

Char.  Indeed  ! 

Old  Mut.  Why  truly,  Madam,  I  am  very  forry 
it  fhould  be  any  difappointment  to  you  ;  but  my 
fon.  Madam,  happened  to  be,  without  my  know- 
ledge^ at  the  tinie  I  offered  him  to  you,  engaged  to 
my  lord  Truelove's  fifter.  Was  not  he,  my  Lord  ? 
Sure,  Madam,  you  would  not  rob  another  woman 
of  her  right. 

Char.  Sir,  if  it  pleafe  you,  honoured  Sir,  my 
good  father-in-law  that  was  to  have  been,  a  word 
with  you. 

Old  Mut.  As  many  as  you  pleafe.  Madam,  bun 
no  father-in-law. 

Char.  Though  in  obedience  to  my  father  I  had 
complied  to  accept  your  fon  for  a  hufband,  yet  I 
am  obliged  to  your  kind  refufal,  becaufe  that  young 
gentleman  your  fon,  Sir,  happens  to  be  a  perfon  for 

whom. 
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whomj  ever  fince  I  had  the  honour  of  his  acquaint- 
ance, I  have  entertain'd  the  mofl:  iurprifing,  invin- 
cible, and  infinite  contempt  in  the  world. 

Young  Mtjt.  Contempt  for  me  ! 

Old  Mut.  Contempt  for  Jacky  1 

Char.  It  would  be  therefore  ungrateful,  to  let 
fuch  a  benefa6lor  as  you  be  deceived  in  a  point 
which  fo  nearly  concerns  him.  This  gentleman. 
Sir,  is  no  lord,  and  hath  no  eftate. 

Old  Mut.  How,  Jacky,  no  lord  ! 

Young  Mut.  Yes,  Sir,  I'll  be  fworn  he  is. 

Char.  And  he  hath  contriv'd.  Sir,  to  marry  your 
ing;enious  Ion  to  fome  common  flut  of  the  town. 
So  I  leave  you  to  make  up  the  match,  and  am, 
gentlemen,  your  mod  humble  fervant. 

SCENE     VIII. 

MILL  AM  OUR,  HEART  FORT,  OLD 
and  YOUNG  MUTABLE. 

Heart.  Miliamour,  I  thank  thee  for  the  trouble 
thou  haft  undergone  for  me  ;  but  as  the  affair  is  no 
longer  worth  my  purfuir,  I  will  releafe  you  from 
your  troublefome  title,  and  this  gentleman,  from 
his  miftake.  So,  Sir,  your  fon  is  difengaged  and 
you  may  marry  him  to  the  young  lady  juft  now 
gone,  whenever  you  plcale. 

Mil.  Faith,  Sir,  I  am  forry  I  have  no  fifter  for 
your  fon,  with  all  my  heart. 

Old  Mut.  And  are  you  no  lord  ? 

Mil.  No,  Sir,  to  my  forrow. 

Old  Mut.  Why  have  I  been  impofed  upon  then? 
[7o  Young  Mut.]  But  how  came  you  to  join  in  the 
confpiracy  ?  Would  you  cheat  your  father  ? 

Young  Mut.  Indeed,  Sir,  not  I.  I  was  im- 
pofed on  as  well  as  you.  I  took  him  for  a  lordj  for  I 
don't  know  a  lord  from  anotlicr  perfon,  but  by  his 
drefs.     You  cannot  blame  me,  Sir. 

Old  Mut.  Nay,  Jacky,  I  don't  dcfire  to  blame 

you  : 
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you  :  I  know  thou  art  a  good  boy,  and  a  fine  gen- 
tleman. But  come,  come  with  me.  I  will  make  one 
more,  vifit  to  Mr.  Stedfaft,  and  try  what's  to  be 
done.  If  I  can  pacify  him,  all's  well  yet.  What 
had  I  to  do  with  lords  ?  We  country  gentlemen 
never  get  any  good  by  them. 

S  C  E  N  E    IX. 
MILLAMOUR,  HEARTFORT. 

Mil.  Come,  Heartfort,  be  not  grave  on  the  mat- 
ter :  I  will  venture  to  affirm  thy  miftrefs  is  thy  own. 

Heart.  Damn  her!  do  not  mention  her:  I 
(liould  defpife  myfelf  equal  with  the  fool  juft  de- 
parted, could  I  think  myfelf  capable  of  forgiving 
her:  no,  believe  me,  Millamour,  was  Ihe  to  com- 
rr.ence  the  lover,  and  take  the  pains  I  have  done  to 
win  her,  they  would  be  ineffedual. 

Mil.  And  art  thou  fo  incenfed  with  a  few  co- 
quette airs  of  youth  and  gaiety,  which  girls  are 
taught  by  their  mothers  and  their  miftreffes  to 
pradtife  on  us  to  try  our  love,  or  rather  our  patience, 
when  perhaps  their  own  fuffers  more  in  the  at- 
tempt ? 

Heart.  'Sdeath,  Sir,  hath  flie  not  ufed  me  like 
a  dog  ? 

Mil.  Certainly. 

Heart.  Hath  flie  not  trifled  with  my  pallion  be- 
yond all  fiifferance  ? 

Mil.  Very  true. 

Heart.  Hath  fhe  not  taken  a  particular  delight 
in  making  me  ridiculous  ? 

Mil.  Too  true  !  and  fince  I  fee  you  can  bear  it, 
I  will  tell  you,  flie  hath  abufed  you,  trifled  with  you, 
laughed  at  you,  coquetted  and  jilted  you. 

Heart.  Hold,  Millamour,  do  not  accufe  her 
unjuftly  neither:  I  cannot  fay  fhe  hath  jilted  me. 

Mil.  Damn  her!  think  no  more  of  her:  it  would 
be  wrong  in  you  to  forgive  her. 

Heart. 
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Heart.  Yes,  forgive  her  I  can  :  it  would  be 
rather  mean  not  to  forgive  her.  Yes,  yes,  I  will  for- 
give her. 

Mil.  Well,  do;  and  fo  think  no  more  of  her. 

Heart.  I  will  not ;  for  it  is  impoffible  to  impute 
fo  much  ill  ufage  only  to  the  coquettish  airs  of 
youth  :  For  could  I  once  be  thought  to  believe 
that 

Mil.  And  yet  a  thoufand  women 

Heart.  True,  true,  dear  Millamour  :  a  thou- 
fand women  have  played  worfe  pranks  with  their 
lovers,  and  afterwards  made  excellent  wives :  it  is 
the  fault  of  their  education,  rather  than  of  their 
natures ;  and  a  man  muft  be  a  churl  who  would 
not  bear  a  little  of  that  behaviour  in  a  miilrefs, 
efpecially  in  one  fo  very  young  as  Charlotte  is,  and 
'fo  verv  pretty  too.  For,  give  me  leave  to  tell  you, 
we  mayjuftly  afcribc  I'everai  faults  to  rhe  number 
of  flatterers,  v;hich  beauty  never  is  without :  befides, 
you  mull  confcfs,  there  is  a  certain  good-humour 
that  attends  her  faults,  which  makes  it  impoflible 
■for  you  to  be  angry  with  them. 

Mil.  Indeed  to  me  fhe  appears  to  have  no  faults 
but  v/hat  arife  from  her  beauty,  her  youth,  or  her 
good-humour;  for  which  realon,  I  think.  Sir,  you 
ought  to  forgive  them,  efpecially  if  llie  aflced  it  of 
you. 

Heart.  Afked  it  of  me  !  Oh  !  Millamour,  could 
I  deny  any  thing  flie  afked  of  me  ? 

Mil.  Well,  well,  that  we  fhall  bring  her  to  ; 
or  at  lead  to  look  as  if  fbe  aflced  it  of  you ;  and 
you  know  looks  are  the  language  of  love. 

Heaut.  B'Jt  pray  how  came  (he  to  your  lodgings 
this  afternoon  ? 

Mil.  Ha!  Truepenny,  art  thou  jealous  ? 

Heart.  No,  faith  :  your  fending  for  me  prevents 
that,  though  I  was  never  fo  much  inclin'd. 

Mil.  Let  us  go  and  take  one  botile  together, 
and  I  vvill  tell  you,  tho'  perhjps  I  muil  be  obliged 

to 
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to  truft  a  lady's  fecrec  with  you  (and  I  could  triin: 
any  but  your  own  miftrefs's).  Courage,  Heartfort : 
what  are  thy  evils  compar'd  with  mine,  who  have 
a  hulband  to  contend  with;  a  damn'd  legal  tyrant, 
who  can  ravilh  a  woman  with  the  law  on  his  fide  ? 
All  my  hope  and  comfort  lie  in  his  age  :  and  yet  it 
vexes  me,  that  my  blooming  fruit  muft  be  mum- 
bled by  an  old  rafcal  who  hath  no  teeth  ro  cotne  at 
the  kernel. 

A  C  T    V.       SCENE!. 
SCENE,     L  U  C  I  N  A'j   Apartment, 

L  U  C  I  N  A,  ijohh  a  Letter. 

SHALL  I  write  once  more  to  this  perjur'd 
man  ?  But  what  can  it  avail  ?  Can  I  upbraid 
him  more  than  I  have  already  done  in  that  which 
he  hath  fcornfully  fent  back?  Perhaps  I  was  too 
fevere.  Let  me  revife  it.  Ha  !  what  do  I  fee  ? — 
A  letter  from  another  woman.  Clarinda  Stedfafl:  ? 
O  villain  !  doth  he  think  I  yet  want  teftimonies  of 
his  falfehood. 

SCENE    II. 
LUCINA,  PLOT  W  EL. 

Luc.  Oh  !  PIctwel,  fuch  new  difcoveries  !  the 
letter  you  brought  me  back  was  not  my  own,  but 
a  rival  Sj  a  rival  as  unhappy  as  myfelf. 

Plot.  And  now  I  bring  you  news  of  a  rival  more 
happy  than  yourfelf,  if  the  podeflion  of  a  rake  be 
happinefs.  In  fliort,  Mr.  Millamour  is  to  be  mar- 
ried to  the  daughter  of  Mr.  Stedfafl. 

Luc.  Ha !  that  was  the  name  I  heard  when  at 
his  lodgings.  Fie  hath  debauched  his  wife,  and 
would  marry  his  daughter.  This  is  an  opportunity 
of  revenge  I  hardly  could  have  wifh'd.  But  how, 
how,  dear  Plocwel,  ar:  thou  apprifed  of  this  ? 

Plot. 
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Plot.  When  you  fent  me  back  to  Millamour, 
while  1  was  difputing  with  his  fervant,  who  denied 
me  admifTiOHj  a  fine  young  lady  whip'd  by  me  into 
a  chair  :  I  then  brib'd  his  fervant  with  a  guinea, 
who  difcovered  to  me,  that  her  name  was  Stedfaftj 
that  flie  was  a  great  fortune,  and  to  be  married  to 
his  mafter;  and  that  fhe  lived  in  Grofvenor-ftreet. 

Luc.  Shall  I  beg  you  would  add  one  obligation 
more  to  thofe  1  have  already  received  from  you, 
and  deliver  him  this  letter  ?  It  may  prevent  the  ruin 
of  a  young  creature. 

Plot.  One  of  Millamour's  letters  to  you,  I  fup* 
pofe.  But  it  will  have  no  effect,  unlefs  it  recom- 
mends him  the  more  to  her,  by  giving  her  an  op- 
portunity of  triumphing  over  a  rival. 

Luc.  No  matter :  to  caution  the  unexperienced 
traveller  from  rocks  we  fplit  on,  is  our  duty  :  if 
that  be  ineffedlual,  his  rafhnefs  be  his  punifhment. 

Plot.  Pray  take  miy  advice,  and  refolve  to  think 
no  more  of  him. 

Luc.  As  a  lover  I  never  will.  Oblige  me  in  this, 
and  then  I  will  retire  with  you  to  the  cloyfter  you 
fhall  choofe,  and  never  more  have  convcrle  with 
that  traiterous  fex. 

Plot.  On  condition  you  think  no  more  of  Mil- 
lamour, I  will  undertake  it,  tho'  it  is  an  ungrateful 
office. 

Luc.  Come  in  with  me,  while  I  enclofe  it  under 
feal,  that  you  may  fecurely  affirm  you  are  ignorant  of 
the  contents.  Come,  my  faithful  Plotwel,  believe 
me  1  both  hate  and  defpife  mankind  j  and  from  this 
hour  I  will  entertain  no  paffion  but  our  friendlhip  in 
my  foul. 

Friendfhip  and  love  by  heav'n  were  both  defign'd. 
That  to  ennoble,  this  debafe  the  mind. 
Friendfliip's  pure  joys  in  life's  laft  hour  remain; 
By  love,  that  cheating  lottery,  we  gain 
A  moment's  blifs,  bought  with  an  age  of 

SCENE 


main ;     1 
pain.      I 
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SCENE    lil.     A  Tavern. 
MILAMOUR,   HEARTFORT. 

Mil.  And  now,  dear  George,  I  hope  I  have  fa- 
tisfied  your  jealouly. 

Heart.  I  wifh  I  could  fay  you  had  as  well  fa- 
tisfied  me  with  your  behaviour  to  this  young  lady 
—to  Clarinda. 

Mil.  What  would  ft  thou  have  me  do  ^ 

Heart.  Why,  faith,  to  be  fincere  ;  not  what  thou 
haft  done;  however,  fince  that's  paft,  all  the  repa- 
ration now  in  thy  power  to  make,  is  to  fee  her  no 
more. 

Mil.  That  would  be  a  pretty  reparation  indeed  ! 
and  perhaps  fhe  would  not  thank  you  for  giving  me 
that  advice. 

Heart.  Perhaps  not ;  but  I  am  fure  her  huiband 
would. 

Mil.  Her  huft^and  !  Damn  the  old  rafcal  :  the 
teazing  fuch  a  cuckold  is  half  the  pleafure  of  mak- 
ing him  one. 

Heart.  How !  V/hat  privilege  doft  thou  per- 
ceive in  thyfelf,  to  invade  and  deftroy  the  happinefs 
of  another  ?  Befides,  tho'  fname  may  firft  reach  the 
hufband,  it  doth  not  always  end  there  :  the  wife  is 
always  liable,  and  often  is  involved  in  the  ruin  of  ^ 
the  gallant.  The  perfon  who  deferves  chiefly  to  be 
expofed  to  fliaii^ie,  is  the  only  perfon  who  efcapes 
v/ichout  ir. 

Mil.  Heyday  !  thou  art  not  turning  hypocrite,  I 
hope.  Thou  doft  not  pretend  to  lead  a  life  equal  to 
this  doftrine. 

Heart.  My  praftice  perhaps  is  not  equal  to  my 
theory;  but  I  pretend  to  fin  v,^ich  as  little  mifchief 
as  I  can  to  others  :  and  this  I  can  lay  my  hand  on 
my  heart  and  affirm,  that  I  never  feduced  a  young 
woman  to  her  own  ruin,  nor  a  married  one  to  the 
mifery  of  her  hufoand.     Nay,  and  I  know  thee  to  be 

fa 
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fo  good-natured  a  fellow,  that  vvhat  thou  dofl  of  this 
kind  arifes  from  thy  not  confidering  the  confequence 
of  thy  actions ;  and  if  any  woman  can  lay  her  ruin 
on  thee,  thou  cdnii  lay  it  on  cuftom. 

Mil.  Why,  indeed,  if  we  confider  it  in  a  ferious 
way 

Heart.  And  why  fiiould  we  not?  Cuftom  may 
lead  a  man  into  m.any  errors,  but  it  juftifies  none  j  nor 
are  any  of  ics  laws  more  abfurd  and  unjuft,  than  thofe 
relating  co  the  commerce  between  the  fexes  :  for  what 
can  be  more  'ridiculous  than  to  make  it  infamous  for 
women  to  grant  what  it  is  honourable  for  us  to  foli- 
cit,  nay,  to  enfnare  and  ahnoll  compel  them  into  ; 
to  make  a  whore  a  fcandalous,  awhoremafter  arepu- 
tubk^  appellation  ?  Whereas,  in  reality,  there  is  no 
more  miichievous  charafler  than  a  public  debaucher 
of  women. 

Mil.  No  more,  dear  George;  now  you  begin  to 
pierce  to  the  quick. 

Heart.  1  have  done  :  I  am  glad  you  can  feel ;  it 
is  a  fure  fign  of  no  mortification. 

Mil.  Yes,  I  can  feci,  and  too  much,  that  I  have 
been  in  the  wrong  to  a  woman,  who  hath  no  fault 
but  foolifiily  loving  me.  'Sdeath!  thou  haft  raifed 
a  dcv;l  in  me,  that  will  fufficiently  revenge  her  quar- 
rel. Oh  !  Heartfort,  how  was  it  poiTible  for  me  to 
be  guilty  of  fo  much  barbarity,  without  knowing  it, 
and  of  doing  her  fo  many  wrongs,  without  feeing? 
them  till  this  moment,  till  it  is  too  late,  till  I  can 
make  her  no  reparation  ? 

Heart.  Refolve  to  fee  her  no  more ;  that's  the 
befi:  in  your  power. 

Mil.  Well,  I  will  refolve  it,  and  wifli  I  could  do 
more. 

SCENE     IV. 

MiLLAMOUR,  HEARTFORT,  USEFUL. 

Use.  Oh  !  Mr.  Millamour,  Oh  1 
Mil.  What  news  ? 
Use.  Oh  I  I  am  dead. 

Heart. 
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Heart.  Drunk,  I  bclitve.  What's  the  meaning 
of  this  ? 

Use.  Give  ir.c  a  glafs  of  winCi  for  I  am  quite  out 
of  breath. 

Mil.  Help!  Heartfort,  help! 

Use.   I  am  come— Give  me  another  glafs. 

Heart.  You  ha-v'e  no  realon  to  complain  of  your 
breath,  for  I  thinic  you  cirlnk  two  glafTcs  in  the 
fame. 

U.sE,  Well  I  hen,  now  I  am  a  little  come  to  my- 
frif,  I  c:ii\  tell  you  I  have  charming  news  for  you  : 
Clarinda  continues  ftill  in  the  fame  dangerous  way, 
and  her  huiband — -but  mum — what  have  I  faid  ?•— 1 
forgot  we  v/ere  not  alone. 

Heart.  Oh  !   Madanij   I  will  withdraw. 

\_Retires  to  another  pr.rt  of  the  jl age. 

Use.  Well  then,  her  hufDand  hath  fcnt  to  me  to 
fetch  you  to  her. 

Mil.  He  hath  lent  too  late  i  for  I  have  refolv'd 
to  fee  her  no  more. 

Use.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Mil.  Serioiifly  as  I  fay • 

Use.  You  will  never  fee  her  more  ! 

Mil.   Never. 

Use.  Y(ju  will  fee  her  no  more  !         \PrJficnntei\\ 

M(f,.  No:  I  have  confider'd  it  as  the  only  repa- 
ration I  en  pofllbly  make  her. 

Use.  indeed  !  if  that  be  tl-.e  only  reparation  you 
can  make  her,  you  are  a  very  pretty  fellow.  But 
it  is  falfe  :  you  are  not  fuch  a  fore  of  a  man.  If  I 
had  known  you  to  be  fiich  a  fort  of  a  man,  t!ie  devil 
fiiould  have  had  you,  before  I  fhould  have  troubled 
my  head  about  your  alTairs. 

M*L.  My  heart  reproaches  me  with  no  aclion  of 
my  life  equal  with  my  behaviour  to  Clarinda,  and 
1  would  do  any  thing  to  make  her  ant  nds. 

Use.  Could  not  your  he?rt  have  reproached  you 
fconer,  before  you  had  m.de  me  accellary  to  the 
chrat  you  iiuend  10  put  upon  ner  ;' 

Vol.  III.  Li  Mil. 
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Mil.  What  cheat  ? 

Use.  The  word  cheat  can  be  put  vipon  her, 
\Vhat!  Sii'j  do  you  tliink  ilie  haih  no  expectations 
from  you  ? 

Mil.  If  flie  hath,  her  hulLand  will  anfwcr  them. 

Use.  Her  hufoand  1  her  hufoand  v^on'r,  nor  can'g 
anfwcr  thc-m 

Mil.   I  ani  not  inclined  to  jeft 

Us^.E.  Nor  am  I,  but  I  think  you  are.  What 
would  you  fay  of  a  man,  who  would  fail  to  the  In- 
dies, and  when  he  was  ju(l  come  in  fight  of  hvs  port> 
tack  about  and  return  without  touching  ?  Have  not 
you  been  failing  feveral  years  into  the  arms  of  your 
milirefs,  and  now  fne  holds  them  open,  you  refufe 
— What!  did  you  court  licr  only  to  refufe  in  your 
turn  ?  to  refufe  her,  w!',en  Hie  isexpecling,  wifliing, 
longing 

Mil.  And  do  you  really  think  her  ns  you  fay  ? 

Use.  What  could  move  her  elfe  ro  lay  fuch  a  plot 
as  (he  hath  doiAc  ?  To  pretend  herfelf  fick,  that  you 
might  be  fent  for  as  her  phyfician  t  But  you  would 
play  the  phyfician  with  her,  and  make  her  diftemper 
real. 

Mil.  If  I  thought  that 

Use.  Wliat  can  you  think  elfe  ?  Can  any  tl/ing 
hurt  a  woman  equal  with  being  refufed  I 

Mil.  Refuled  !  what,  giving  up  her  matchlefs 
beauty  to  my  longing  arms  ?  'Sdeath  !  he  is  not  of 
flelh  and  blood  who  could  refufe.     Thou  deareft 

woman  1  and  doft  thou  think  flie  will  confent  I 

Doft  thou  think  my  happinefs  fo  near  ? 

Use.  I  know  it  mult  be — but— 

Mil.  But  what  r 

Use.  You  had  better  make  her  a  reparation  for 
what's  pa.l,  and  fee  her  no  more. 

Mil.  Reparation  1  ay,  fo  I  will.  Ail  that  love, 
tranlportinti;,  eager,  wanton,  raving  love  can  give. 
Heaiffort,  you  m.ult  excufe  me:  Bufincfs,  Sir,  bufi- 
ncfs  of  very  great  importance  calls  me  away. 

J       '  Heart. 
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Heart.  I  can  guefs  your  biifinefs  by  your  com- 
pany. 

Mil.  GoQie,  my  dear  Ufcful,  convey  me,  quick 
as  my  defircs,  where  only  they  can  meet  full  fatis- 
fadion.     Le:  me  enjoy  Clarinda, — and — then — 

Use,  And  then  — perhaps  you  may  keep  your 
wcrdj  and  never  fee  her  any  more. 

[Exeunt  Ufe.  n;:d  MW, 

Heart.  There  croes  an  initance  of  the  g-reac 
power  our  realop.  hath  over  our  paffions.  But  hoki, 
— Why  fnould  I  fcek  inftances  abroad,  who  have  fo 
fufficient  an  example  in  my  own  breaft  ?  Vv^hcre, 
had  reaibn  the  dominion,  I  fnould  have  long  fince 
expell'd  the  little  tyrant,  who  hath  made  fuch  ravage 
there.  Of  v/hat  ufe  is  reafon  then  ?  Why,  of  the 
ufe  that  a  v;indow  is  to  a  man  in  prifon,  to  ]et  him 
fee  the  horrors  he  is  confined  in  5  but  lends  him  no 
aiTiilance  to  his  efcape. 

SCENE     V. 
SCENE,     S  T  E  D  F  A  S  T'j  Hotife. 
CLARINDx\,    CHARLOTTE. 

Clar.  O,  Charlotte  !  let  no  pafTion  prevail  on 
you,  to  tiuow  you rfelf  away  on  a  perfonyou  defpife. 
Marriage  knows  no  releafe  but  death.  Had  I  the 
vvorldj,  I  vv'ould  give  it  to  recal  mine. 

Char.  You  fee,  Clarinda,  it  is  caficr  to  give  ad- 
vice than  to  take  it. 

Clar.  You  are  not  in  my  fitnation.  Think,  my 
Charlotte,  think  but  of  the  danger  I  was  in,  againft 
the  daily  folicitations  of  2  man,  who  had  fo  great  a 
friend  within  my  breail.  My  litrle  fortune  fpenr.  A 
friendlefs,  helplefs  orphan.  The  very  m.an  I  lov'd, 
with  whom  I  muft  ac  leaft  have  fhared  poverty,  re- 
fiifingto  make  me  the  honourable  partner  ofh.h  bed! 
W^hat  could  Charlotte  then  have  done  ?  Would  you 
have  then  refufed  a  rich,  an  honourable  lover  ? 

Char.  Hum  1  agad,  I  don't  know  what  i  fliould 
L  1  2  ^  .have 
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have  done.  Heaven  forbid  it  fhould  b-e  my  cafe, 
I  fhould  not  have  taken  the  old  fello'.v,  I  am  pofitivc. 

Clar.  O,  my  dear  Charlotte!  never  let  any 
thing  tcmpc  you  to  forfeit  the  paths  of  honour. 

Char.  And  yet,  my  dear  Clarinda,  you  can  feiga 
yoiirfelf  fickto  fee  your  lover.  Prav,  my  dear,  how 
doth  a  woman's  honour  do,  when  fhe  is  fick  to  fee 
her  gallant  r 

Clar.  Indeed,  you  wrong  me.  The  terror  I 
have  of  your  father's  bed,  put  me  on  the  feigning  this 
ficknefs,  which  will  foon  be  real.  For  as  to  Milla- 
mour,  1  h.ive  determined  never  to  fee  him  more. 

Char.  Nay,  I  will  fwear,  I  faw  Ufeful  take  a 
chair  and  go  for  him,  as  your  phyfician,  by  my  fa- 
ther's order. 

Clar.  You  furprize  me  !  O  that  wicked  woman, 
who  hath  been  the  occafon  of  all  my  misfortunes, 
and  is  determined  to  perfccute  m?  to  the  laft  minute! 

Char.  There  is  fcniewhat  in  her  which  I  dillike. 
and  havcof:cn  wondered  why  you  woi;ld  indulge  her 
in  the  freedom  flie  takes. 

Clar.  O  Charlotte  1  in  diftreficd  circumdances, 
how  eafilv  can  impudence  get  the  afcendant  over  us  ? 
Befidcs,  this  woman,  of  whom  I  now  have  your  opi- 
nion, can  outwardly  atTa  fain:,  as  well  as  inwardly  a 
devil.  What  defence  hath  the  ignorance  of  tv.'enty, 
againft  the  experienced  arts  of  fuch  a  woman  r  Be- 
lieve me,  I  thank  heaven,  1  have  efcaped  fo  well, 
rather  than  wonder  I  iiavc  i^ot  efcaped  better. 

Char.  Well,  honoured  Madam,  if  yourdaughter- 
in-law  may  prefume  to  ar'vife,  reft  contented  with 
the  honour  you  have  already  attaui'dj  for,  if  you 
fliould  be  overthrown  but  in  one  battle,  there's  an 
end  of  all  your  former  conqucfls.  But  hufli,  hulh  I 
to  your  chair.     My  father  is  coming  up. 


SCENE 
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SCENE    VI, 

STEDFAST,    CLARINDA,    CHAR- 
LOTTE. 

Sted.  Well,   Madam,  how  do  you  now  ? 

Char.  My  mother  is  extremely  ill.  Sir. 

Sted.  I  did  not  afk  yoy — How  do  you,  child  ? 

Clar.  Oh! 

Sted.  O!  this  is  the  mo  ft  comfortable  wedding- 
day  fure,  that  ever  man  had.  Well  the  doctor  will 
be  here  prclently. 

Char.  Sir,  the  lafb  words  my  mamma  fpoke 
were,  fhe  defired  (he  might  not  lee  the  docfror. 

Sted.  Yes,  Madam  ;  but  the  laft  words  I  fpeak 
are,  that  fhe  fhall  fee  him. 

Clar.  No  doctor no  dodor. 

Enter  U  S  E  F  U  L  ^.'^J  M  I  L  L  A  Pvl  O  U  R, 

Use.  (introducing  MiUamourj  Sir,  here's  the  doc- 
tor. 

Sted.  I  am  glad  you  are  come,  Sir:  My  wife  is 
extremely  ill — Go  to  her.  Phyficians  fhouid  make 
a  little  more  haf^e. 

Mil.  Give  me  your  hand,  if  you  pleafe.  Madam. 

Sted.  How  do  you  do,  child  ? 

Clar.  Oh  1 

Sted.  That's  all  I  have  been  able  to  get  of  her, 
Doflorj  file  is  not  able  to  tell  you  even  how  ilic 
<ioth. 

Use.  iAfideS\  A  true  phyfician,  faith  !  He  feels 
for  her  puile  in  her  palm. 

Sted.   How  do  you  find  her,  Dodor  ? 

Mil.  Truiy,  Sir,  I  wifh  there  may  not  be  more 
danger  in  the  cafe,   than  is  imagiaed. 

Sted.  Nay,  the  world  Ihail  not  fay  fhe  died  for 
want  of  aiTiliance.     I  will  go  fend  for  anot  ler. 

Mil.  O,  Sir  !  there's  no  need  of  that — i  can  trud 
10  my  ovv'n  flciil. 

Step,  Em  refolved. 

L  1  3  U.E. 
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Use.  Coincj  Madam  j  vvc'il  leave  the  dodor  to 
His  patienc. 

SCENE    Vli. 
C  L  A  R  I  N  D  /i,  M  I  L  L  A  M  O  U  R. 
Mil.  O  fpeak  to  mCj  Claiinda — Whifper  fome- 
thing  tender  to  my  foul,  or  I  fliall  die  before  thee. 
Clar.  Thou  halt  undone  me,  Millamour. 
Mil.  Then   I  have  undone  myielf— Myfclf!— 
What's  that  to  having  ruiii'd  thee  !  I  would  be  ages 
expiring  to  preferve  thee.     My  dear  !  my  only  love  ! 
Too  late  I  iee  the  follies  of  my  life.     I  fee  the  fatal 
confequence  of  my  ungovern'd,  lawlefs  paflion. 

Clar.  Oh  1  had  thy  eyes  but  yeflerday  been 
ppen'd,  but  now  it  is  too  late. 

Mil.  Too  late  !  I  will  put  back  the  hand  of  time, 
O  think  it  not  too  late  !  Q,  couidft  thou  but  recover, 
thy  marriage  could  not,  (ItouM  not  keep  us  froai 
being  happy  ! 

Clar.  Alas  I  my  difeafe  is  but  a  poor  pretence, 
to  lee  you  once  again  to  take  this  laft  farewcl. 

Mil.  Thou  angel  of  foftnefs  !  Thou  fountain  of 
eternal  fweets  1  To  take  a  hli  farewel !  Then  I  wiij 
bid  farewel  to  life,  Ciarinda.  Life,  which  I  will  not 
endure  without  thee.  Wicnefs  heaven,  that  could  I 
but  recal  bleft  yellerday  again,  I  would  not  flight  the 
offers  of  thy  virtuous  love,  u,v  the  whole  world  of 
iDcauty,  or  of  wealth  !  O  fool  1  to  trilk  with  fo  vaft 
a  bieiriig,  'till  it  was  fnatch'd  from  thee  !  Yet  fince 
we  cannot  be  what  we  wifli,  let  us  be  what  we  can. 
Clar.  No,  Millamour,  never  with  the  forfeit  of 
n^y  honour.  I  will  lofe  my  life  :  Nay,  what  I  value 
iv.uch  more,  rather  than  quit  that  idol  of  my  foul,  I 
will  lofe  you. 

S  C  E  N  E    VIII. 

MILLAMOUR,  CLARINDA,  CHx^RLOTTE, 

USEFUL,  STEDFASr,  CRISIS. 

■psE.  Hull:!,  hufii,  to  your  polls,  to  your  pods. 

Sted, 
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Sted.  [intrcdiicing  Qr\ns.\  Doiflor,  than  is  your  pa- 
tient, and  heaven  direct  your  judgment. 

Cris.  Sir,  Sir,  harkee,  who's  chat  ?  I  obferved 
hiiTi  feel  her  pulfe. 

Sted.  That  is  a  brother  phyfician,  Sir. 

Cris.  Ay,  what  is  his  name? 

Sted.  Doflorj  dodor  CriHs  defires  to  knovv  your 
name. 

Mil.  My  name  1  name — My  name  is  Gruel. 

Cris.  Gruel,  I  don't  know  him,  nor  do  I  remem- 
ber his  name  in  the  college.  Some  quack,  I  iuppofe. 
— Sir,  I'm  your  humble  fervanty 

Sted.  Stay,  (lay,  dear  Doctor. 

Cris.  Sir,  I  will  confult  with  no  quacks  ;  Sir,  i 
have  not  ftudied  phyfick  fo  long,  to  confult  vvith  a 
quack  !  V/herefore  have  we  a  college  of  phyficians, 
if  we  are  to  call  quacks  to  our  affirtancc  ? 

Sted.  For  heaven's  fake,  Doclor,  my  wife  will 
die. 

Cris.  Sir,  I  can't  help  it,  if  half  the  world  were 
£0  die,  unlefs  that  man  v;ere  out  of  the  room  1  v/ill 
have  nothing  to  do  :  and  that  I  airi  rcfolv'd. 

Sted.  If  you  come  to  that.  Sir,  I  am  refolved  he 
fhall  not  be  fent  out  of  the  room.  I  would  not  fend 
him  out  of  the  room  to  fave  my  wife's  life  %<  No,  nor 
fcarce  to  fave  my  ov/n  life     So  lee  whofe  refolution 

will    be  broke  firft,  your's  or  inine. Refolved, 

quotha. 

Cris.  Here,  John,  ray  coach  \  to  the  door — con- 
fult with  a  quack  ! 

Sted.  Docflor,  pray  return  my  fee. 

Cris.   Sir,  your  humble  fervant.  \_Exit. 

Mil.  I  hope,  Sir,  we  Ihall  not  want  his  advice.  I 
apprehend  the  difiemper  to  be  now  ibme  moments 
pad  the  crifis,  and  in  halt  an  hour  i.  may  polTibly 
fend  you  the  happy  news  of  your  wife's  being  out 
of  danger.  But  it  is  intirely  neceffxry  ihe  ftiouid  go 
to  bedj   and  then  I  will  go  and  fee  her. 

\_Enier  Servant^  who  iz^hifpers  Stedfafl. 
L  i  4  Stx:d. 
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Sted.  Do£lor,  you  will  excufe  mc  a  few  minures 
"—A  lady  wants  me  below  flairs.  [Exis, 

M;l.  Come,  nurfe  ;  you  muft  put  your  patient 
to  bed,  and  then  I'll  vifit  her  again. 

Clhr.  Never,  never,  Millamour.  Never  from 
this  hour  will  I  behold  that  face  again  :  That  fatal 
caufe  of  all  my  mifery. 

Mil.  Barbarous  Clarinda  !  Can  I  be  knowingly 
the  caufe  of  one  misfortune  to  you,  when  I  would 
not  purchafe  the  vv^orld  witli  one  figh  of  tliine  ? 

Clar.  Thy  converfation  is  dangerous  to  my  ho- 
nour, and  hencefor:th  I  will  fly  thee  as  the  worft  of 
contagions.  Farewel-^And  think  you  have  loft  a 
woman,  who  durtl  not,  from  her  tendernefs,  ever 
fee  thee  more.  [£w/. 

Mil.  O  agony  !  O  Clarinda  I 

Use.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! — That  ever  a  man,  who  knows 
fo  much  of  the  fex  as  Mr.  Millamour,  fhould  dcl'pair 
at  the  very  brink  of  victory  ! 

Mil.  'Sdeath — Did  iLe  not  lay,  fhe'd  never  fee 
me  more  ? 

Use.  Well,  and  haili  (he  not  faid  fo  a  hundred 
times  J  and  fcen  you  as  often  !  Did  fl-^.e  not  fay,  fhe 
durft  not  fee  you  more  ?  Women  are  all  cowards, 
and  dare  not  do  any  thing  unlefs  they  are  forced  to 
it,  I  tell  you  fhe  is  wiihing,  fighing  for  you.  Ho- 
nour and  love  have  aconflidl  within  her  breaft,  and 
'if  you  lland  by  the  little  gentleman,  I'll  hold  a  thou- 
land  pounds  he  gets  the  better. 

Mil.  No  more  of  this  foolery.  Thou  hafl  un- 
done us  both  :  And  by  heavens,  I  will  be  revenged 
on  thee.  I  will  expofe  thee  to  all  mankind,  as  thy 
infamy  defervcs,  till  every  wretched  maid  Ihall  curfe 
thee,  every  honcfl  woman  defpife  thee,  and  every 
boy  that  meets  thee,  fliail  hoot  thee  through  the 
world. 

U-sE.  Is  this  my  reward  ? 

Mil.  Reward  1  There  is  none  in  law  or  juftice 
equal  to  thy  deferts.     Thou  arc  a  more  mifchievous 

animal 


T  H  E  V7  E  D  D  I  N  G  .  D  A  Y.       521 

animal  than  a  ferpfrnt;  and  the  man  or  woman, 
who  admits  one  of  thy  deteilable  charader  into  his 
houfe  or  acquaintance,  a<fts  more  foolifnly  than  he 
who  admits  a  lerpent  into  his  boiom.  A  publick 
mark  of  infamy  fhould  be  fee  on  every  fuch  wretch, 
that  we  might  fhun  them  as  a  contagion.  Never  fee 
•me  more;  for  if  thou  dofl:>  I  fhall  forego  the  dig- 
nity of  my  fex  to  punifh  thee.  O  Clarir.da  !  I  will 
piirfue  thee  dill :  for  next  to  having  thee  inine,  is 
leaving  my  life  at  thy  feet. 

Use.  Very  fine  !  I  have  no  m.ore  to  do  here  at 
prefent.  Such  encouragement  will  tempt  me  to 
grow  honeft,  and  quit  my  employment. 

SCENE     IX. 
STEDFAST,   PLOTWEL. 

St£D.  A  very  pretty  reafonable  gentleman,  truly. 
Would  not  one  woman  content  him  ?  Mull  he  have 
my  wife  and  daughter  too?  Would  he  have  my 
whole  family  ?  Madam,  I  know  not  how  to  return 
this  obligation,  which  the  great  concern  you  have 
(hewed  for  my  honour  hath  laid  upon  me. 

Plot.  Can  you  not  find  then  in  this  face  fome- 
thing  which  might  give  you  a  reafon  for  that  con- 
cern ?  Look  (ledfaftly  on  me,  and  tell  me  if  yon 
remember  no  mark  in  thefe  features,  which  were 
once  known  to  you  ? 

Sted.  There's  fomiething  in  that  voice,  that — 

Plot.  That  once  was  mufic  in  your  cars,  if  ever 
you  fpoke  truth  to  Cleomela. 

Sted.  Cleomela  ! 

Plot.  Are  there  then  any  horrors  in  that  name  ? 
Age  certainly  hath  left  no  furrows  there,  however 
it  hath  alter'd  this  unhappy  face.  Still,  if  remem- 
brance of  paft  joys  be*fvvcet,  the  name  of  Cleomela 
ftould  be  fo. 

Sted.  I  am  fo  furpris'd  !  I  fcarce  have  reafon  left 
to  recollecl  you. 

Plot.  Be  not  terrified.     I  conre  not  to  upbraid 

you  i 
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you  ;  to  thunder  any  injuries  in  your  ears,  nor  breach 
of  proixiife. 

Sted.  You  know  you  cannot.  It  was  your  own 
fault  prevented  nny  fulfilling  them.  Would  you 
have  changed  your  religion,  you  know  my  rcfolutions 
were  to  have  married  you.  And  you  know  my  refo- 
lutions  were  never  to  marry  you,  unlefs  you  did. 
You  kept  your  religion,  and  I  my  refolution. 

Plot.  How  eafily  men  find  excufes  to  avoid  what 
ihey  diflike  !  But  that  is  pad  ;  nor  do  1  come  to 
claim  the  fulfilling  it. 

Sted.  No,  heaven  hath  taken  care  to  put  tliat  Qut 
of  my  power;  as  this  letter  hath  told  you  before. 

Plot.  I  aiTure  you.  Sir,  the  contents  of  that  letter 
I  am  a  (Iranger  to. 

Sted.  Are  you  ?  then  prny  read  it — for  I  intend 
to  make  tmrn  no  fecret.  (plotwel  takes  the  letter, 
reads,  andJJoevjs  tmuh  furprife.) 

SCENE    X. 

MILLAMOUR,  STED  FAST,  Mrs, 

PLOTWEL. 

Mil.  O!  Sir,  the  mod  unfortunate  news. 

Sted.   What's  the  matter  ? 

Mil.  Your  lady  is  relapled  into  the  moft  violent 
fit  of  madnefs  ;  and  1  queftion  much  whether  flie 
will  ever  fj^eak  again. 

Sted.  She  hath  no  need.  She  hath  hands  to  write 
her  mind.  Nay,  were  they  cut  off  too,  flie  would 
find  fome  other  means.  She  would  invent  as  lirange 
n^ethods  to  betray  the  lewdnefs  of  her  mind,  as  La- 
vinia  did  to  difcover  her  injury. 

Mil.  Heyday  i  your  wife  hath  infeded  you  with 
rhadnefs. 

Sted,  Yes,  my  wife  has  infedled  me  indeed.  Ic 
breaks  out  here  (pointing  to  kis  heed). 

Mil.  What  can  be  the  meaning  of  this?  I  am 
forry  to  fee  this,  Sir.  Very  forry  to  hear  this.  This 
is  no  common  dillcmper. 

Sted, 
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Sted.  No  !  I  thought  cuckoldom  the  moll  ge- 
neral diiletrjper  in  the  kingdom. 

SCENE     XI. 

OLD  MUTABLE,  STEDFAST,  MIL- 
LA  MOUR,  PLOTWEL. 

Old  Mut.  Odfo  !  Mr.  Stedfaft,  I  am  forry  to 
hear  your  lady  is  ill. 

Sted.  h  is  probable  you  may  ;  for  you  and  I  are 
not  likely  to  be  forry  on  the  fame  occafion. 

Old  Mut.  No,  it  is  not — Yes,  it  is — it  is  im- 
poffible — Agad  !  'tis  he — 'tis — my  dear  lord  True- 
love.     I'm  your  moft  obedient  humble  fervanc. 

Sted.  My  lord  Truelove  ! 

Old  Mut,  Ay,  Sir,  this  is  the  worthy  lord.  Sir, 
to  whofe  filler  I  was  to  have  married  my  fon,  'till, 
by  good  luck.  Sir,  1  found  my  lord  Truelove  to  oc 
no  lord,  but  a  certain  wild  young  vagabond,  who 
goes  by  the  name  of  Millamour. 

Sted.  What's  this  I  hear  ? 

Mil.  Ay,  'tis  fo, — the  houfe  is  infected,  and  every 
nvan  is  m.ad  that  comes  into  it. 

Old  Mut.  Mad  !  You  young  dog  you  have 
made  a  fool  of  me,  I  thank  you. 

Sted.  lam  a  fine  one,  truly,  if  doctor  Gruel  be  a. 
cheat. 

Plot.  Mr.  Millamour ! 

Mil.  Nay,  then,  'tis  in  vain  to  contend.  And 
it  requires  lefs  impudence  to  confsfs  all  than  to  deny 
it.  My  dear  Mrs.  Plotvvel.  (Millamour  rjid  Piot- 
wel  talk  aparly  and  then  (^o  out  togetlnr.) 

Old  Mut-  Mr.  Stedfad,  if  you  pleafe,  v/e'll  make 
no  longer  delay  of  the  v/edding. 

Sted.   Sir,  1  hate  the  name  of  wedding. 

Old  Mut.  Heyday  \  I  hope  you  are  not  capable 
of  breaking  your  refolution. 

Sted.  Sir,  I  fliall  break  my  heart.  A  man  that 
is  married  is  capable  of  every  thing  bt-r  neiri^  hanpv. 

Old   Mut.  Come,  come,    I'm  lorry  for  what'ij 

pail. 
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pad,  and  am  willing,  to  Ihew  my  repentance,  to 
put  it  out  of  my  power  to  offend  any  more. — What 
fignify  delays  ?  Let  us  have  the  wedding  to-night. — 

Sted.  Whenever  you  pleafe.  Sir. 

Old  Mut.  If  your  daughter  be  ready,  my  Ton  is, 

Sted.  1  have  no  daughter,  Sir. 

Old  Mut.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  you're  a  merry  man. 

Sted.  Lookye,  gentlemen,  if  one  of  you  will 
take  my  wife,  the  other  lliall  have  my  daughter. 
(i:o  them  Millamour.) 

Mil.  O,  Sir  !  the  luckieft  news  :  Your  lady  is 
recovered,  her  diflemper  left  her  in  a  mom.ent,  as 
by  a  miracle,  at  the  fight  of  Mrs.  Plotwel. 

Sted.   My  diftemper  is  not  remov'd. 

Mil.  Take  courage.  Sir,  I'll  warrant  1  cure  you 
— What  are  you  fick  of? 

Sted.  What  you  are  lick  of  too,  by  this  time — ■ 
my  wife. 

Mil.  Is  that  all  ? 

Sted.  This  infult,  Si'',  is  v.'orfe  than  your  firfl: 
injury:  but  the  law  fhall  give  me  a  reuaration  for 
both. 

Mil.  Here  comes  a  better  friend  to  you  than  the 
law.  If  your  wife  be  all  your  iilnefs,  Ihe  will  do 
what  the  law  can  feldom  do,  unmarry  you  again.  I 
don't  know  how  uncafy  you  may  be  for  marrying  my 
miftrefs;  but  Lam  fure  you  ought  to  be  i'o  for  mar- 
rying your  own  daughter. 

SCENE     XII. 

ro    them   CLARINDA,    CHARLOTTE, 
H  E  A  R  T  F  O  R  T. 

Plot.  Start  not  at  that  word,  but  thank  the 
watchful  care  of  heaven,  which  hath  fent  me  here  this 
day  to  prevent  your  fall,  even  a:  the  brink  of  ruin  — 
And,  with  a  joy  becoming  lo  bled  an  occalion,  re- 
ceive your  daughter  to  your  arms. 

Clar.  My  fatlierp — \  am  rclbivcd  to  call  you  by 
that  name. 

SiEDi 
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Sted.  Call  me  any  thing  but  hufband. 

Plot.  She  is  indeed  your  daughter — the  pledge 
of  our  loves — the  witnels  of  your  treachery  and  my 
fhame,  whom  that  wicked  woman  feduced  from  the 
nunnery,  where  I  thought  I  had  placed  her  in  fafety. 

Clar.  Sir,  1  kneel  for  your  bleiTing,  nor  will  I 
rife  till  you  have  given  it  me. 

Sted.  Take  ir,  my  child,  and  be  afuired  no  fa- 
ther ever  gave  it  more  gladly.  This  is  indeed  a 
happy  difcovery — 1  have  found  my  daughter,  and  I 
have  loft  my  wife. 

Plot.  My  child,  let  m.e  again  embrace  thee.  This 
is  happinefs  indeed  ! 

Old  Mut.  What,  have  you  more  d^iughterE  than 
one,  Mr.  Stedfafl:  ? 

Sted,  Even  as  you  fee,  Sir. 

Old  Mut.  Why  then,  Sir,  I  hope  you  will  not 
take  it  amifs,  that  I  dtfire  ail  further  treaty  may 
ceafe  between  us. 

StIed.  Sir,  I  would  not  marry  a  daughter  of  mine 
into  your  family,  was  your  eftate  ten  times  as  large 
as  it  is.  So  now  you  have  my  refoiution.  I  {"hould 
expe6f,  by  fuch  a  match,  to  become  grandfather  to 
a  weathercock. 

Old  Mut.  Very  well,  Sir,  very  well — there's  no 
harm  done — my  fon  is  in  ftalu  guo,  and  as  fine  a 
gentleman  as  ever  he  was. 

Heart.  Your  honour,  Sir,  is  now  difengaged. 
You  will  give  me  leave  once  more  to  miention  my 
ambition,  efpecially  if  anotlier  child  is  to  fnare  rny 
Charlotte's  fortune,  I  a:: ay  appear  at  kafc  v.'orthier 
of  her  in  your  eye. 

Sted.  Here!  —  Take  her — take  her 

Char.  I  told  you.  Sir,  I  would  obey  my  father; 
but  I  hope  you  v,;il  never  txpe(5c  me  to  obey  miy 
huPjand. 

Heart.  When  I  eype(5l  more  obedience  th^n  you 
are  willing  to  pa),   i  hope  you  will  p-jniHi  me  by 


rebellion. 
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Char.  Well.  I  own  I  have  not  deferved  fo  much 
conftancy  :  buc  I  allure  you,  if  I  can  get  gratitude 
enough  I  will  pay  ycu,  for  I  hate  to  be  in  debt. 

Mil.  You  was  pleafed,  Sir,  this  day  to  promife 
me,  that,  on  the  recovery  of  your  lady's  fenfcs,  you 
would  give  me  whatever  I  fliould  afk. 

Steu.  Ay,  Sir,  you  fliall  have  her  before  you 
aflc.  There  fhe  is,  Ihe  hath  given  you  her  inclina- 
tions, and  fo  I  give  you  the  reft  of  her.  Heav'n 
be  prais'd,  I'm  rid  of  them  both.  Stay,  here  is 
another  woman  ftill.  Will  no  body  have  her,  and 
clear  m.y  houfe  of  them  ?  for  it  is  impofiible  for  a 
man  to  keep  his  refolutions,  while  he  hath  one  wo- 
man in  it. 

Mil.  My  Clarinda,  O  1  tranfporting  extafy  ! 

Clar.  My  Millamour!  my  ever  loved  ! 

Mil.  Heartfort,  your  hand.  I  am  now  the  hap- 
pieil  of  mankind.  I  have,  on  the  very  point  of  lo- 
fing  it,  recovered  a  jewel  of  ineftimable  value.  O 
Clarinda  1  my  former  follies  may,  through  an  excefs 
of  good  fortune,  prove  advantageous  to  both  in  our 
future  happinefs.  While  I,  from  the  reflection  on  the 
danger  of  lofing  you,  to  whigii  the  wildnefs  of  my 
defires  betray'd  me,  fliall  enjoy  the  blifs  with  doubled 
Iweetnefs :  And  you  from  thence  may  derive  a  ten- 
der and  a  conftanc  hulband. 

From  my  example  let  all  rakes  be  taught. 

To  ("bun  loofe  pleafure's  fweet,  but  pois'nousdraught, 

V'ice,  like  a  ready  harlot,  (lill  allures  ; 

Virtue  givei>  flow,  but  what  [he  gives,  fecures. 


EPILOGUE. 

Written  by  a  Friend,  and 
Spoken  by  Mrs.  W  O  F  F I N  G  T  O  K. 

CT^HE  trial  ended^  and  the  fentence  o'er. 

The  criminal  fiances  mute^  and  pleads  no  more. 
Sunk  in  defpair,  no  diftant  hope  he  'vieu:s, 
Unlefs  fame  friendly  tongue  for  mercy  fues. 
So  too  our  bard  (whate^cer  be  his  fate) 
Hath  fent  me  here  compaffion  to  create : 
If  damn'd,  to  blunt  the  edge  of  critics'*  laws  ; 
Iffav*d,  to  beg  continuance  of  applaufe. 
All  this  the  frighted  author  bid  me  fay. 

But  now  for  my  own  comments  on  his  play, 

^his  MiLLAiMouR,  for  aught  J  could  difcover^ 
IVas-  no  fuch  dangerous,  forward.,  pu/hing  lover  :- 
Upon  the  bull  /,  like  Europa,  veittur'd, 
Entered  his  clofet — where  he  never  entered ; 
But  left  me,  after  all  my  kindnefs  fl^ewn^ 
In  a  mcft  barbarous  manner,  quite  done  : 
IVhilfi  I,  with  patience  to  our  fex  net  commcHy 
Heard  him  prcfcribing  to  another  woman  : 
But^  tho'  quite  languifhing  and  vaftly  ill 
She  was,  I  could  not  find  fJje  took  one  pill. 
*Thd'  her  difeafe  was  high,  thd"  fierce  tF  attacks 
Toufaw  he  was  an  unperfcrming  quack : 
But  foon  as  ma-rriage  altered  his  condition, 
He  cur'd  her  as  a  regular  phyfician. 


My  father  Stedfa^t  took  it  in  his  head 
I'o  keep  all  refolutions,  %vhich  he  made  : 


As 
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Js  the  great  point  of  iife^  thisfeenid  to  Jirike  him : 
His  daughter  Charlotte'j  z^ery  much  unlike  him. 
The  only  joys  (and  let  me  freely  fpeak  the;::) 
I  know  in  refclntions^  is  to  break  'enu 

I  think  '■j:;ithout  much  fiat t^ry  I  may  fay, 
There' s  fir ict  poetic  jifiice  thro'  this  ply. 
7 oil  heard  the  fool  defpis'd  ;  the  ba'wd's  jufl  feritence  ; 
Heartfort'jjyic'^/y/,  and  Millamour'j  repentance  \ 
And  fuch  repentance  nmjl  forgi-vencfs  carry  -, 
$:^re  there's  csyitriticn  -ujitb  it  ivhe-i  we  marry. 
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